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PROLOGUE. 


fT'HI  S  Play  took  birth  from  principles  of  truth, 

To  make  amends  for  errors  pajt,  of  youth. 
A  Bard,   that's  now  no  more,   in  riper  days, 
Confcious  review  'd  the  licence  of  his  plays  : 
And  though  applaufe  his  wanton  muje  had  fir1  d1, 
Himfelf  condemned  what  fenfual  minds  admir'd. 
At  length  he  own' a1,  that  plays  Jhould  let  you  fee 
Rot  only  what  you  are,  but  ought  to  be  : 
though  vice  was  natural,  'twas  never  meant, 
The  Jiage  Jhould  Jbew  it,  but  for  punijhment  ! 
Warm  with  that  thought,  his  muje  once  more  took  flume t 
Refolv'  d  to  bring  licentious  life  to  Jhame, 
Such  was  the  piece  his  latejl  pen  defign'd, 
But  left  no  traces  of  his  plan  behind. 
Luxuriant  fcenes,  unprund,  or  half  iontr'nS  d ; 
Yet,  through  the  mafs,  his  nati-ve  fire  fur-vi-u'a  : 
Rough  as  rich  ore,  in  mines  the  treajure  lay, 
Yet  ft  ill  'twas  rich,  and  forms  at  length  a  play. 
In  which  the  bold  compiler  boa  ft  s  no  tnerit , 
But  that  his  pains  have  fa'v'd  you  femes  of  fpirit, 
Not  fcenes,    that  -would  a  noify  joy  impart, 
But  fuch  as  hujh  the  mind,  and  warm  the  heart. 
From  praije  of  hands  no  fure  account  he  draws , 
But  Jixt  attention  is  Jincere  applaufe. 
If  then  (for  hard  you'll  own  the  tajk)  his  art 
Can  to  thofe  emlryon-fcenes  new  life  impart, 
'  The  Living  proudly  would  exclude  his  lays, 
And  to  the  Buried  bard  rejign  the  praife. 
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THE 

PROFOK'D    HUSBAND-, 

Or,  A  JOURNET  to  LONDON. 


ACT    I.     SCENE  Lord  Townly'j  Apartment. 
Lord  Townly  Joins. 

WH  Y  did  I  marry  ? Was  it  not  evident,  my 
plain,  rational  fcheme  of  life  was  impradtica- 
ble,  with  a  woman  of  fo  different  a  way  of  thinking  ? 

Is  there  one  article  of  it,  that  fhe  has  not  broke 

in  upon  ? Yes let  me  do   her  juftice her 

reputation That 1  have  no  reafon  to  believe 

is  in  queiKon But  then  how  long  her  profligate 

courfe  of  pleafures  may  make  her  able  to  keep  it — is 
a  mocking  queftion  !  and  her  prefumption  while  fhe 
keeps  it — infupportable  !  for  on  the  pride  of  that  fin- 
gle  virtue,  fhe  feems  to  lay  it  down,  as  a.  fundamental 
point,  that  the.  iree  indulgence  or  every  other  vice, 
:;ie  tow rf  afford 3,  is  the  birth-right  prerogative 

::.an  cf  quality /i  mazing!  that  a  creature 

fo  warm  in  the  purfuit  of  her  pleafures,  fhcuid 

c..:i    or.e    thought    towards  iu$"  happir.eis ~ . 

Thus,    v.-liilc    fhe  admits   no^jver,  fhe  thinks  i;  a 
greater  merit  ftill,  in  her  chaftitv,  not  to  care  i 
hnfbaiid  ;  and  while  ;>.  .•  herfelf  is  folacing  in  oi_ 
tinual  round  Guards  and  good  company,  he,  poor- 
wretch  !   is  left  at  large  to  take  care  of  his  own  con- 
tentment— 'Tis  time  indeed  fome  care  were  I 
and  fpeedily  there  fhall  be — Yet  let  me  net  be  rafii — 
Perhaps  this  difappointment  of  my  heart  may  make 
me   too   impatient  ;    and   fome   tempers,    when  re- 

proach'd,  grow  more  untra£tab!e Here  fhc^HtiSbes 

Let  me  be  calm  a  while. 

Enter  Lady  Townly. 

Going  out  fo  foon  after  dinner,  madam  ? 
,    La.  Town.  Lard,  my  Lord  !  what  can  I  pofiibly  do 
at  home  f 
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L.  TO--MH.  What  does  my  filler,  Lady  Grace,  do  at 
home  r 

La.  Town.  Why,  that  is  to  me  amazing  !  Have  you 
ever  any  pieafure  at  home  ? 

L.  Town.  It  might  be  in  your  power,  madam,  I 
confefs,  to  make  it  a  little  more  comfortable  to  me. 

La.  Town.  Comfortable !  and  fo,  my  good  lord, 
you  would  really  have  a  woman  of  my  rank  and  fpi- 
rit,  ftay  at  home  to  comfort  her  hufband  !  Lord  ! 
what  notions  of  life  fome  men  have  ! 

L.  Town.  Don't  you  think,  madam,  fome  ladies' 
notions  are  full  as  extravagant  ? 

La.  Teat'*.  Yes,  my  lord,  when  the  tame  doves  live 
coop'd  within  the  pen  of  your  precepts,  1  do  think 
'em  prodigious  indeed  ! 

L.  Town.  And  when  they  fly  wild  about  this  town, 
madam,  pray  what  muft  the  world  think  of  'em  then  ? 

La.  Town.  Oh  !  this  world  is  not  fo  ill  bred,  as  to 
quarrel  with  any  woman  for  liking  it. 

L.  Town.  Nor  am  I,  madam,  a  hufband  fo  well 
bred,  as  to  bear  my  wife's  being  fo  fond  of  it  j  in 
ihort,  the  life  you  lead,  madam 

La.  Town.  Is,  to  me,  the  pleafantefl  life  in  the 
world. 

L.  Town.  I  fhould  not  difpute  your  tafte,  madam, 
if  a  woman  had  a  right  to  pleafe  nobody  but  herfelf. 

La.  Town.  Why,  whom  would  you  have  her  pleafe  ? 

L.  Town.  Sometimes  her  hufband. 

La.  Town.  And  don't  you  think  a  hufband  under 
the  fame  obligation  ? 

L.  Town.   Certainly. 

La.  Tow*.  Why  then  we  are  agreed,  my  lord— — 
For  if  I  never  go  abroad,  'till  I  am  weary  of  being  at 

home which  you   know  is   the   cafe is  it  not 

equally  reafonable,  not   to  come  home  till   one's  a 
weary  of  being  abroad  ? 

It.  Town.  If  this  be  your  rule  of  life,  madam,  'tis 
time  to  afk  you  one  ferious  queflion. 

La.  Town.  Don't  let  it  be  long  a  coming  then  — — 
for  I  am  in  hafle. 

L.  Town.  Madam,  when  I  am  ferious,  I  expect  a 
ferious  anfwer. 

J.a .  Town.  Before  I  know  the  queftion  ? 

L. 
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L.  Town.  Pfhah— — have  I  power,  madam,  to 
make  you  ferious  by  intreaty  ? 

La.  Town.   You  have. 

L.  Town.  And  you  promife  to  anfwer  me  fincerely  ? 

La.  Town.  Sincerely. 

L.  Town.  Now  then  recolleft  your  thoughts,  and 
tell  me  ferioufly,  why  you  married  me  ? 

La.  Town.   You  infift  upon  truth,   you  fay  ? 

L.  Town.  I  think  I  have  a  right  to  it. 

La.  Town.  Why  then,   my  lord,    to  give  you  at 

once   a  proof  of  my  obedience    and  fincerity 1 

think I  married to  take  off  that  reilraint  that 

lay  upon  my  pleafures,  while  I  was  a  fingle  woman. 

L.  Town.  How,  madam,  is  any  woman  under  lefs 
reitiaint  after  marriage,  than  before  it? 

La.  Town.  O  my  lord  !  my  lord  !  they  are  quite  dif- 
ferent creatures!  Wives  have  infinite  liberties  in  life, 
that  would  be  terrible  in  an  unmarried  woman  to 
take. 

L.  Town.  Name  one. 

La.  Town.  Fifty,  if  you  pleafe— —  To  begin  then, 

in  the  morning a  married  woman  may  have  men 

at  her  toilet,  invite  them  to  dinner,  appoint  them  a 
party  in  a  ftage  box  at  the  play  ;  engrofs  the  conver- 
fatitm  there,  call  'em  by  their  Chriftian  names  ;  talk 

louder  than  the  players  ; from  thence  jaunt  into 

the  city take  a  frolickfome  fupper  at  an  India 

houfe perhaps,  in  her  gaiete  de  cceur,  toaft  a  pretty 

fellow then  clatter  again   to  this  end  of  the 

town,  break  with  the  morning  into  an  aflembly,  crowd 
to  the  hazard  table,  throw  a  familiar  levant  upon  fome 
ftarp  lurching  man  of  quality,  and  if  he  demands  his 
jr.oney,  turn  it  off  with  a  loud  laugh,  and  cry — you'll 
owe  it  him,  to  vex  him  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Town.  Prodigious  !  [Afidc. 

La.  Town.  Thefe  now,  my  lord,  are  fome  few  of 
the  many  modifh  amufements  that  diftinguifli  the  pri- 
vilege of  a  wife  from  that  of  a  fingle  woman. 

L.  Town..  Death  !  madam,  what  law  has  made 
thefe  liberties  lefs  fcandalous  in  a  wife,  than  an  un- 
married woman  ? 

La.  Town.  Why  the  ftrongeft  law  in  the  world,  cuf- 

ton> cuAomtime  out  of  mind,  my  lord. 

A  4  L.  Town* 
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L.  Tc,-icn.  Cuitom,  madam,  is  the  law  of  fools  • 
but  it  (hall  never  govern  me. 

La.  To-ivn.  Nay  then,  my  lord,  'tis  time  for  me  to 
obferve  the  laws  of  prudence. 

L.  Town.  Iwifh  I  could  fee  an  inftance  of  it. 

La,  Town.  You  fhall  have  one  this  moment,  my 
lord  :  for  I  think,  when  a  man  begins  to  lofe  his  tem- 
per at  home,  if  a  woman  has  any  prudence,  why 

fhe'll  go  abroad  'till  he  comes  to  hinifelf  again . 

[Going. 

L.  Tew:.  Hold,  madam 1  am  amaa'd  you 

are  not  more  uneafy  at  the  life  we  lead  !  You  den'c 
want  fenfe,  and  yet  feem  void  of  all  humanity  :  for, 
with  a  blulh  I  fay  it,  I  think  I  have  not  wanted  love. 

La.  Town.  Oh  !  don't  fay  that,  my  lord,  if  you- 
fuppofe  I  have  my  fenfes  ! 

L.  Tc-ivn.  What  is  it  I  have  done  to  you  ?  what  can 
you  complain  of? 

La.  Town.  Oh  !  nothing  in  the  leafl  :  'tis  true, 
you  have  heard  me  fay  1  have,  owed  my'lord  Lurcher 
an  hundred  pounds  thefe  three  weeks — but  what  theu 
a  hufband  is  net  liable  to  his  wife's  debts  of  ho- 
nour, you  know and  if  a  filly  woman  will  be  un- 
eafy about  money  (he  can't  be  fued  for,  what's  that  to 
him  ?  as  long  as  he  loves  her,  to  be  lure  (he  can  have 
nothing  to  complain  of. 

L.  Town.  By  Heav'n,  if  my  whole  fortune  thrown 
into  your  lap,  could  make  you  delight  in  the  chearful 
duties  of  a  wife,  I  Ihould  think  myfelf  a  gainer  by  the 
purchafe. 

La.  Town.  That  is,  my  lord,  I  might  receive  your 
whole  eftate,  provided  you  were  fure  I  would  not 
fpend  a  fhilling  of  it. 

L.  Town.  No,  madam  ;  were  I  matter  of  your 
heart,  your  pleafures would  be  mine  ;  but,  different  as 

they  are,  I'll  feed  even  your  follies,  to  deferveit 

Perhaps  you  may  have  fome  other  trifling  debts  of  ho- 
nour abroad,  that  keep  you  out  of  humour  at  home — 
at  leaft  it  fhall  not  be  my  fault,  if  I  have  not  more  of 
your  company. There,  there's  a  bill  of  five  hun- 
dred— and  now,  madam 

La*  Town.  And  now,  my  lord,  down  to  the  ground 
I  thank  you — —Now  am  I  convinced,  were  I  weafc 

enough 


A  JOURNEY  TO  LONDON.  9 
enough  to  love  this  man,  I  fhould  never  get  a  fingle 
guinea  from  him.  \_AJide. 

L.  Town.  If  it  be  no  offence,  madam — 

La.  Town.  Say  what  you  pleafe,  my  lord  ;  I  am  in 
that  harmony  of  fpirits,  it  is  impoffible  to  put  me  out 
of  humour. 

•  L.  Town.  How  long,  in  reafon  then,  do  you  thinlc 
that  fum  ought  to  laft  you  ? 

La.  Town.  Oh  !  my  dear,  dear  lord  !  now  you  have 
fpoil'd  all  again  !  How  is  it  poffible  I  fhould  anfwer 
for  an  event  that  fo  utterly  depends  upon  fortune  ?  But 
to  fhew  you,  that  I  am  more  inclin'd  to  get  money, 
than  to  throw  it  away — I  have  a  ftrongpofleffion,  that 
with  this  five  hundred  I  fhall  win  five  thoufand. 

L.  Ton.cn.  Madam,  if  you  were  to  win  ten  thoufand, 
it  would  be  no  fatisfaftion  to  me. 

La.  Town.  O  !   the  churl  !  ten  thoufand  !  what ! 

not  fo  much  as  wi(h  I  might  win  ten  thoufand  ! 

Ten  thoufand  !  O  !  the  charming  fum  !  what  infinite 
pretty  things  might  a  woman  of  fpirit  do  with  ten 
thouland  guineas !  O'  my  confcience,  if  fhe  were  a 

woman  of  true  fpirit fhe fhe  might  lofe 

'em  all  again  ! 

L.  Town.  And  I  had  rather  it  mould  be  fo,  ma- 
dam ;  provided  I  could  be  fure  that  were  the  laft  you 
would  lofe. 

La.  Toivn.  Well,  my  lord,  to  let  you  fee  I  defign. 
to  play  all  the  good  houfewife  I  can  ;  I  am  now  going 
to  a  party  at  quadrille,  only  to  piddle  with  a  little  of 
it,  at  poor  two  guineas  a  fifh,  with  the  duchefs  of 
Quiteright.  [Exit  Lady  Towrily. 

L.  To^cn.  Infenfible  creature  !  neither  reproaches 
or  indulgence,  kindnefs  or  feverity,  can  wake  her  to 
the  lealt  refieclion  !  Continual  licence  has  lull'd  her 
into  fuch  a  lethargy  of  care,  that  fhe  fpeaks  of  her 
excefles  with  the  fame  eafy  confidence,  as  if  they 
were  fo  many  virtues.  What  a  turn  has  her  head 
taken  !  — But  how  to  cure  it — I  am  afraid  the  phyfk 
raufl  be  ftrong  that  reaches  her — Lenitives,  I  fee,  nre 
to  no  purpofe  — take  my  friend's  opinion — Manly  will 
{peak  freely— my  filter  with  tendernefs  to  both  fides. 
'I  hey  know  my  cafe — I'll  talk  with  'em. 

A    c  Enttf 
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Sat  ir  a  Sirvant. 

Strv.  Mr,  Manly,  my  lord,  has  Tent  to  know  if 
yotir  lot  dfhip  was  &t  home* 
L.  fewa.  They  did  not  deny  me  / 
8tw*  No,  my  lord. 
L.  fewti,  Very  welt  j  ftep  up  to  my  fi  Aer,  and  fay, 

1  dcfire  to  fpeak  With  her. 

Sifit,  Lady  Grace  is  here,  my  lord.  [Ex.  Strv. 
Mtittr  Lady  Grace. 

L,  Town,  So,  lady  fair>  what  pretty  weapon  have 
you  been  killing  your  time  with  t 

La.  Graet,  A  huge  folio,  that  hai  almoAkill'd  me 
—I  think  I  have  half  read  my  eye*  out. 

L.  Twj/t.  O  t  you  /hould  not  pore  fo  much  juft  af- 
ter  dinner,  child. 

La.  Gratt.  That's  true  }  but  any  body'i  thoughts 
iff  better  than  always  one  '4  own,  you  know. 

L,  fnvii,  Who'i  there  I 

Mnttr  $frva*t. 

Li  aye  word  at  the  door,  1  am  at  home  to  nobody  but 
Mr.  Manly. 

La.  Graee.  And1  why  i§  he  excepted,  pray,  my 
lord  .» 

L,  9W*i  I  hop«,  m*dam,  you  have  no  objcttion 
to  his  company.' 

Ltt.  6r*t<»t  Yenr  pariical&r  orders,  upon  my  being 
heft,  look,  indetd,  at  if  yon  thought  1  had  not, 

L>  {ft*/*.  And  your  IjjdyihijVs  incjuiry  into  the  ren- 
fen  f>f  thofg  orden,  ftiew,  at  leaft,  itwainot  a  m.itti-r 
indifferent  to  you  1 

,  Lo.-'diyoa  make  the  oddeA  conftruftions, 


Leek  you,  tnv  grave  lady  Grace—  in  one 
fi-Huun  word—I  wHh  you  h»d  htm. 

/rt,  OVrtrr.   I  Cttn't  help  that. 

A.  7'ru'»,  Hah  !  you  can't  help  it  I  ha  !  ha  !  The 
Dat  iimplic  ity  of  that  reply  wai  admirable  I 

L«t  Gnu**  Pooh  I  yon  tea%@  one,  brother  ! 

£.  stniv*.  Come,  I  btg  pardon,  child—  thu  U 
»mt  peitit,  I  grant  you,  to  triHc  upon  ;  therefore,  I 
yeu'll  givt  mt  leave  to  b«  ftriou«. 

A  !»      l>'.  rt.»« 
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La.  Grace.  If  you  define  it,  brother;  though,  upon 
my  word,  as  to  Mr.  Manly's  having  any  ferious 
thoughts  of  me 1  know  nothing  of  it. 

L.  Tonvn.    Well there's   nothing  wrong   in 

your  making  a  doubt  of  it But  in  fhort,  1  find,  by 

his  converfation  of  late,  he  has  been  looking  round 
the  world  for  a  wife  ;  and,  if  you  were  to  look  round 
the  world  for  a  hufband,  he's  the  firft  man  I  would 
give  to  you. 

La.  Grace.  Then,  whenever  he  makes  me  any  of- 
fer, brother,  I  will  certainly  tell  you  of  it. 

L.  Town.  O  !  that's  the  laft  thing  he'll  do  ;  he'll 
never  make  you  an  offer,  'till  he's  pretty  fure  it  won't 
be  refus'd. 

La.  Grace.  Now  you  make  me  curious.  Pray  !  did 
he  ever  make  any  offer  of  that  kind  to  you  ? 

L.  Town.  Not  directly;  but  that  imports  nothing: 
he  is  a  man  too  well  acquainted  with  the  female 
world,  to  be  brought  into  "a  high  opinion  of  any  one 
woman,  without  iome  well-examin'd  proof  of  her 
merit  ;  yet  I  have  reafon  to  believe,  that  your  good 
fehfe,  your  turn  of  mind,  and  your  way  of  life,  have 
brought  him  to  fo  favourable  a  one  of  you,  that  a  few 
days  will  reduce  him  to  talk  plainly  to  me;  which  as 
yet,  (notwithstanding  our  friendihip)  I  have  neither 
declin'd  nor  encourag'd  him  to. 

La.  Grace.  I  am  mighty  glad  we  are  fo  near  in  our 
way  of  thinking :  for  to  tell  you  the  truth,  he  is 
much  upon  the  fame  terms  with  me  :  you  know  he 
ha-  a  fatyrical  turn  ;  but  never  lames  any  folly,  with- 
out giving  due  encomiums  to  its  oppofite  virtue  :  and 
upon  fuch  occasions,  he  is  fometimes  particular,  in 
turning  his  compliments  upon  me,  which  I  don't  re- 
ceive with  any  referve,  left  he  mould  imagine  I  take 
them  to  myfeif. 

L.  Town.  You  are  right,  child  :  when  a  man  of 
merit  makes  his  addrefles,  good  fenfe  may  give  him 
an  anfwer,  without  fcorn  or  coquetry. 

La.  Grace.   Halh  !    he's  here - 

Enter  Mr.  Manly. 

Man.  My  lord  !  your  moft  obedient. 

L.  To-ivn.  Dear  Manly  !  yours— 1  was  thinking  to 
fend  to  you. 

A  6  Man. 
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Man.  Then  I  am  glad  I  am  here,  my  lord Lady 

Grace,  I  kifs  your  hands  ! What !  only  you  two-? 

how  many  vifits  may  a  man  make,  before  he  falls  in- 
to fuch  unfashionable  company  ?  A  brother  and  filler 
foberly  fitting  at  home,  when  the  whole  town  is  a 
gadding !  I  queftion  if  there  is  fo  particular  a  tete-a- 
tete  again,  in  the  whole  parifh  of  St.  James's  ! 

La.  Grace.  Fy !  fy  !  Mr.  Manly  ;  how  cenforious 
you  are. 

Man.  I  had  not  made  the  reflection,    madam,  but 

that  I  faw  you  an  exception  to  it Where's  my 

lady  ? 

L.  Tonvu.  That  I  believe  is  impoffible  to  guefs. 

-Man.  Then  I  won't  try,  my  lord  — 
I     L.  Town.  But  'tis  probable  I  may  hear  of  her  by 
that  time  I  have  been  four  or  five  hours  in  bed. 

Man.  Now  if  that  were  my  cafe,  I  believe  I  fhould 
•—But  I  beg  pardon,  my  lord. 

L.  Tonun.  Indeed,  fir,  you  fhall  not  :  you  will  ob- 
lige me  if  you  fpeak  out,  for  it  was  upon  this  head  I 
wanted  to  fee  you. 

Man.  Why  then,   my  lord,  fince  you  oblige  me  to 

proceed If  that  were  my  cafe 1  believe  I  fhould 

certainly  fleep  in  another  houfe. 

La.  Grace.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Man.  Only  a  compliment,  madam. 

La^-Grace.  A  compliment  ! 

Man.  Yes,  madam,  in  rather  turning  myfelf  out  of 
doors  than  her. 

-  La.  Grace.  Don't  you  think  that  would  be  going 
too  far  ? 

Man.  I  don't  know  but  it  might,  madam  ;  for,  in 
ftrift  juftice,  I  think,  fhe  ought  rather  to  go  than  I. 

La.  Grace.  This  is  new  do&rine,  Mr.  Manly. 

Man.  As  old,  madam,  as  Loire,  Honour,  and  Obey  ! 
When  a  woman  will  flop  at  nothing  that's  wrong, 
\vhy  fhould  a  man  balance  any  thing  that's  right  ? 

La.  Grace.  Blefsme!  but  this  is  fomenting  things— 

Man.  Fomentations,  madam,  are  fometlmes  ne- 
cefTary  to  difpel  tumours  :  tho'  I  don't  diieclly  advife 

my  lord^to  do  this This  is  only  what,   upon   the 

fame  provocation,  I  v\ould  do  myfelf. 

La.  Grace. 
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La.  Grace.  Ay  !  ay  !  you  would  do  !  Bachelors' 
wives,  indeed,  are  finely  govern'd. 

Man.  If  the  married  men's  were  a$  well 1  am 

apt  to   think  we  mould    not   fee   fo  many  mutual 
plagues  taking  the  air  in  feparate  coaches  ! 

La.  Grace.  Well  !  but  fuppofe  it  your  own  cafe ; 
would  you  part  with  a  wife,  becaufe  fhe  now  and 
then  ftays  out  in  the  beft  company  ? 

L.  Town.  Well  faid,  Lady  Grace  !  come,  ftand  up 
for  the  privilege  of  your  fex !  This  is  like  to  be  a 
warm  debate  1  I  mall  edify. 

Man.  Madam,  I  think  a  wife,  after  midnight,  has 
no  occafion  to  be  in  better  company  than  her  huf- 
band's  ;  and  that  frequent  unfeafonable  hours  make 

the  beft  company the  worft  company  me  can  fall 

into. 

La.  Grace.  But,  if  people  of  condition  are  to  keep 
company -with  one  another;  how  is  it  poffible  to  be 
done,  unlefs  one  conforms  to  their  hours  ? 

Man.  I  can't  find  that  any  woman's  good  breeding 
obliges  her  to  conform  to  other  people's  vices. 

L.  Town.  I  doubt,  child,  here  we  are  got  a  little 
on  the  wrong  fide  of  the  queftion. 

La.  Grace.  Why  fo,  my  lord  r  I  can't  think  the 
cafe  fo  bad  as  Mr.  Manly  dates  it — People  of  quality 
are  not  tied  down  to  the  rules  of  thofe  who  have  their 
fortunes  to  make. 

Man.  No  people,  madam,  are  above  being  tied 
down  to  fome  rules,  that  have  fortunes  to  lofe. 

La.  Grace.  Pooh!  I'm  fure,  if  you  were  to  take  my 
fide  of  the  argument,  you  would  be  able  to  fay 
fomething  more  for  it. 

L.  Town.  Well  !  what  fay  you  to  that,  Manly? 

Man.  Why  'troth,  my  lord!  I  have  fomething  to 
fay. 

La.  Grace.  Ay  !  that  I  mould  be  glad  to  hear 
now  ! 

L.  Town.  Out  with  it ! 

Man.  Then,  in  one  word,  this,  my  lord — I  have 
often  thought  that  the  mifconducl  of  my  lady  has,  in 
a  great  meafure,  been  owing  to  your  lordfhip's  treat- 
ment of  her. 

La.  Grace.  Blefs  me  ! 

L. 
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L.  Town,  My  treatment  ! 

Man.  Ay,  my  lord;  you  fo  idoliz'd  her  before  mar- 
riage,  that  you  even  indulg'd  her,  like  a  miftrefs, 
after  it:  in  fhort,  you  continu'd  the  lover,  when  you 
fhould  have  taken  up  the  husband. 

La.  Grace.  O  frightful  !  this  is  worfe  than  t'other  ! 
can  a  hufband  love  a  wife  too  well  ? 

Man.  As  eafily,  madam,  as  a  wife  may  love  her 
hufband  too  little. 

L.  Tonvn.  So  !  you  two  are  never  like  to  agree,  I 
find. 

La.  Grate.  Don:  bepofitive,  brother  ;—  I  am  afraid 
we  are  both  of  a  mind  already.  \_AJidt.  ~\  And  do  you, 
at  this  rate,  ever  hope  to  be  married,  Mr.  Manly  ? 

Man.  Never,  madam,  'till  I  can  meet  with  a  wo- 
man that  likes  my  doctrine. 

La.  Grace.  'Tis  pity  but  your  miftrefs  fhould  hear  it. 

Man.  Pity  me,  madam,  when  I  marry  the  woman 
that  won't  hear  it. 

La.  Grace.  I  think,  at  lead,  he  can't  fay  that's  me. 


Man.  And  fo,  my  lord,  by  giving  her  more  power 
than  was  needful,  fhe  has  none  where  fhe  wants  it  ; 
having  fuch  entire  pofleffion  of  you,  fhe  is  not  miitrels 
ofherleif!  And,  mercy  on  us!  how  many  fine  wo- 
men's heads  have  been  turn'd  upon  the  fameoccafion  I 

L.Tonun.  O  Manly!  'tis  too  true!  there's  the 
fource  of  my  difquiet  !  fhe  knows,  and  has  abus'd  her 
power  !  Nay,  I  am  ftill  fo  weak  (with  fhame  I  fpeak 
it)  'tis  not  an  hour  ago  that,  in  the  midit  of  my  im- 
patience -  1  gave  her  another  bill  for  five  hundred, 
to  throw  away. 

Man.  Well  —  my  lord  !  to  let  you  fee  I  am  fome- 
times  upon  the  fide  of  good-nature,  I  won't  abfolutely 
blame  you;  for,  the  greater  your  indulgence,  the 
more  you  have  to  reproach  her  with. 

La  Grc.ce.  Ay,  Mr.  Manly  !  here  now  I  begin  to 
come  in  with  you  :  who  knows,  my  lord,  you  may 
have  a  good  account  of  your  kindnefs  ! 

Man.  That,  I  am  afraid,  we  had  beft  not  depend 
upon  :  but  fince  you  have  had  fo  much  patience,  my 
lord,  even  go  on  with  it  a  day  or  two  more  !  and  up- 
on her  ladyfhip's  next  fally,  be  a  little  rounder  in  your 

expoilulation  ; 
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expoftulation  ;  if  that  don't  work drop  her 

fome  cool  hints  of  a  determin'd  reformation,  and 
leave  her  — to  breakfaft  upon  'em. 

L.  Town.  You  are  perfectly  right !  how  valuable  is 
a  friend,  in  our  anxiety  ! 

Man.  Therefore  to  divert  that,  my  lord,  I  beg,  for 
the  prefent,  we  may  call  another  caufe. 

La.  Grace.  Ay!  for  goodnefsfake,  let's  have  done 
with  this. 

L.  Town.  With  all  my  heart. 

La,  Grace.  Have  you  no  news  abroad,  Mr.  Manly  ? 

Man.  A  propos —I  have  fome,  madam;  and, 

I  believe,  my  lord,  as  extraordinary  in  its  kind 

X.  Town.  Pray,  let's  have  it. 

Man.  Do  you  know,  that  your  country  neighbour, 
and  my  wife  kinfman,  Sir  Francis  Wronghead,  is 
coming  to  town  with  his  whole  family. 

L.  Town.  The  fool !  what  can  be  his  bufinefs  here  ? 

Man.  Oh !  of  the  laft  importance,  I'll  aflure  you 
••  ' — No  lefs  than  the  bufinefs  of  the  nation. 

L.  Town.  Explain  ! 

Man.  He  has  carried  his  election  •  againft  Sir 
John  Worthland, 

L,  Town.  The  deuce!  what!  for for— — — — 

Man.  The  famous  borough  of  Guzz/edown  ! 

L.  Town.  A  proper  reprefentative,  indeed. 

La.  Grace.  Pray,  Mr.  Manly,  don't  I  know  him  ? 

Man.  You  have  din'd  with  him,  madam,  when  I 
was  lalt  down  with  my  lord,  at  Bellmont. 

La.  Grace,  Was  not  that  he  that  got  a  little  merry 
before  dinner,  and  overfet  the  tea-table,  in  making 
his  compliments  to  my  lady? 

Man.  The  fame. 

La,  Grace.  Pray  what  are  his  circumflances  ?  I 
know  but  very  little  of  him. 

Max.  Then  he  is  worth  your  knowing,  I  can  tell 
vou,  madam.  His  eftate,  if  clear,  1  believe,  might 
be  a  good  two  thoufand  pounds  a-year  :  though,  as  it 
was  left  him  faddled  with  two  jointures,  and  two 
weighty  mortgages  upon  it,  there  is  no  faying  what 
it  u— —But  that  he  might  be  fure  never  to  mend  it, 
he  married  a  profufe,  young  huffy,  for  love,  without 
ever  a  penny  of  money  !  Thus  having,  like  his  brave 

ancelton, 
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anceftors,  provided  heirs  for  the  family  (for  his  dove 
breeds  like  a  tame  pigeon)  he  now  finds  children  and 
intereft-money  make  fuch  a  bawling  about  his  ears, 
that,  at  laft,  he  has  taken  the  friendly  advice  of  his 
kinfman,  the  good  lord  Danglecourt,  to  run  his  eftate 
two  thoufand  pounds  more  in  debt,  to  put  the  whole 
management  of  what's  left  into  Paul  Pillage's  hands, 
that  he  may  beat  leifure  himfelf  to  retrieve  his  affairs, 
by  being  a  parliament-man. 

L.  Town.  A  mod  admirable  fcheme,  indeed  ! 

Man.  And  with  this  politic  profpecl,  he's  now  up- 
on his  journey  to  London 

L.  Town.  What  can  it  end  in  ? 

Man.  Pooh!  a  journey  into  the  country  again. 

L.  Town.  Do  you  think  he'll  ftir,  'till  his  money's 
gone  ?  or  at  leail,  'till  the  feffion's  over  ? 

Man.  If  my  intelligence  is  right,  my  lord,  he 
won't  fit  long  enough  to  give  his  vote  for  a  turnpike. 

L.  Town.  How  fo? 

Man.  O  !  a  bitter  bufmefs  !  he  had  fcarce  a  vote, 
in  the  whole  town,  befide  the  returning  officer  :  Sir 
John  will  certainly  have  it  heard  at  the  bar  of  the 
houfe,  and  fend  him  about  his  bufmefs  again. 

L.  Town.  Then  he  has  made  a  fine  bufmefs  of  it 
indeed ! 

Man.  Which,  as  far  as  my  little  intereft  will  go, 
fhall  be  done,  in  as  few  days  as  poffible. 

La.  Grace.  But  why  would  you  ruin  the  poor  gen- 
tleman's fortune,  Mr.  Manly  ? 

Man.  No,  madam,  I  would  only  fpoil  his  project, 
to  fave  his  fortune. 

La.  Grace.  How  are  you  concerned  enough  to  do 
either  ? 

Man.  Why 1  have  fome  obligations  to  the 

family,  madam  :  I  enjoy  at  this  time  a  pretty  eltate, 

which  Sir  Francis  was  heir  at  law  to  :  but • 

by  his  being  a  booby ;  the  laft  will  of  an  obftinate 
old  uncle  gave  it  me. 

Enter  a   Servant.    . 

Serv.  [To  Manly.}  Sir,  here's  one  of  your  fervants 
from  your  houfe  defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Man.   Will  you  give  him  leave  to  come  in,  my  lord  ? 

L.  Town.  Sir  •"  —-the  ceremony's  of  your  own 
making.  Enter 
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Enter  Manly's  Servant. 

Man.  Well,  James  !  what's  the  matter  now  ? 

Jam.  Sir,  here's  John  Moody'sjufl  come  to  town; 
he  fays,  Sir  Francis  and  all  the  family  will  be  here  to- 
night, and  is  in  a  great  hurry  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Man.   Where  is  he  ? 

Jam.  At  our  houfe,  fir  :  he  has  been  gaping  and 
flumping  about  the  ftreets,  in  his  dirty  boots,  and 
afking  every  one  he  meets,  if  they  can  tell  him  where 
he  may  have  a. good  lodging  for  a  parliament-man, 
till  he  can  hire  a.  handfome  whole  houfc,  fit  for  all 
his  family,  for  the  winter. 

Man.  I  am  afraid,  my  lord,  I  muft  wait  upon  Mr. 
Moody. 

L.  Town.  Pr'ythee !  let's  have  him  here :  he  will 
divert  us. 

Man.  O,  my  lord,  he's  fiich  a  cub.!  Not  but  he's 
fo  near  common  fenfe,  that  he  pafles  for  a  wit  in  the 
family. 

La.  Grace.  I  beg  of  all  things  we  may  have  him  : 
I  am  in  love  with  nature,  let  her  drefs  be  never  fo 
homely  ! 

Man.  Then  defire  him  to  come  hither,  James. 

{Exit  James. 
.    La.  Grace.  Pray,  what  may  be  Mr.  Moody's  poll  ? 

Man.  Oh  !  his  maltre  d'hStel,  his  butler,  his  bai- 

liiF,  his   hind,  his  huntfman;  and  fometimes • 

his  companion. 

L.  Toivn.  It  runs  in  my  head,  that  the  moment 
this  knight  has  fet  him  down,  in  the  houfe,  he  will 
get  up,  to  give  them  the  earlielt  proof  of  what  im- 
portance he  is  to  the  public,  in  his  own  county. 

Man.  Yes,  and  when  they  have  heard  him,  he 
will  find,  that  his  utmoft  importance  Hands  valued  at 
• fometimes  being  invited  to  dinner. 

La.  Grace.  And  her  ladyfhip,  I  fuppofe,  will  make 
as  conf:derable  a  figure,  in  her  fphere  too. 

Man.  That  you  may  depend  upon  :  for  (if  I  don't 
miilake)  fhe  has  ten  times  more  of  the  jade  in  her 
than  fhe  yet  knows  of:  and  fhe  will  fo  improve  in 
this  rich  foil,  in  a  month,  that  fhe  will  vifit  all  the 
ladies  that  will  let  her  into  their  houfes  :  and  run  in 
debt  to  all  the  mop-keepers  that  will  let  her  into  their 

books : 
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books  :    in    fhort,  before  her  important   fpoufe  has 
made  five  pounds,  by  his  eloquence  at  Weftminfter, 
ihe  will  have  loft  five  hundred  at  dice  and  quadrille, 
in  the  parifh  of  St.  James's. 

L.  9Vic«.  So  that,  by  that  time  he  is  declared  un- 
duly elected,  a  fwarm  of  duns  will  be  ready  for  their 
money ;  and  his  worfhip  will  be  ready  for  a  gaol. 

Man.  Yes,  yes,  that  I  reckon  will  clofe  the  account 

of  this  hopeful  journey  to  London But  fee, 

here  comes  the  fore-horfe  of  the  team  ! 
Enter  John  Moody. 

Oh  !  honefl  John  ! 

J.  Mood.  Ad's  waunds,  and  heart !  meafter  Manly  ! 
I'm  glad  I  ha'  fun  ye.  Lawd  !  lawd  !  give  me  a 
bufs  !  Why  that's  friendly  naw  !  flefh  !  I  thought  we 
fhould  never  ha'  got  hither  !  Well !  and  how  d'ye  do 

matter  ? Good  lack  !    I    beg  pardon   for  my 

bawldnefs 1  did  not  fee  'at  his  honour  was  here. 

L.  Town.  Mr.  Moody,  your  fervant :  I  am  glad  to 
fee  you  in  London.  I  hope  all  the  good  family  is 
well. 

J.  Mood.  Thanks  be  prais'd,  your  honour,  they 
are  all  in  pretty  good  heart  ;  thof'  we  have  had  a 
power  of  croffes  upo'  th'road. 

La.  Grace.  I  hope  my  lady  has  had  no  hurt,  Mr. 
Moody. 

y.  Mood.  Noa,  and  pleafe  your  ladymip,  Ihe  was 
never  in  better  humour :  there's  money  enough  itir- 
ring  now. 

Man.  What  has  been  the  matter,  John  ? 

J.  Mood.  Why,  we  came  up,  in  fuch  a  hurry,  you 
mun  think,  that  our  tackle  was  not  fo  tight  as  it 
fhould  be. 

Man.  Come,  tell  us  all— Pray  how  do  they 

travel ? 

J.  Mood.  Why,  i'th'  owld  coach,  meafter :  and 
'caufe  my  lady  loves  to  do  things  handfome,  to  be 
fure,  me  would  have  a  couple  of  cart-horfes  clapt  to 
th'  four  owld  geldings,  that  neighbours  might  fee  fhe 
went  up  to  London  in  her  coach-and-fix  !  And  fo 
Giles  Joulter,  the  plowman,  rides  poftilion  ! 

Man.  Very  well !  The  journey  lets  out  as  it  mould 

do. 
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do.  [Afidt.~\  What,  do  they  bring  all  the  children 
with  them  too  ? 

J.  Mood.  Noa,  noa,  only  the  younk  fquoire,  and 
mils  Jenny.  The  other  foive  are  all  out  at  board,  at 
half  a  crown  a  head  a  week,  with  Joan  Growfe,  at 
Smoak-Dunghill  farm. 

Man.  Good  again  !  a  right  Englifh  academy  for 
younger  children  ! 

y.  Mood.   Anon,   fir!  [Not  undemanding  him. 

La.  Grace.  Poor  fouls  !  What  will  become  of"  'em  ? 

y.  Mood.  Nay,  nay,  for  that  matter,  madam,  they 
are  in  very  good  hands  :  Joan  loves  'urn,  an  as  thof ' 
they  were  all  her  own  :  for  me  was  wet-nurfe  to 

every  mother's  babe  of  'um Ay,  ay,  they'll  ne'er 

want  for  a  belly-full  there  ! 

'  La.  Grace!  What  fimplicity  ! 

'  Man.  The  Lud  'a  mercy  upon  all  good  folks ! 
•  What  work  will  thefe  people  make  ! 

'   [Holding  up  bis  hands.' 

L.Town.  And  when  do  you  expect  them  here,  John  ? 

y.  Mood.  Why,  we  were  in  hopes  to  ha'  come  yef- 
terday,  an'  it  had  no'  been,  that  th'  o\vld  wheaze- 
belly  horfe  tir'd :  and  then  we  were  fo  cruelly  loaden, 
that  the  two  fore-wheels  came  crafh  !  down  at  once, 
in  Waggon-Rut  Lane,  and  there  we  loft  four  hours 
'afore  we  could  fet  things  to  rights  again. 

Man.  So  they  bring  all  their  baggage  with  the 
coach  then  ? 

y.  Mood.  Ay,  ay,  and  good  ftore  on't  there  is 

Why,  my  lady's  geer  alone  were  as  much  as  fill'd  four 
portmantel  trunks,  befide  the  great  deal  box,  that 
heavy  Ralph  and  the  monkey  fit  upon  behind. 

L.  Town.  La.  Grace,  and  Man.   Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

La.  Grace.  Well,  Mr.  Moody,  and  pray  how  ma- 
ny are  they  within  the  coach  ? 

y.  Mood.  Why,  there's  my  lady,  and  his  worfhip  ; 
and  the  younk  fquoire,  and  mifs  Jenny,  and  the  fat 
lap-dog,  and  my  lady's  maid,  Mrs.  Handy,  and  Doll 

Tripe  the  cook,  that's  all Only  Doll  puked  a 

little  with  riding  backwards,  fo  they  hoiiled  her  into 
the  coach-box and  then  her  flomach  was  eafy. 

La.  Grace.  Oh  !  I  fee  'era !  I  fee  'em  go  by  me. 
Ah  !  ha  !  [Laughing. 

7    " 
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J.  Mood.  Then  you  mun  think,  meafter,  there  was 
fome  itowage  for  th'  belly,  as  well  as  th'  back  too : 
childer  are  apt  to  be  famiflit  upo'  th'  road  ;  fo  we 
had  fuch  cargoes  of  plumb-cake,  and  bafltets  of 
tongues,  and  bifcuits,  and  cheefe,  and  cold  boil'd 

beef And  then,     in    cafe   of  ficknefs, 

bottles  of  cherry-brandy,  plague-water,  fack,  tent, 
and  ftrong  beer  fo  plenty  as  made  th'  ovvld  coach 
crack  again !  Mercy  upon  them  !  and  fend  'em  all 
well  to  town,  I  fay. 

Man.  Ay  !  And  well  out  on't  again,  John. 

J.  Mood.    Ods-bud  !  meafter,  you're  a  wife  mon  ; 

and  for  that  matter,  fo  am  I Whoam's,  whoam, 

I  fay  :  I'm  fure  we  ha'  got  but  little  good,  e'er 
fin'  we  turn'd  our  backs  on't.  Nothing  but  mifchief  ! 
Some  devil's  trick  or  other  plagued  us,  awth'  dey 
lung  !  Crack  !  goes  one  thing  :  Bawnce  !  goes  ano- 
ther. Woa  !  fays  Roger Then  fowfe  !  we  are  all 

fet  faft  in  a  flough.  Whaw  !  cries  mifs  !  fcream  go 
the  maids  !  and  bawl,  juil  an  an'  thoP  they  were 
ftuck  !  And  fo  mercy  on  us  !  this  was  the  trade 
from  morning  to  night.  But  my  lady  was  in  fuch 
murrain  haile  to  be  here,  that  fet  cut  flie  would,  thof' 
I  tould  her,  it  was  Childermafs  Day. 

Man.  Thefe  ladies,  thefe  ladies,  John 

J.  Mood.  Ah,  meafter !  I  ha'  feen  a  little  of  'em  ; 

and  I  find  that  the  bell when  fhe's  mended, 

won't  ha'  much  goodnefs  to  fpare. 

L.  Town.  Well  faid,  John.   Ha!  ha! 

Man.  I  hope,  at  leaft,  you  and  your  good  woman 
agree  ftill. 

J.  Mood.  Ay  !  ay  !  much  of  a  muchnefs.  Bridget 
flicks  to  me  :  tho'  as  for  her  goodnefs  — — — —  why 

flie  was  willing  to  come  to  London  too Buthawld 

a  bit !  No,  noa,  fays  I,  there  may  be  mifchief  enough 
done,  without  you. 

Man.  Why  that  was  bravely  fpoken,  John,  and  like 
a  man. 

J.  Mood.  Ah,  weaft  heart !  were  meafter  but  hawf 

the  mon  that  I  am Ods  wookers  !  thof  he'll 

fpeak  Itawtly  too  fometimes but  then  he  conno' 

Jiawld  it— ——no  !  he  conno'  hawld  it. 

L.  Town. 
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/,.  To-iun.  La.  Grace,  and  Man.    Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

y.  Mood.  Ods  flefh !   But  I  mun  hye  me  whoam  ! 

th'   coach  will  be  coming  every  hour  naw but 

meafter  charg'd  me  to  find  your  wormip  out ;  for  he 
has  hugey  bufmefs  with  you  ;  and  will  certainly  wait 
upon  you,  by  that  time  he  can  put  on  a  clean  neck- 
cloth. 

Man.  O  John  !   I'll  wait  upon  him. 

J.  Mood.  Why  you  wonno'  be  fo  kind,  wull  ye  ? 

Man.  If  you'll  tell  me  where  you  lodge. 

y.  Mood.  Juft  i'th'  ftreet  next  to  where  your  wor- 

fhip  dwells,  the  fign  of  the  Golden  Ball It's 

gold  all  over  ;  where  they  fell  ribbands,  and  flappits, 
and  other  fort  of  geer  for  gentlewomen. 

Man.   A  milliner's  f 

J.  Mood.  Ay,  ay,  one  Mrs.  Motherly  :  Waunds ! 
flie  has  a  couple  of  clever  girls  there  a  ftitching  i'th' 
fore  room. 

Man.  Yes,  yes,  fhe  is  a  woman  of  good  bufinefs, 
no  doubt  on't  — —  Who  recommended  that  houfe  to 
you,  John  ? 

J.  Mood.  The  greatefl  good  fortune  in  the  world, 
fure  ?  For  as  I  was  gaping  about  ftreets,  who  fhould 
look  out  of  the  window  there,  but  the  fine  gentle- 
man, that  was  always  riding  by  our  coach  fide,  at  York 
races Count Count  BafTet ;  ay,  that's  he. 

Man.  Baffet  ?  Oh,  I  remember  ?  1  know  him  by 
fight. 

J.  Mood.  Well !  to  be  fure,  as  civil  a  gentleman, 
to  lee  to  

Man.  As  any  fharper  in  town.  [AJide. 

J.  Mood.  At  York,  he  ufed  to  breakfaft  with  my 
lady  every  morning. 

Man.  Yes,  yes,  and  I  fuppofe  her  ladyfhip  will  re- 
turn his  compliment  here  in  town.  \_ARde. 

J.  Mood.  Well,  meafter 

L.  Town.  My  fervice  to  Sir  Francis,  and  my  lady, 
John. 

La.  Grace.    And  mine,  pray,  Mr.  Moody. 

J.  Mood.  Ah,  your  honors  ;  they'll  be  proud  on't, 
I  dare  fay. 

Man.  I'll  bring  my  compliments  myfelf :  So,  ho- 

Heft  John 

J.  Mood. 
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J.  Mood.  Dear  meafter  Monly !  the  goodnefs  of 
goodnefs  bleis  and  preferve  you.  [Exit  J.  Moody. 

L.  Town.  What  a  natural  creature  'tis  ! 

La.  Grace.  Well  !  I  can't  but  think  John,  in  a  wet 
afternoon  in  the  country,  muft  be  very  good  company. 

L.  Town.  O  !  the  tramontane  !  If  this  were  known 
at  half  the  quadrille-tables  in  town,  they  wou'd 
lay  down  their  cards  to  laugh  at  you. 

La.  Grace.  And  the  minute  they  took  them  up  again 

they  would  do  the  fame  at  the  lofers But  to 

Jet  you  fee,  that  I  think  good  company  may  fome- 
times  want  cards,  to  keep  them  together,  What  think 
you,  if  we  three  fat  foberly  down,  to  kill  an  hour  at 
ombre  ? 

Man.  I  (hall  be  too  hard  for  you,  madam. 

La.  Grace.  No  matter !  I  mail  have  as  much  ad- 
vantage of  my  lord,  as  you  have  of  me. 

L.  To-iun.  Say  you  fo,  madam  ?  Have  at  you  then  ! 
Here  !  Get  the  ombre-table,  and  cards. 

[Ex.  L.  Town. 

La.  Grace.  Come,  Mr.   Manly 1   know  you 

don't  forgive  me  now  ? 

Man.  I  don't  know  whether  I  ought  to  forgive  your 
thinking  fo,  madam  :  Where  do  you  imagine  I  could 
pafs  my  time  fo  agreeably  ? 

La.  Grace.  I'm  forry  my  Lord  is   not  here  to  take 

his  ihare  of   the  compliment But    he'll    wonder 

what's  become  of  us  ! 

Man.  I'll  follow  in  a  moment,   madam [Exit 

La.  Grace.] — It  muft  be  fo She  fees, I  love  her 

Yet  with  what  unoffending  decency  me  avoids  an 
explanation  !  How  amiable  is  every  hour  of  her  con- 
dud  !  What  a  vile  opinion  have  I  had  of  the  whole 
fex  for  thefe  ten  years  part,  which  this  fenfible  crea- 
ture has  recover'd  in  lefs  than  one  !  Such  a  com- 
panion, fure,  might  compenfate  all  the  irkfome  dif- 
appointments,  that  pride,  folly,  and  falfliood  ever 
gave  me  ! 

Could  women  regulate,  like  her,  their  lives, 

What  Halcyon  days  were  in  the  gift  of  wives  ! 

Vain  rovers,  then,  might  envy,  what  they  hate  j 

And  only  fools  would  mock  the  married  llate. 

[Exit. 
8  ACT. 
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ACT  If.     SCENE  Mrs.  Motherly's  Hou/e. 

Enter  Count  Baflet  and  Mrs.  Motherly. 
C.  Baf.  T  Tell  you  there  is  not  fuch  a  family  in 
J_  England,  for  you  !  Do  you  think 
I  would  have  gone  out  of  your  lodgings  for  any 
body,  that  was  not  fure  to  make  you  eafy  for  the 
winter  ? 

Moth.  Nay,  I  fee  nothing  againft  it,  Sir,  but  the 
gentleman's  being  a  parliament-man  ;  and  when 
people  may,  as  it  were,  think  one  impertinent,  or 
be  oat  of  humour,  you  know,  when  a  body  comes  to 
aflc  for  one's  own- 

C.  Baf.  Pfhah  !    Pr'ythee   never  trouble   thy  head 

His  pay  is  as  good  as  the  Bank  ! — Why  he  has 

above  two  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

Moth.  Alas-a-day  !  that's  nothing  :  your  people  of 
ten  thoufand  a  year  have  ten  thoufand  things  to  do 
with  it. 

C.  Baf.  Nay,  if  you  are  afraid  of  being  out  of 
your  money;  what  do  you  think  of  going  a  little 
with  me,  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Moth.  As  how  ? 

C.  Baf.  Why  I  have  a  game  in  my  hand,  in 
uhich  if  you'll  croup  me,  that  is,  help  me  to  play 
it,  you  lhall  go  five  hundred  to  nothing. 

Moth.  Say  you  fo  ? — Why  then,  I  go,  Sir — and 
now  pray  let's  fee  your  game. 

C.  Baf.  Look  you,  in  one  word,  my  cards  lie 
thus— When  I  was  down  this  fummer  at  York,  I 
happened  to  lodge  in  the  fame  houfe  with  this 
Knight's  lady,  that's  now  coming  to  lodge  with  you. 

Moth.  Did  you  fo,  Sir  ? 

C.  Baf.  And  fometimes  had  the  honour  to  break- 
fait,  and  pafs  an  idle  hour  with  her— r — 

Moth.  Very  good ;  and  here  I  fuppofe  you  would 
have  the  impudence  to  fup,  and  be  bufy  with  her. 

C.  Baf.  Pihah  !   pr'ythee  hear  me  ! 

Moth.  Is  this  your  game  ?  I  would  not  give  fix- 
pence  for  it  !  What,  you  have  a  paflion  for  her  pin- 
money — no,  no,  country  ladies  are  not  fo  flufh  of 
it ! 

C.  Baf. 
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C.  Baf.  Nay  !  if  you  won't  have  patience 

Moth.  One  had  need  to  have  a  good  deal,  I  am 
Cure,  to  hear  you  talk  at  this  rate  !  Is  this  your  way 
of  making  my  poor  niece  Myrtilla  eafy  ? 

C.  Baf.  Death  !  1  fhall  do  it  ftill,  if  the  woman 
will  but  let  me  fpeak 

Moth.  Had  not  you  a  letter  from  her  this  morning  ? 

C.  Baf.  I  have  it  here  in  my  pocket — this  is  it. 

[Shews  it,  and  puts  it  up  again. 

Moth.  Ay,  but  I  don't  find  you  have  made  any 
anfwer  to  it. 

C.  Baf.  How  the  devil  can  I,  if  you  won't  hear  me? 

Moth.  What !  hear  you  talk  of  another  woman  ? 

C.  Baf.  O  lud  !  O  lud !  I  tell  you,  I'll  make  her 
fortune — 'Ounds !  I'll  marry  her. 

Moth.  A  likely  matter  !  if  you  would  not  do  it 
when  flic  was  a  maid,  your  flomach  is  not  fo  iharp 
fet  now,.  I  prefume. 

C.  Baf.  Hey  day  !  why  your  head  begins  to  turn, 
my  dear  !  The  devil !  you  did  not  think  I  propos'd 
to  marry  her  myfelf ! 

Moth.  If  you  don't,  who  the  devil  do  you  think 
will  marry  her  ? 

C.  Baf.  Why,  a  fool 

Moth.  Humh  !  there  may  be  fenfe  in  that 

C.  Baf.  Very  good— One  for  t'other  then  ;  if  I 
can  help  her  to  a  hufband,  why  mould  not  you  come 
into  my  fcheme  of  helping  me  to  a  wife  ? 

Moth,  Your  pardon,  Sir!  ay!  ay!  in  an  honourable 

affair,    you  know,     you  may  command  me but 

pray  where  is  this  blefled  wife  and  hulband  to  be 
had? 

C.  Baf.  Now  have  a  little  patience You 

muft  know  then,  this  country  knight,  and  his  lady, 
bring  up,  in  the  coach  with  them,  their  eldeft  fon, 
and  a  daughter,  to  teach  them  to — warn  their  faces, 
and  turn  their  toes  out. 

Moth.  Good! 

C.  Baf.  The  fon  is  an  unlick'd  whelp,  about  fix- 
teen,  juft  taken  from  fchool  ;  and  begins  to  hanker 
after  every  wench  in  the  family  :  the  daughter,  much 
of  the  fame  age,  a  pert,  forward  huffy,  who,  having 
eight  thoufand  pounds  left  her  by  an  old  doating 

grandmother 
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grandmother,   feems  to  have  a  clevilifh  mind  to  be 
doing,  in  her  way  too. 

Moth.  And  your  defign  is,  to  put  her  into  bufinefs 
for  life  ? 

C.  Baf.  Look  you,  in  fhort,  Mrs.  Motherly,  we 
gentlemen,  svhofe  occafional  chariots  roll  -only  upo* 
the  four  aces,  are  liable  fometimes,  you  know,  to 
have  a  wheel  out  of  order  ;  which,  I  confefs,  is  fo 
much  my  cafe,  at  prefent,  that  my  dapple-greys  are 
reduced  to  a  pair  of  ambling  chair-men  :  now  if, 
with  your  affiflance,  I  can  whip  up  this  young  jade 
into  a  hackney-coach,  I  may  chance,  in  a  day  or  two- 
after,  to  carry  her  in  my  own  chariot,  en  famille,  to 
an  opera.  Now  what  do  you  fay  to  me  ? 

Moth.    Why,    I  mall  not  fleep .for  thinking  of 

it.     But  how  will  you  prevent  the  family's  fmoak- 
ing  your  defign  ? 

C.  Baf.   By  renewing  my  addrefles  to  the  mother. 

Moth.  And  how  will  the  daughter  like  that,  think 
you  ? 

C.  Baf.  Very  well — whilit  it  covers  her  own, 
affair. 

Moth.  That's  true it  muft  do — but,  as  you  fay, 

one   for  t'other  Sir 1  flick   to   that if  you 

don't  do  my  niece's  bufinefs  with  the  fon,  I'll   blow 
you  with  the  daughter,  depei\d  upon't. 

C.  Baf.  It's  a  bet pay  as  we  go,  I  tell  you,  and 

the  five  hundred  mall  be  flak'd  in  a  third  hand. 

Moth.    That's    honeft But   here  comes   my 

niece  !  fhall  we  let  her  into  the  fecret  ? 

C.  Baf.  Time  enough  !  may  be  I  may  touch 
upon  it. 

Enter  Myrtilla. 

Moth.  So  niece,  are  all  the  rooms  done  out,  and 
the  beds  fheeted  ? 

Myr.  Yes,  madam  ;  but  Mr.  Moody  tells  us  the 
lady  always  burns  wax  in  her  own  chamber,  and  we 
have  none  in  the  houfe. 

Moth.  Odfo  !  then  I  muft  beg  your  pardon,  Count; 
this  is  a  bufy  time,  you  know.  [Exit  Mrs.  Motherly. 

C.  Baf.  Myrtilla  !  how  doit  thou  do,  child  ? 

Myr.  As  well  as  a  lofing  gameftcr  can. 

C.  Baf.  Why,  what  have  you  loll  ? 

B  - 
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Myr.  What  I  ftiall  never  recover ;  and  what's 
worfe,  you  that  have  won  it  don't  feem  to  be  much 
die  better  for't. 

C.  Baf.  Why,  child,  doft  thou  ever  fee  any  body 
overjoy'd  for  winning  a  deep  Hake,  fix  months  after 
its  over  ? 

Myr.  Would  I  had  never  play'd  for  it ! 

C.  Baf.  Pfhah  !  hang  thefe  melancholy  thoughts  ! 
we  may  be  friends  ftill. 

Myr.  Dull  ones. 

C.  Baf.  Ufeful  ones,   perhaps fuppofe  I  mould 

help  thee  to  a  good  hufband  ? 

Myr.  \  fuppofe  you'll  think  any  one  good  enough, 
that  will  take  me  off  o*  your  hands. 

C.  Baf.  What  do  you  think  of  the  young  country 
'fquire,  the  heir  of  th«  family  that's  coming  to 
lodge  here  ? 

Myr.  How  fhould  I  know  what  to  think  of  him  ? 

C.  Baf.  Nay,  I  only  give  you  the  hint,  child  ;  it 
may  be  vorth  your  while,  at  lealt,  to  look  about 

you '  Hark  !  what  buftle's  that  without  ?' 

Enter  Mrs.  Motherly,  in  hajte. 

Mctb.  Sir !  Sir  !  the  gentleman's  coach  is  at  the 
door  !  they  are  all  come  ! 

C.  Baf.  What,  already  ? 

Moth.  They  are  jult  getting  out — won't  you  ftep, 
and  lead  in  my  lady  ?  Do  you  be  in  the  way,  niece  I 
1  mult  run  and  receive  them.  [Exit  Mrs.  Motherly. 

C.  Baf.  And  think  of  what  I  told  you.  [Exit  Count. 

Myr.  Ay  !   ay  !  you  have  left  me  enough  to  think 

of,   as  long  as  I  live '  A   faithlefs  fellow!'  I 

am  fure,    I  have   been   true  to  him  j    and   for  thac 
only  reafon,    he  wants  to    be  rid  of   me :      '    But 

while   women  are   weak,     men    will    be    rogues  ! 

And,  for  a  bane  to  both  their  joys  and  ours,   when 

our   vanity  indulges  them,    in  fuch  innocent   fa- 
voqrs    as  make   them  adore  us  ;    we  can  never    be 

well,     'till  we  grant  them  the  very  one,   that  puts 

an  end  to  their  devotion.'  —  But  here  comes  my 
aunt,  and  the  company. 

Mrs.  Motherly  returns,  fbeiving  in  Lady  Wrong- 
head  led  ^yCount  BafTet. 

Moth,    If  your  ladyfliip  pleafes  to  walk  into  this 

parlour, 
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parlour,  madam,  only  for  the  prefent,  'till  your  fw- 
vants  have  got  all  your  things  in. 

La.  Wrong.  Well!  dear  fir,  this  is  fo  infinitely 
obliging— I  proteft  it  gives  me  pain  tho',  to  turn  you. 
out  of  your  lodging  thus  !. 

C.  Baf.  No  trouble  in  the  leaft,  madam  ;  we 
fingle  fellows  are  foon  mov'd :  befides,  Mrs.  Mo- 
therly's  my  old  acquaintance,  and  I  could  not  be  her 
hindrance. 

Moth.  The  Count  is  fo  well  bred,  madam,  I  dare 
fay  he  would  do  a  great  deal  more,  to  accommodate 
your  ladyfliip. 

La.  Wrong.  O  dear  madam  ! — A  good  well-bred 
fort  of  a  woman.  \_Apart  to  the  Count. 

C.  Baf.  O,  madam,  me  is  very  much  among  peo- 
ple of  quality ;  me  is  feldom  without  them  in  her 
houfe. 

La.  Wrong.  Are  there  a  good  many  people  of  qua- 
lity in  this  ftreet,  Mrs.  Motherly? 

Moth.  Now  your  ladyfhip  is  here,  madam,  I 
don't  believe  there  is  a  houfe  without  them. 

La.  Wrong.  I  am  mighty  glad  of  that !  for  really  I 
think  people  of  quality  mould  always  live  among  one 
another. 

C.Baf.  'Tis  what  one  would  chufe,  indeed,  madam. 
La.  Wrong.    Blefs  me  !  but  where  are  the  children 
all  this  while  ? 

Moth.  Sir  Francis,  madam,  I  believe,  is  taking  care 
of  them, 

Sir  Fran,  [within]  John  Moody  !  ftay  you  by  the 
coach,  and  fee  all  our  things  out Come,  chil- 
dren. 

Moth.  Here  they  are,  madam. 
Enter  Sir  Francis,  'Squire  Richard,  aWMifs  Jenny. 

Sir  Fran.  Well,  Count  !  I  mun  fay  it,  this  was 
koynd,  indeed  ! 

C.  Baf.  Sir  Francis !  give  me  leave  to  bid  you 
welcome  to  London. 

Sir  Fran.    Pfhah  !  how  doft  do  mon Waunds, 

I'm  glad  to  fee  thee  !  A  good  fort  of  a  houfe  this  I 
C.  Baf.  Is  not  that  Malter  Richard  ! 
Sir.  Fran.    Ey  !    Ey  !  that's  young  hopeful  • 

why  doft  not  baw,   Dick  ? 

B  2  'Syu.  Rich. 
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'S$u.  Rich.  So  I  do,  feyther. 

C.  Baf.  Sir,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you 1  proteft 

Mrs.  Jane  is  grown  fo,  I  fliould  not  have  known  her. 

Sir  Fran.  Come  forward,  Jenny. 

Jenny.  Sure,  papa,  do  you  think  I  don't  know 
how  to  behave  myfelf  ? 

C.  Baf.  If  I  have  permiffion  to  approach  her,  Sir 
Francis . 

Jenny.  Lord,  fir,   I  am  in  fuch  a  frightful  pickle — 

[Salute. 

C.  Baf.  Every  drefs  that's  proper  muft  become  you, 
madam you  have  been  a  long  journey. 

Jenny.  I  hope  you'll  fee  me  in  better,   to-morrow, 
fir. 
[La.  Wrong.  iL-bifpers  Mrs.  Moth,  pointing  to  Myrt. 

Moth.  Only  a  niece  of  mine,  madam,  that  lives 
with  me ;  fhe  will  be  proud  to  give  your  ladylhip 
any  affiftance,  in  her  power. 

La.  Wrong.   A  pretty  fort  of  a  young  woman 

nny,  you  two  muft  be  acquainted. 

Jenny.  O,  mama  !  J  am  never  ftrange,  in  a  ftrange 
place  !  [Salutes  Myr. 

Myr.  You  do  me  a  great  deal  of  honour,  madam 
Madam,  your  ladyfhip's  welcome  to  Lon- 
don. 

Jtnny.  Mama  !  I  like  her  prodigioufly !  fhe  call'd 
me,  my  ladymip. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Pray,  mother,  maun't  I  be  acquainted 
with  her  too  ' 

La.  Wrong.  You  !  you  clown  !  ftay  'till  you  learn 
a  little  more  breeding  firft. 

Sir  Fran.  Od's-heart  !  my  lady  Wronghead  !  why 
do  you  baulk  the  lad  ?  how  ihould  he  ever  learn 
breeding,  if  he  does  not  put  hiinfelf  forward  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.  Why  ay,  feather,  does  mother  think  'at 
I'd  be  uncivil  to  her  ? 

Myr.  Mailer  has  fo  much  good-humour,  madam, 
he  would  foon  gain  upon  any  body.  [He  kijjes  Myr. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Lo'you  theere  moather :  and  yow  would 
but  be  quiet,  fiie  and  I  ihould  do  well  enough. 

La.  Wrong.  Why  how  now,  firrah  !  Boys  muft  not 
be  fo  familiar. 

'Sfu,  Rifb.  Why/ 'an  I  know  nobody,  haw    the 
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murrain  mun  I  pafs  my  time  here,  in  a  ftrange  place  ? 
Naw  you,  and  I,  and  filter,  foriooth,  fometimes,  in  an 
afternoon,  may  play  at  onc-ar.d-thirty  bone-ace, 
purely. 

Jenny.  Speak  for  yourfelf,  fir !  d'ye  think  I  play 
at  fuch  clownifli  games  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.  Why  and  you  woan't,  yo'  ma'  let  it 
aloane  ;  then  (he,  and  I,  may  hap,  will  have  a  bawt 
at  all-fours,  without  you. 

Sir  Fran.  Noa  !  noa !  Dick,  that  won't  do  nei- 
ther ;  you  mun  learn  to  make  one  at  ombre,  here, 
child. 

Myr.  If  mailer  pleafes,  I'll  fhew  it  him. 

'Sfu.  Rich.  What  !  th'  Humber  !  Hoy-day  !  why. 
does  our  river  run  to  this  tawn,  feyther  r 

Sir  Fran.  Pooh  !  you  filly  tony  !  Ombre  is  a  geani 
at  cards,  that  the  better  fort  of  people  play  three  to- 
gether at. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Nay  the  moare  the  merrier,  I  fay  ;  bet 
filter  is  always  fo  crofs-grain'd 

Jenny.  Lord  !  this  boy  is  enough  to  deaf  people  — 
and  one  has  really  been  ftufPd  up  in  a  coach  fo  long, 

that Pray,  madam could  not  I  get  a  little 

powder  for  my  hair  ? 

Myr.  If  you  pleafe  to  come  along  with  me,  ma- 
dam. [Ex.  Myr.  and  jenny. 

'Squ.  Rich.  What,  has  fitter  ta'en  her  away  naw  ! 
mefs,  I'll  go,  and  have  a  little  game  with  'em. 

[Ex:  after  : 

La.  Wrong.  Well,  Count,  I  hope  you  won't  fo  far 
change  you  lodgings,  but  you  will  come,  and  be  ac 
home  here  fometimes  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Ay,  ay  !  pr'ythee  come  and  take  a  bit  of 
mutton  with  us,  naw  and  tan,  when  thou'ft  nowght 
to  do. 

C.  Baf.  Well,  Sir  Francis,  you  mail  find  I'll  make 
but  very  little  ceremony. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  ay  naw,  that's  hearty  ! 

Moth.  Will  your  ladymip  pleafe  to  refrefh  your- 
felf with  a  di(h  of  tea,  after  your  fatigue?  I  think 
1  have  pretty  good. 

La.  Wrong.  If  you  pleafe,  Mrs.  Motherly;  but  I 
believe  we  had  belt  have  it  above  flairs. 

B  3  Moth. 
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Moth.  Very  well,  madam  :  it  fiiall  be  ready  im- 
irediately.  [Exit  Mrs.  Motherly. 

La.  Wrong.  Won't  you  walk  up,  fir  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Moody  ! 

C.  Baf.  Shan't  we  ftay  for  Sir  Francis,  madam  ! 

La.  Wrong.  Lard  !  don't  mind  him  !  he  will  come, 
if  he  likes  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Ay,  ay,  ne'er  heed  me 1  ha'  things  to 

look  after,  [Ex.  La.  Wrong,  and  Count  Baf. 

Enter  John  Moody. 

y.  Mood.  Did  your  worlhip  want  muh  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Ay,  is  the  coach  clear'd  ?  and  all  our 
things  in  ? 

y.  Mood.  Aw  but  a  few  bandboxes,  and  the  nook 

that's  left  o'th'  goofe  poy But  a  plague  on  him, 

th'  monkey  has  gin  us  the  flip,  I  think  — —  1  fuppofe 
he's  goan  to  fee  his  relations ;  for  here  looks  to  be  a 
power  of  'um  in  this  tawn  .1  but  heavy  Ralph 

is  fkawer'd  after  him. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  let  him  go  to  the  devil !  —  no  mat- 
ter and  the  hawnds  had  had  him  a  month  agoe  — — — 
but  I  wifh  the  coach  and  horfes  were  got  fafe  to  th' 
inn  !  This  is  a  fharp  tawn,  we  mun  look  about  us 
here,  John,  therefore  I  would  have  you  goa  alung 
with  Roger,  and  fee  that  no  body  runs  away  with  them 
before  they  get  to  the  ftable. 

y.  Mood.  Alas-a-day,  fir;  I  believe  our  owld cattle 

woant   yeafily  be  run  away    with    to-night but 

howfomdever,  we'll  ta'  the  beft  care  we  can  of 'um, 
poor  fawls. 

Sir  Fran.  Well,  well ;  make  hafte  then — 

[Moody  goes  out,  and  returns. 

jf.  Mood.  Od's-flefh  !  here's  meafter  Monl/  come  to 
wait  upo'  your  worfliip  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Wheere  is  he  ? 

y.  Mood.  Juft  coming  in,  at  threfhould. 

Sir  Fran.  Then  goa  about  your  bufmefs. 

[Ex.  Moody. 
Enter  Manly. 

Coufm  Monly !  fir,  I  am  your  very  humble  fer- 
vant, 

Man.  I  heard  you  were  come,  Sir  Francis  — 

and 

Sir 
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S/>  Fran.  OdVheart  j  this  was  fo  kindly  done  of 
you,  navv. 

Man.  I  wifli  you  may  think  it  fo,  coufin  !  for  I 
confefs,  I  fhould  have  been  better  pleas'd  to  ha\e 
fcen  you  in  any  other  place. 

Sir  Fran.   How  foa,  fir  ? 

Man.  Nay,  'tis  for  your  own  fake":  I'm  not  con- 
cern'd. 

Sir  Fran.  Look  you,  coufin  !  thoP  I  know  you  wifli 
me  well ;  yet  I  don't  queftion  I  ftiall  give  you  fuch 
weighty  reafons  for  what  I  have  done,  that  you  will 
fay,  fir,  this  is  the  wiled  journey  that  ever  I  made 
in  my  life. 

Man.  I  think  it  ought  to  be,  coufin  ;  for  I  believe, 

tou  will  find  it  the  moft  expenfive  one your 

election  did  not  coft  you  a  trifle,  I  fuppofe. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  ay  !  it's  true  !  That •-  that 

did  lick  a  little  ;  but  if  a  man's  wife,  (and  J  han't 
fawnd  yet  that  I'm  a  fool)  there  are  ways,  coufin, 
to  lick  one's  felf  whole  again. 

Man.  Nay,  if  you  have  that  fecret  • 

Sir  Fran.  Don't  you  be  fearful,  coufin you'll 

find  that  I  know  fomething. 

Man.  If  it  be  any  thing  for  your  good,  I  fhould  be 
glad  to  know  it  too. 

Sir  Fran.  In  mort  then,  I  have  a  friend  in  a  cor- 
ner, that  has  let  me  a  little  into  what's  what,  at 
Weftminfter that's  one  thing  ! 

Man.  Very  well !  but  what  good  is  that  to  do  you  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why  not  me,  as  much  as  it  does  other 
folks  ? 

Man.  Other  people,  I  doubt,  have  the  advantage 
of  different  qualifications. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  ay  !  there's  it  naw  !  you'll  fay  that 

I  have  liv'd  all  my  days  i'th'  country what  then 

I'm  o'th'  Quorum I  have  been  at  fefBons, 

and  I  have  made  fpeeches  theere  !  ay,  and  at  veftry 
too  •  and  mayhap  they  may  find  here,  • 

that  I  have  brought  my  tongue  up  to  town  with  me  ! 
D'ye  take  me,  naw  ? 

Man.  If  I  take  your  cafe  right,  coufin,  I  am  afraid 

the  firft  occafion  you  will  have  for  your  eloquence 

B  4  here, 
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here,   will   be,  to  mew  that  you  have  any  right  to 
make  ufeof  it  at  all. 

Sir  Fran.   How  d'ye  mean  ? 

Man.  That  Sir  John  Worthland  has  lodg'd  a  peti- 
tion againft  you. 

Sir  Fran.  Petition!  why"  ay!   there   let  it  lie 

we'll  find  a  way  to  deal  with   that,  I  warrant  you  ! 
why  you   forget,  coufin,  Sir  John's  o'th'  wrung 
fide,  men  ! 

Man.  1  doubt,  Sir  Francis,  that  will  do  you  but 
little  ft-rvice  ;  for  in  cafes  very  notorious  (which  I 
take  yours  to  be)  there  is  fuch  a  thing  as  a  ihort 
day,  and  difpntching  them  immediately. 

Sir  Fraa.  With  all  my  heart  !  the  foqner  I  fend 
him  home  again  the  better. 

Man.  And  this  is  the  fcheme  you  have  laid  down, 
to  repair  your  fortune  ? 

Sir  Fran.  In  one  word,  coufin,  I  think  it  my 
duty  !  the  Wrongheads  have  been  a  confiderable  fa- 
mily, ever  fince  England  was  England  ;  and  fmce 
the  world  knows  I  have  talents  wherewithal,  they 
fhan't  fay  it's  my  fault,  if  I  don't  make  as  good  a 
figure  as  any  that  ever  were  at  the  head  on't. 

Man.  Nay  !  this  projeft,  as  you  have  laid  it,  will 
come  up  to  any  thing  your  anceftors  have  done  thefp 
five  hundred  years. 

Sir  Fran.  And  let  me  alone  to  work  it!  may- 
hap I  hav'n't  told  you  all,  neither.———— 

Man.  You  aftonilh  me !  what !  and  is  it  full  as 
practicable  as  what  you  have  told  me  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Ay,  thoP  I  fay  it  —  every  whit,  coufin  ! 
you'll  find  that  I  have  more  irons  i'th'  fire  than  one ! 
I  doan't  come  of  a  fool's  errand  ! 

Man.  Very  well. 

Sir  Fran.  In  a  word,  my  wife  has  got  a  friend  at 
court,  as  well  as  myfelf,  and  her  dovvghter  Jenny  is 
naw  pretty  well  grown  up — — 

Man.  [st/tde]  —  And  what  in  the  devil's  name 
would  he  do  with  the  dowdy  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Naw,  if  I  doan't  lay  in  for  a  hufband 
for  her,  in  ay  hap  i'thu  tawn  flic  may  be  looking  out 

for  herfcif. 

Man. 


A   JOURNEY  TO  LONDON.       3$ 

Man.  Not  unlikely. 

Sir  Fran.  Therefore  I  have  fome  thoughts  of  get- 
ting her  to  be  maid  of  honour. 

Man.   \_Afide.~\  Oh  !  he  has  taken  ray  breath  away! 

but  I  mult  hear  him  out. Pray,  Sir  Francis,  do 

you  think  her  education  has  yet  qualified  her  for  a 
court  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  the  girl  is  a  little  too  mettlefome, 
it's  true  :  but  fhe  has  tongue  enough :  (he  woant,  be 
dafht !  Then  me  (hall  learn  to  daunce  forthwith,  and 
that  will  focm  teach  her  haw  to  ftond  Hill,  you 
know. 

Man.  Very  well  ;  but  when  fhe  is  thus  accom- 
pliiht,  you  muft  ftill  wait  for  a  vacancy. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  I  hope  one  has  a  good  chance  for 
that  every  day,  coufin  !  For  if  I  take  it  right,  that's 
a  poft,  that  folks  are  not  more  willing  to  get  into, 
than  they  are  to  get  out-of — it's  like  an  orange-tree, 

upon  that  accawnt it  will   bear   bloflbms,    and 

fruit  that's  ready  to  drop,  at  the  fame  time. 

Man,  Well,  fir,  you  beft  know  how  to  make  good 
your  preteniions  !  But  pray  where  is  my  lady,  and 
my  young  coufms  ?  I  mould  be  glad  to  fee  them 
too. 

Sir  Fran,  She  is  but  juft  taking  a  dim  of  tea  with 
the  Count,  and  my  landlady- — I'll  call  her  dawn. 

Man.   No,  no,  if  fhe's  engag'd,  I  mail  call  again. 

Sir  Fran.  Od's-heart !  but  you  mun  fee  her  naw, 
couiin  ;  what !  the  beft  friend  I  have  in  the  world  ! 

• Here!    fweetheart  !    [To   «  fen-ant  without.] 

pr'ythee  de/ire  my  lady,  and  the  gentleman,  to  come 
down  a  bit ;  tell  her,  here's  coufin  Manly  come  to 
wait  upon  her. 

Man.  Pray,   fir,  who  may  the  gentleman  be  ? 

Sir  Fran.  You  mun  know  him,  to  be  fure  j  why 
it's  Count  Baflet. 

Man.  Oh  !  is  it  he? Your  family  will  be  infi- 
nitely happy  in  his  acquaintance. 

Sir  Fran.  Troth  !  1  think  fo  too :  he's  the  civile!! 
man  that  ever  I  knew  in  my  life— —why  !  here  he 
would  go  out  of  his  own  lodging,  at  an  hour's  warn- 
ing, purely  to  oblige  my  family,  Wasn't  that  kind, 
nsuv  ? 
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Man.  Extremely  civil The  family  is  in  ad- 
mirable hands  already  ! 

Sir  Fran.   Then  my  lady  likes  him  hugely 
all  the  time  of  York  races,  me  would  never  be  with- 
aut  him. 

Man.  That  was  happy  indeed  !  and  a  prudent 
man,  you  know,  mould  always  take  care  that  his 
wife  may  have  innocent  company. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  ay !  that's  it !  and  I  think  there 
could  not  be  fuch  another  ! 

Man.  Why  truly,  for  her  purpofe,  I  think  not. 

Sir  Fran.    Only  naw  and  tan,   he he  ftonds  a 

leede  too  much  upon  ceremony  ;  that's  his  fault. 

Man.  O  never  fear  !  he'll  mend  that  every  day- 
Mercy  on  us !  what  a  head  he  has  ! 

Sir  Fran.  So  !  here  they  come  ! 
Enter  Lady   Wronghead,  Count  Baffet,  and  Mrs. 

Motherly. 

La.  Wrong.  Coufin  Manly  !  this  is  infinitely  obli- 
ging !  I  am  extremely  glad  to  fee  you. 

Man.  Your  molt  obedient  fervant,  madam  ;  I  am 
glad  to  fee  your  ladyfhip  look  fo  well,  after  your 
journey. 

La.  Wrong.  Why  really  !  coming  to  London  is  apt 
to  put  a  little  more  life  in  one's  looks. 

Man.  Yet  the  way  of  living  here,  is  very  apt  to 
deaden  the  complexion — and  give  me  leave  to  tell 
you,  as  a  friend,  madam,  you  are  come  to  the  worft 
place  in  the  world,  for  a  good  woman  to  grow  bet- 
ter in. 

La.  Wrong.  Lord,  coufm  !  how  mould  people  ever 
make  any  figure  in  life,  that  are  always  moap'd  up 
in  the  country  ? 

C.  Baf.  Your  ladyfhip  certainly  takes  the  thing 
in  a  quite  right  light,  madam.  Mr.  Manly,  your 

humble  fervant a-hem. 

Man.  Familiar   puppy  !    [Ajide'.~\     Sir,  your  moft 

obedient 1  muft   be  civil  to  the  rafcal,   to  cover 

jny  fufpicion  of  him.  [AjiJt. 

C.  Baf.  Was  you  at  White's  this  jnorning,  fir  I 
Man.  Yes,  fir,  I  juft  call'd  in. 
C.  Baf.    Pray — what— was  there  any  thing  done 
there  i 

Matt. 
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Man.  Much  as  ufual,  fir  ;  the  fame  daily  car- 
cafes,  and  the  fame  crows  about  them. 

C.  Baf.  The  Demoivre  Baronet  had  a  bloody  tum- 
ble, yefterday. 

Man.  I  hope,  fir,  you  had  your  mare  of  him  ? 

C.  Baf.  No  faith  !  I  came  in  when  it  was  all  ovet 
—  I  think  I  juft  made  a  couple  of  betts  with  him, 
took  up  a  cool  hundred,  and  fo  went  to  the  King's 
Arms. 

La.  Wrong.  What  a  genteel,  eafy  manner  he  has  ! 


Man.  A  very  hopeful  acquaintance  I  have  made 
here  !  [4/Ue. 

Eater    'Squire   Richard,  'with  a   ivet  l>roivn  paper 
on  bis  face. 

Sir  Fran.  How  naw,  Dick  !  what's  the  matter 
with  thy  forehead,  lad  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.  I  ha  getten  a  knuck  upon't. 

La.  Wrong.  And  how  did  you  come  by  it,  you 
heedlefs  creature  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.  Why  I  was  but  running  after  fifler,  and 
t'other  young  woman,  into  a  little  room  juft  naw: 
and  fo  with  that,  they  flapt  the  door  full  in  my 
feace,  and  gave  me  fuch  a  whurr  here  -  -I 
thowght  they  had  beaten  my  brains  out  !  fo  I  gut  a 
dab  of  wet  brown  paper  here,  to  fwage  it  a  while. 

La.  Wrong.  They  ferv'd  you  right  enough  !  will 
you  never  have  done  with  your  horle-play  ?' 

'  Sir  Fran.  Pooh  !  never  heed  it,  lad  !  it  will  be 
*  well  by  to-morrow  —  the  boy  has  a  ftrong  head  ! 

'  Man.  Yes,  truly,  his  Ikull  feems  to  be  of  a 
'  comfortable  thicknefs.  [AJide.* 

Sir  Fran.  Come,  Dick,  here's  coufm  Manly- 
Sir,  this  is  your  god-fon. 

'Squ.  Rich.  SHonour'd  gudfeyther  !  I  crave  leave 
to  aflc  your  bleffing. 

Man.  Thou  halt  it,  child  -  and  if  it  will  do  thec 
any  good,  may  it  be  to  make  thee,  at  lealt,  as  wife  a 
man  as  thy  father. 

La.  Wrong.  Oh  !  here's  my  daughter  too. 
Enter  Mifs  Jenny. 

La.  Wrong.  Mils  Jenny  !  don't  you  fee  your  coufin, 
child  ? 
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Man.  And  for  thee,  my  pretty  dear — [Salutes  her."\ 
may'ft  thou  be,  at  leaft,  as  good  a  woman  as  thy 
mother. 

Jenny.  I  wifh  I  may  ever  be  fo  handfome,  fir. 

Man.  Hah !  mifs  Pert !  Now  that's  a  thought, 
that  feems  to  have  been  hatcht  in  the  girl  on  this 
fide  Highgate.  [Afide. 

Sir  Fran.  Her  tongue  is  a  little  nimble,  fir. 

La.  Wrong.  That's  only  from  her  country  educa- 
tion, Sir  Francis.  You  know  me  has  been  kept  too 

long  there fo  I  brought  her  to  London.,  fir,  to 

learn  a  little  more  referve  and  modefty. 

Man.  O,  the  beft  place  in  the  world  for  it— — 
every  woman  me  meets  will  teach  her  fomething  of 
it. — There's  the  good  gentlewoman  of  the  houfe, 
looks  like  a  knowing  perfon  ;  even  me  perhaps 
will  be  fo  good  as  to  mew  her  a  little  London  beha- 
viour. 

Moft>.  Alas,  fir,  mifs  won't  ftand  long  in  need  of 
my  inftrudtions. 

Man.  That  I  dare  fay:  what  thou  canft  teach  her, 
fte  will  foon  be  miftrefs  of.  \_Ajidt. 

Moth.  If  Ihe  does,  fir,  they  ftiall  always  be  at  her 
fervice. 

La.  Wrong.  Very  obliging  indeed,  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Sir  Fran.  Very  kind,  and  civil,  truly— 1  think  we 
are  got  into  a  mighty  good  hawfe  here. 

Man.  O  yes,  and  very  friendly  company. 

C.  BaJ.  Humh  !  P  gad  I  don't  like  his  looks — he 

feems  a  little  fmoaky 1  believe  I  had  as  good 

brufh  off Jf  I  ftay,  I  don't  know  but  he  may  afk 

me  fome  odd  queflions.  \_Afide. 

'  Man.  Well,  fir,  1  believe  you  and  I  do  but  hin- 
der the  family- 

C.  B<tf.  It's  very  true,  Sir 1  was  juft  thinking 

of  going He  don't  care  to  leave  me,  I  fee: 

but  it's  no  matter,  we  have  time  enough.  [AfiJe.'] 
And  fo,  ladies,  without  ceremony,  your  humble  fer- 
vant.  {Ex.  Count  Ballet,  And  drops  a  letter, 

La.  Wrong.  Ha  !  what  paper's  this  ?  Some  billet- 
doux,  Pll  lay  my  life  ;  but  this  is  no  place  to  exa- 
mine it.  [Puts  it  in  btr  pocket. 
8  Sir. 
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Sir  Fran.  Why  in  fuch  hafte,  coufin  ? 

Man.  O  !  my  lady  mull  have  a  great  many  affairs 
upon  her  hands,  after  fuch  a  journey. 

La.  Wrong.  I  believe,  fir,  I  fhall  not  have  much 
lefs  every  day,  while  I  ftay  in  this  town,  of  one  fort 
or  other. 

Man.  Why  truly,  ladies  feldom  want  employment 
here,  madam. 

Jenny.  And  mama  did  not  come  to  it  to  be  idle, 
fir. 

Man.  Nor  you  neither,  I  dare  fay,  my  young 
ftiiftrefs. 

Jenny.  I  hope  not,  fir. 

Man.  Ha  !  Mifs  Mettle  !— — Where  are  you 
going,  fir  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Only  to  fee  you  to  th'  door,  fir. 

Man.  Oh  !  Sir  Francis,  I  love  to  come  and  go, 
without  ceremory. 

Sir  Fran.  Nay,  fir,  I  muft  do  as  you  will  have  me 
--  •  Your  humble  fervant.  [Exit  Man. 

Jenny.  This  coufin  Manly,  papa,  feems  to  be  but 

ef  an  odd   fort  of  a  crufty  humour 1  don't  like 

him  half  fo  well  as  the  Count. 

Sir  Fran.  Pooh  !  that's  another  thing,  child—— 
Coufin  is  a  little  proud  indeed  !  but  however  you 
muft  always  be  civil  to  him,  for  he  has  a  deal  of 
money ;  and  no  body  knows  who  he  may  give  it  to. 

La.  Wrong.  Pfhah  !  a  fig  for  his  money  !  you  have 
fo  many  projects  of  late  about  money,  fince  you  are 
a  parliament-man  :  what !  we  mult  make  ourfelvcs 
flaves  to  his  impertinent  humours,  eight  or  ten  years 
perhaps,  in  hopes  to  be  his  heirs  ;  and  then  he  will 
be  joft  old  enough  to  marry  his  maid. 

Moth.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  madam,  the  town' 
fnys  he  is  going  to  be  married  altogether. 

Sir  Fran.  Who  ?  coufin  Manly  ? 

La.  Wrong.  To  whom,  pray  ? 

Moth.     Why,   is   it  poffible  your  ladyfhip    mould 

know  nothing   of  it  ? to   my   Lord   Townly's 

fifter,  Lady  Grace. 

La.  Wrong.  Lady  Grace  ! 

Mctb.  Dear  madam,  it  has  been  in  the  news-pa- 
pers! 

;  n     I  La.  Wrong, 


38    THE  PROVOK'D  HUSBAND;  Or, 

La.  Wrong.  I  don't  like  that  neither. 

Sir  Fran.  Naw,  I  do;  for  then  it's  likely  it  mayn't 
be  true. 

La.  Wrong.  [Ajide.]  If  it  is  not  too  far  gone,  at 
leaft  it  may  be  worth  one's  while  to  throw  a  rub  in 
his  way. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Pray,  feyther,  haw  lung  will  it  be  to 
fupper  ? 

Sir  Fran.    Odfo !  that's  true  !  '  ftep  to  the  cook, 

*  lad,  and  afk  what  fhe  can  get  us  ? 

'  Moth.  If  you  pleafe,  fir,  I'll  order  one  of  my 
'  maids  to  fhew  her  where  fhe  may  have  any  thing 
'  you  have  a  mind  to. 

'  Sir  Fran.  Thank  you  kindly,  Mrs.  Motherly. 

«  'Squ.  Rich.  Od's-flefh !  what  is  not  it  i'th'  hawfe 

«  yet 1  fhall  be  famifht but  howl'd  !  I'll 

'  go  and  afk  Doll,  an  there's  none  o'th'  goofe  poy 
«  left. 

*  Sir  Fran.  Do  fo ;  and  doeft  hear,  Dick  fee 

*  if  there's  e'er  a  bottle  o'th'  ftrung  beer  that  came 

*  i'th'   coach  with  us if  there  be,  clap  a  toait 

'  in  it,  and  bring  it  up. 

'  'Squ.  Rich.  With  a  little  nutmeg,  and  fugar, 
'  fhawn't  1,  feyther  ? 

'  Sir  Fran.  Ay  !  ay  !  as  thee  and  I  always  drink 

'  it  for  breakfaft Go  thy  ways  ! — and  I'll  fill  a 

'  pipe  i'th'  mean  while.  [Takes  one  from  a  pocket- 
1  cafe,  and  Jills  /'/.]'  [Ex.  'Squ.  Rich. 

'  La.  Wrong.  This  boy  is  always  thinking  of  his 
«  belly! 

'  Sir  Fran.  Why,  my  dear,  you  may  allow  him  to 
«  be  a  little  hungry  after  his  journey. 

'  La.  Wrong.  Nay,  ev'n  breed  him  your  own 
«  way — He  has  been  cramming  in  or  out  the  coach 

*  all  this  day,    I  am  fure 1  wifh  my  poor  girl 

*  could  eat  a  quarter  as  much. 

'  Jenny.    O  for  that  I  could  eat  a  great  deal  more, 

*  mama ;    but  then  mayhap,   I  fhould  grow  coarfe, 

*  like  him,  and  fpoil  my  fhape. 

*  La.  Wrong.  Ay  fo  thou  would'ft,  my  dear. 

*  Enter  'Squire  Richard  tuitb  a  full  tankard. 

*  'Squ.  Rich.    Here,  feyther,  I  ha'  browght  it— — - 
f  it's  well   I  went  as  I  did;    for  our  Doll  had  juft 

8  '  bak'd 
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'  bak'd   a   toaft,    and  was   going  to  drink  it  her- 

*  felf. 

'  Sir  Fran.  Why  then,  here's  to  thee,  Dick  ! 

[Drinks. 

1  'Squ.  Rich.  Thonk  yow,  feyther. 

'  La.  Wrong.  Lord !  Sir  Francis !  I  wonder  you 
'  can  encourage  the  boy  to  fwill  fo  much  of  that  lub- 
'  berly  liquor it's  enough  to  make  him  quite 

*  ftupid. 

'  'Squ.  Rich.    Why,  it  niver  hurts  me,  mother ; 

*  and  I  fleep  like  a  hawnd  after  it.  [Drinks. 

*  Sir  Fran.    1  am  fure  I  ha'  drunk  it  thefe  thirty 

*  years,    and  by  your  leave,  madam,  I  don't  know 
'   that  I  want  wit :  ha  !  ha  ! 

'  Jenny.  But  you  might  have  had  a  great  deal 
'  more,  papa,  if  you  would  have  been  govern'd  by 

*  my  mother. 

'  Sir  Fran.  Dowghter  !  he  that  is  govern'd  by  his 
'  wife,  has  no  wit  at  all. 

*  Jenny.    Then  I  hope  I  mail  marry  a  fool,   fir ; 

*  for  I  love  to  govern  dearly. 

*  Sir  Fran.     You  are  too  pert,  child ;   it  don't  do 
'  well  in  a  young  woman. 

'  La.  Wrong.  Pray,  Sir  Francis,  don't  fnub  her  j 
'  me  has  a  fine  growing  fpirit,  and  if  you  check  her 
'  fo,  you  will  make  her  as  dull  as  her  brother  there. 

*  'Squ.  Rich,     [dfter  a  long  draught. ~\  Indeed,  mo- 
'   ther,    J  think  my  filler  is  too  forward. 

*  Jenny.     You  !  you  think  I'm  too  forward  !  fure  ! 

*  brother  mud  !    your  head's  too  heavy  to  think  of 
'  any  thing  but  your  belly. 

'  La.  Wrong.  Well  faid,  mifs ;  he's  none  of  your 
'  matter,  tho'  he  is  your  elder  brother. 

'  'Squ.  Rich.  No,  nor  me  Ihawn't  be  my  miftrefs, 
'  while  /he's  younger  fifter. 

'  Sir  Fran.  Well  faid,  Dick;  (hew 'em  that  ftawt 

*  liquor  makes  a  ftawt  heart,  lad  ! 

'  'Squ.  Rich.  So  I  wull  !  and  I'll  drink  ageen,  for 

*  all  her  1  [Drinks.' 

Enter  John  Moody. 

Sir  Fran.  So,  John  !  how  are  the  horfes  ? 
J.  Mood.    Troth,  fir,  I  ha'  noa  good  opinion  o* 
this  tawn  ;  it's  made  up  o'  mifchief,  I  think. 

Sir  Fran. 
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Sir  Fran.  What's  the  matter  rtaw  ? 

J.  Mood.    Why,  I'll  tell  your  worfhip before 

we  were  gotten  to  th*  Itreet  end  with  the  coach  here, 
a  great  luggerheaded  cart,  with  wheels  as  thick  as  a 
brick  wall,  laid  hawld  on't,  and  has  poo'd  it  aw  to 
birs ;  crack  !  went  the  perch  !  down  goes  the  coach! 
and  whang !  fays  the  glafTes,  all  to  fhivers  !  Marcy 
upon  us !  and  this  be  London  !  would  we  were  aw 
weell  i'th'  country  ageen  ! 

Jenny.  What  have  you  to  do,  to  wi(h  us  all  in  the 
country  again,  Mr.  Lubber  ?  I  hope  we  mall  not  go 
into  the  country  again  thefe  feven  years,  mamma  ; 
let  twenty  coaches  be  pull'd  to  pieces. 

Sir  Fran.  Hold  your  tongue,  Jenny ! Was  Ro- 
ger in  no  fault,  in  all  this  ? 

J.  Mood.     Noa,  fir,  nor  I  noather Are  not  yow 

alheam'd,  fays  Roger  to  the  carter,  to  d6  fuch  an  un- 
kind thing  by  ftrangers  ?  Noa,  fays  he,  you  bump- 
kin. Sir,  he  did  the  thing  on  very  purpofe  !  and  fo 
the  folks  faid  that  ftood  by Very  well,  fays  Ro- 
ger, yow  fliall  fee  what  our  meafter  will  fay  to  ye  ! 
Your  meaffer  !  fays  he  ;  your  meafter  may  kifs  my 
.  and  fo  he  clapt  his  hand  juft  there,  and  like 
your  worfhip.  Flem  !  I  thowght  they  had  better 
breeding  in  this  tawn. 

Sir  Fran.  I'll  teach  this  rafcal  fome,  I  warrant 
him  \  Odsbud !  if  I  take  him  in  hand,  I'll  play  the 
devil  with  him. 

'Sgu.  Rich.  Ay  do,  feyther,  have  him  before  the 
parliament. 

Sir  Fran.  Odsbud  !  and  fo  I  will 1  will  make 

him  know  who  I  am  !  Where  does  he  live  ? 
'"?".  Mood.  I  believe  in  London,  fir. 

Sir  Fran.  What's  the  rafcal's  name  ? 

J.  Mood.  1  think  I  heard  fomebody  call  him  Dick. 

'Squ.  Rich.  What,  my  name  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Where  did  he  go  ? 

J.  Mcsd.  Sir,  he  went  home. 

'Sir  Fran.   Where's  that  ? 

J.  Mood.  By  my  troth,  fir,  I  doan't  know!  I 
heard  him  fay  he  would  crofs  the  fame  itreet  again 
to-morrow  ;  and  if  we  had  a  mind  to  (land  in  his 
way,  he  wou'd  pool  us  over  and  over  again; 

Sir  Fran. 
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Sir  Fran.  Will  he  fo  !  Odszooks  !  get  me  a  con- 
fable. 

La.  Wrong.  Pooh  !  get  you  a  good  fupper.  Come, 
Sir  Francis,  don'tput  yourfelf  in  a  heat  for  what  can't 
be  helpt.  Accidents  will  happen  to  people  that  tra- 
vel abroad  to  fee  the  world For  my  part,  I  think 

it's  a  mercy  it  was  not  overturned  before  we  were  all 
out  on't. 

Sir  Fran.   Why  ay,  that's  true  again,  my  dear. 

La.  Wrong.  Therefore  fee  to-morrow  if  we  can  buy 
one  at  fecond-hand,  for  prefent  ufe  :  fo  befpeak  a 
new  one,  and  then  all's  eafy. 

J.  Mood.  Why  troth,  fir,  I  doan't  think  this  could 
]»ave  held  you  above  a  day  longer. 

Sir  Fran.   D'ye  think  fo,  John  ? 

J.  Mad.  Why  you  ha'  had  it  ever  fon'  your  wor- 
fliip  were  high-fheriff. 

Sir  Fran.   Why  then  go  and  fee  what  Doll  has  got 

us  for  fupper and  come  and  get  off  my  boots. 

[Exit  Sir  Fran. 

La.  Wrong.  In  the  mean  time,  mifs,  do  you  ftepto 
Handy,  and  bid  her  get  me  ferae  frefh  night-cloaths. 

[Exit La.  Wrong. 

Jenny.  Yes,  mama,  and  fome  for  myfelf  too. 

[Exit  Jenny. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Od's-flelh  !  and  what  mun  I  do  all 
alone  ? 

I'll  e'en  feek  out  where  t'other  pratty  mifs  is, 

And  me  and  I'll  go  play  at  cards  for  kifles.     [Exit. 


ACT    III.     SCENE  Lord  Townly'*  Houft. 

Enter  Lord  Townly,  a  Servant  attending. 
L.  Town.    \  r  /HO's  there  ? 

VV     Serv.  My  Lord  ! 

L.  Town.  Bid  them  get  dinner Lady  Grac£, 

your  fervant. 

Enter  Lady  Grace. 

La.  Grate,  What,  is  the  houfe   up  already  ?  My 
lady  is  not  dreft  yet ! 

L.  T'oivn.  No  matter — its  three  o'clock — (he  may 
break  my  reft,  but  me  fliall  not  alter  my  hours. 

La.  Grace. 
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La.  Grace.  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  that  now,  for 
/he  dines  abroad. 

L.  Town.  That,  I  fuppofe,  is  only  an  excufe  for 
her  not  being  ready  yet. 

La.  Grace.  No,  upon  my  word,  fhe  is  engaged  to 
company. 

L.  Town.   Where,  pray  ? 

La.  Grace.  At  my  lady  Revel's  ;  and  you  know 
they  never  dine  'till  fupper-time. 

/.  Town.  No  truly.  me  is  one  of  thofe  orderly 
ladies,  who  never  let  the  fun  fhine  upon  any  of  their 

vices  ! But  pr'ythee,  filter,  what  humour  is  flie  in 

to-day  ? 

La.  Grace.  O  !  in  tip-top  fpirits,  I  can  allure  you 
•- —  Die  won  a  good  deal  laft  night. 

L.  Town.  I  know  no  difference  between  her  win- 
ning or  lofing,  while  ftie  continues  her  courfe  of  life. 

La.  Grace.  However  fhe  is  better  in  good  humour 
than  bad. 

L.  Town.  Much  alike :  when  me  is  in  good  hu- 
mour* other  people  only  are  the  better  for  it :  when 
in  a  very  ill  humour,  then,  indeed,  I  feidom  fail  to 
have  my  fliare  of  her. 

La.  Grace.  Well,  we  won't  talk  of  that  now 
Does  any  body  dine  here  ? 

L.  Town.  Manly  promis'd  me——  by  the  way,  ma- 
dam, what  do  you  think  of  his  laft  converfation  ? 

La.  Grace.  •     I  am  a  little  at  a  ftand  about  it. 

L.  Town.  Howfo? 

La.  Grace.  Why— — I  don't  know  how  he  can  ever 
have  any  thoughts  of  me,  that  could  lay  down  fuch 
fevere  rules  upon  wives,  in  my  hearing. 

L.  Town.  Did  you  think  his  rules  unreafonable  ? 

La.  Grace.  I  can't  fay  I  did  :  but  he  might  have 
had  a  little  more  complaifance  before  me,  at  leaft. 

L.  Town.  Complaifance  is  only  a  proof  of  good 
breeding  :  but  his  plainnefs  was  a  certain  proof  of  his 
honefly ;  nay,  of  his  good  opinion  of  you  :  for  he 
would  never  have  opened  himfelf  fo  freely,  but  in 
confidence  that  your  good  fenfe  could  not  be  difoblig'd 
at  it. 

La.  Grace. 
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La.  Grace.  My  good  opinion  of  him,   brother,  has 
hitherto  been  guided  by  yours  :   but  I  have  received  a 
letter  this  morning  that  (hews  him  a  very  different 
man  from  what  I  thought  him. 
L.  Town.  A  letter!  from  whom? 
La.  Grace.  That  I  don't  know,  but  there  it  is. 

[Giv€S  a  letter. 

L.  Town.   Pray  let's  fee.  [Reads. 

The  inclosed,  madam,  fell  accidentally  into  my  hands  ; 
if  it  no  way  concerns  you,  you  'will  only  have  the 
trouble  of  reading  this,  from  your  fencer e  friend 
and  humble  fervant,   Unknot'jn,   &c. 
La. Grace.  And  this  was  theinc\os'd.[Gi'vinganot&er. 
L.  Town.  [Reads.]  To  Charles  Manly,  Ejq. 

Tour  manner  of  living  with  me  of  late,  convince t 
me,  that  I  now  grow  as  painful  to  you,  as  to 
my/elf:  but  however,  though  you  can  love  me  no 
longer,  I  hope  you  'will  not  let  me  live  worfe  than 
I  did,  before  I  left  an  honejl  income,  for  the 
vain  hopes  of  being  ever  your it 

Myrtilla  Dupe; 
P.  S.  'Tis  above  four  months  face  I  received 

a  Jhilling  from  you. 
La.  Grace.  What  think  you  now  ? 

L.Town.  I  am  confidering 

La.  Grace.  You  fee  it's  dire&ed  to  him  • 
L.  Town.  That's  true  !  but  the  poftfcript  feems  to 
be  a  reproach,  that  I  think  he  is  not  capable  of  de- 
ferring. 

La.  Grace.  But  who  could  have  concern  enough  to 
fend  it  to  me  ? 

L.  Town.  I  have  obferved,  that  thefe  fort  of  letters 
from  unknown  friends,  generally  come  from  fecret 
enemies. 

La.  Grace.  What  would  you  have  me  do  in  it  ? 
L.  Town.  What  I  think  you  ought  to  do        -fairly 
fhew  it  him,  and  fay  I  advis'd  you  to  it. 

La.  Grace.  Will  not  that  have  a  very  odd  look, 
from  me  ? 

L.  Town.  Not  at  all,  if  you  ufe  my  name  in  it:  if 
he  is  innocent,  his  impatience  to  appear  fo,  will  dif- 
cover  his  regard  to  you  :  if  he  is  guilty,  it  will  be  your 
belt  way  of  preventing  his  addrefles. 

La.  Gract. 
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La.  Grace.  But  what  pretence  have  I  to  put  him 
out  of  countenance  ? 

L.  Town.  I  can't  think  there's  any  fear  of  that. 

La.  Grace.  Pray  what  is't  you  do  think  then  ? 

L.  Town.  Why  certainly,  that  it's  much  more  pro- 
bable this  letter  may  be  all  an  artifice,  than  that  he 

is  in  the  leail  concern'd  in  it. 

Enter  a   Servant. 

Ser<v.   Mr.  Manly,  my  lord. 

L.  Town.  Do  you  receive  him,  while  I  ftep  a  mi- 
nute in  to  my  lady.  [Exit  L.  Townly. 
Eater  Manly. 

Man.  Madam,  your  moft  obedient :  they  told  me, 
my  lord  was  here. 

La.  Grace.  He  will  be  here  prefently  j  he  is  but 
juft  gone  in  to  my  filler. 

Man.  So  !  then  my  lady  dines  with  us. 

L.  Grace.  No ;  me  is  engaged. 

Man.  I  hope  you  are  not  of  her  party,  madam  ? 

La.  Grace.  Not  till  after  dinner. 

Man.  And  pray  how  may  fhe  have  difpofed  of  the 
reft  of  the  day  ? 

La.  Grace.  Much  as  ufual !  fhe  has  vifits  'till  about 
eight ;  after  that,  till  court-time,  (he  is  to  be  at  qua- 
drille, at  Mrs.  Idle's :  after  the  drawing-room,  ihe 
takes  a  fhort  fupper  with  my  lady  Moonlight.  And 
from  thence  they  go  together  to  my  lord  Noble's  af- 
fembly. 

Man.  And  are  you  to  do  all  this  with  her,  madam.? 

La.  Grace.  Only  a  few  of  the  vifits  :  I  would  indeed 
have  drawn  her  to  the  play ;  but  I  doubt  we  have  fo 
much  upon  our  hands,  that  will  not  be  practicable. 

Man.  But  how  can  you  forbear  all  the  reft  of  it  ? 

La.  Grace.  There's  no  great  merit  in  forbearing 
\vhat  one  is  not  charm'd  with. 

Man.  And  yet  1  have  found  that  very  diiKcult,  in 
my  time. 

La.  Grace.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Man.  Why,  I  have  pafs'd  a  great  deal  of  my  life 
in  the  hurry  of  the  ladies,  though  I  was  generally  bet- 
ter pleafed  when  I  was  at  quiet  without  'em. 

La.  Grace.  What  induc'd  you,  then,  to  be  with 
them? 

Man. 


A    JOURNEY   TO   LONDON.      45 

Man,  Idlenefs,  and  the  fafhion. 

La.  Grace.  No  millrefles  in  the  cafe  ? 

Man,  To  fpeak  honeitly — yes— Being  often  in  the 
toyihop,  there  was  no  forbearing  the  bawbles. 

La.  Grace.  And  of  courfe,  1  fuppofe,  fometimes 
you  were  tempted  to  pay  for  them  twice  as  much  as 
they  were  worth. 

'  Man.  Why  really,  where  fancy  only  makes  the 
1  choice,  madam,  no  wonder  if  we  are  generally 
'  bubbled  in  thofe  fort  of  bargains  ;  which  I  confefs 
'  has  been  often  my  cafe  :  for  I  had  conftantly  fome 
'  coquet  or  other  upon  my  hands,  whom  I  could 
'  love  perhaps  juft  enough  to  put  it  in  her  power  to 
'  plague  me. 

'  La.  Grace.  And  that's  a  power,  I  doubt,  com- 
'  monly  made  ufe  of. 

'  Man.  The  amours  of  a  coquet,  madam,  feldom 
'  have  any  other  view  !  I  look  upon  them  and  prudes 
'  to  be  nuifances  juft  alike,  tho'  they  feem  very  dif- 

*  ferent :    the  firft  are  always  plaguing  the  men,  and 
'   the  other  are  always  abufmg  the  women. 

'  La.  Grace.  And  yet  both  of  them  do  it  for  the 
'  fame  vain  ends,  to  eitablifh  a  falfe  character  of 
'  being  virtuous. 

•  Man.  Of  being  chaile,  they  mean,  for  they  know 
'  na  other  virtue;  and,  upon  the  credit  of  that,  they 
'  traffic  in  every  thing  elfe  that's  vicious  :  they  (even 
'  againft  nature)  keep  their  chaitity,  only  becaufe 
'  they  find,  they  have  more  power  to  do  mifchief 

*  with  it,  than  they  could  poffibly   put  in  practice 
'  without  it. 

'  La.  Grace.  Hold,  Mr.  Manly!  I  am  afraid  this 
'  fevere  opinion  of  the  lex  is  owing  to  the  ill  choice 
'  you  have  made  of  your  miftrefies. 

'  Man.  In  a  great  meafure  it  may  be  fo :  but, 
«  madam,  if  both  thefe  characters  are  fo  odious,  how 
'  valtly  valuable  is  that  woman,  who  has  attain'd  all 
'  they  aim  at,  without  the  aid  of  the  folly  or  vice  of 
'  either? 

'  La.  Grace.  I  believe  thofe  fort  of  women  to  be 
'  as  fcarce,  fir,  as  the  men,  that  believe  there  are 

*  any  fuch  ;   or  that  allowing  fuch,   have  virtue  e- 
'  nough  to  deierve  them. 

•  Man. 
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'  Man.  That  could  deferve  them  then — had  been 
'  a  more  favourable  reflection  ! 

c  Z,«.Gra«.'Nay,  I  fpeak  only  from  my  little  expe- 
rience :  for  (I'll  be  free  with  you,  Mr.  Manly)  I 
don't  know  a  man  in  the  world,  that,  in  appearance, 
might  better  pretend  to  a  woman  of  the  firft  merit 
than  yourfelf ;  and  yet  I  have  a  reafon,  in  my  hand 
here,  to  think  you  have  your  failings. 

Man.  I  have  infinite,  madam  ;  but  I  am  fure,  the 
want  of  an  implicit  refpeft  for  you,  is  not  among  the 
number Pray,  what  is  in  your  hand,  madam  ? 

La.  Grace.  Nay,  fir,  I  have  no  title  to  it ;  for  the 
direction  is  to  you.  [Gives  him  a  letter. 

Man.  To  me  !  I  don't  remember  the  hand 

[Reads  to  him/elf. 

La.  Grace.  I  can't  perceive  any  change  of  guilt  in 
him  !  and  his  furprize  feems  natural !  [AJide~\ 
Give  me  leave  to  tell  you  one  thing  by  the  way,  Mr. 
Manly  ;  that  I  mould  never  have  fhewn  you  this,  but 
that  my  brother  enjoyn'd  me  to  it. 

Man.  I  take  that  to  proceed  from  my  lord's  good 
opinion  of  me,  madam. 

La.  Grace.  I  hope,  at  leaft,  it  will  Hand  as  an  ex- 
cufe  for  my  taking  this  liberty. 

Man.  I  never  yet  faw  you  do  any  thing,  madam, 
that  wanted  an  excufe  ;  and,  I  hope,  you  will  not 
give  me  an  inftance  to  the  contrary,  by  refufmg  the 
favour  I  am  going  to  aflc  you 

La.  Grace.  I  don't  believe  I  fhall  refufe  any,  that 
you  think  proper  to  afk. 

Man.  Only  this,  madam ;  to  indulge  me  fo  far  as 
to  let  me  know  how  this  letter  came  into  your  hands. 

La.  Grace.  Inclos'd  to  me  in  this,  without  a  name. 

Man.  If  there  be  no  fecret  in  the  contents,  ma- 
dam  

La.  Grace.   Why there  is  an  impertinent  infi- 

nuation  in  it ;  but  as  I  know  your  good  fenfe  will 
think  it  fo  too,  I  will  venture  to  truft  you. 

Man.  You  oblige  me,  madam. 

[He  takes  the  other  letter,  and  reads. 

La.  Grace.   [AJide.}  Now  am  I  in  the  oddeft  fitua- 
tion  !   methinks  our  converfation  grows  terribly  criti- 
cal ! 
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cal !    This  muft  produce  fomething  : O  lui, 

would  it  were  over  ! 

Man.  Now,  madam,  I  begin  to  have  fome  light 
into  the  poor  project  that  is  at  the  bottom  of  all  this. 

La.  Grace.  I  have  no  notion  of  what  could  be  pro- 
pos'd  by  it. 

Man.  A  little  patience,  madam— — Firfl,  as  to  the 
insinuation  you  mention . 

La. Grace.  O  !  what  is  he  going  to  fay  now  !  \_AJide. 

Man.  Tho'  my  intimacy  with  my  lord  may  have 
allow'd  my  vifits  to  have  been  very  frequent  here  of 
late  ;  yet,  in  fuch  a  talking  to  vn  as  this,  you  muft 
not  wonder,  if  a  great  many  of  thofe  vifits  are  plac'd 
to  your  account :  and  this  taken  for  granted,  I  fup- 
pofe,  has  been  told  to  my  lady  Wronghead,as  a  piece 
of  news,  fince  her  arrival,  not  improbably  without 
many  more  imaginary  circumftances. 

La.  Grace.  My  lady  Wronghead  ! 

Man.  Ay,  madam,  for  I  am  pofitive  this  is  her 
hand. 

La.  Grace.  What  view  could  (he  have  in  writing 
it  ? 

Man.  To  interrupt  any  treaty  of  marriage  me  may 
have  heard  I  am  engag'd  in  ;  becaufe  if  I  die  without 
heirs,  her  family  expefts  that  fome  part  of  my  eftate 
may  return  to  them  again.  But,  I  hope,  (he  is  fo  far 
miitaken,  that  if  this  letter  has  given  you  the  leaft 
uneafmefs 1  (hall  think  that  the  happieft  mo- 
ment of  my  life. 

La.  Grace.  That  does  not  carry  your  ufual  com- 
plaifance,  Mr.  Manly. 

Man.  Yes,  madam,  becaufe  I  am  fure  I  can  con- 
vince you  of  my  innocence. 

La.  Grace.  I  am  fure  I  have  no  right  to  enquire  in- 
to it. 

Man.  Suppofe.you  may  not,  madam;  yet  you 
may  very  innocently  have  fo  much  curiofity. 

La.  Grace.  With  what  an  artful  gentlenefs  he  deals 
into  my  opinion!  \_Afide. "\  Well,  fir,  I  won't  pretend 
to  have  fo  little  of  the  woman  in  me  as  to  want  cu- 
riofity   But  pray,  do  you  fuppofe,  then,  this  Myr- 

tiila  is  a  real  or  a  fictitious  name  I 

Man. 
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Man.  Now  I  recolleft,  madam,  there  is  a  young 
woman  in  the  houfe  where  my  lady  Wronghead  lod- 
ges, that  I  heard  fomebody  called  Myrtilla  :  this  let- 
ter may  be  written  by  her— but  how  it  came  directed 
to  me,  I  confefs  is  a  myftery  ;  that  before  I  ever  pre- 
fume  to  lee  your  ladyfhip  again,  I  think  myfelf  ob- 
liged, in  honour,  to  find  out.  [Going. 

La.  Grace.  Mr.  Manly you  are  not  going  ? 

Man.  'Tis  but  to  the  next  ftreet,  madam  ;  I  mall 
be  back  in  ten  minutes. 

La.  Grace.  Nay!  but  dinner's  juft  coming  up. 

Man.  Madam,  I  can  neither  eat  nor  reft  till  I  fee 
an  end  of  this  affair  ! 

La.  Grace.  But  this  is  fo  odd  !  why  mould  any  filly 
curiofity  of  mine  drive  you  away  ? 

Man.  Since  you  won't  fuffer  it  to  be  yours,  ma- 
dam, then  it  mall  be  only  to  fatisfy  my  own  curio- 
fity———— [Exit  Manly. 

LA  Grace.  Well— —and  now,  what  am  I  to  think 
of  all  this  ?  Or,  fuppofe  an  indifferent  perfon  had 
heard  every  word  we  have  faid  to  ene  another,  what 
would  they  have  thought  on't  ?  Would  it  have  been 
very  abfurd  to  conclude,  he  is  ferioufly  inclin'd  to 

pafs  the  reft  of  his  life  with  me  ? I  hope  not 

for  I  am  fure,  the  cafe  is  terribly  clear  on  my  fide  ! 

and  why  may  not  I,  without  vanity,  fuppofe  my 

unaccountable  fomewhat  ~-^-has  done  as  much  exe- 
cution upon  him  ? why becaufe  he  never  told 

me  fo nay,  he  has  not  fo  much  as  mention'd  the 

word  Love,  or  ever  faid  one  civil  thing  to  my  perfon 

well but  he  has  faid  a  thoufand  to  my  good 

opinion,  and  has  certainly  got  it had  he  fpokc 

firli  to  my  perfon,  he  had  paid  a  very  ill  compliment 

to  my  underftanding 1  mould  have  thought  him 

impertinent,  and  never  have  troubled  my  head  about 
him  ;  but  as  he  has  managed  the  matter,  at  leaft  I 
am  fure  of  one  thing — that  let  his  thoughts  be  what 
they  will,  I  mall  never  trouble  my  head  about  any 
other  man,  as  long  as  I  live. 

Enter  Mrs.  Trufty. 
Well,  Mrs.  Trufty,  is  my  filter  drefs'd  yet  ? 
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Trufty,  Yes,  madam  ;  but  my  lord  has  been  coun- 
ing  her  fo,  I  think,  'till  they  are  both  out  or"  hu- 
mour. 

La.  Grace.   How  fo  ? 

Trufty.  Why,  it  begun,  madam,  with  his  lord- 
fhip's  defiring  her  ladyfhip  to  dine  at  home  to-day— 
upon  which  my  lady  faid  me  could  not  be  ready  ;  up- 
on that,  my  lord  order'd  them  to  ftay  the  dinner, 
and  then  my  lady  order'd  the  coach  ;  then  my  lord 
took  her  fhort,  and  faid,  he  had  order'd  the  coach- 
man to  fet  up  :  then  my  lady  made  him  a  great  curt'fy, 
^nd  faid,  (he  would  wait  'till  his  lordfhip's  horfes  had 
din'd,  and  was  mighty  pleafant :  but  for  fear  of  the 
v/orft,  madam,  me  whifper'd  me  lo  get  her 

cnair  ready.  [Exit  Trufty. 

La.  Grace.  Oh  !  here  they  come;  and,  by  their 
looks,  feem  a  little  unfit  for  company. 

\Exit  La.  Grace. 
Enter  Lady  Townly,  Lord  Townly  following. 

La.  TO--WH.  Well  !  look  you,  my  lord  ;  I  can  bear 
it  no  longer  !  nothing  ftill  but  about  my  faults,  my 
f.rnlts !  an  agreeable  fubjeft  truly! 

L.  Town.  Why,  madam,  if  you  won't  hear  of 
them  ;  how  can  I  ever  hope  to  fee  you  mend  them  ? 

La.  Town.  Why,  I  don't  intend  to  mend  them  

I  can't  mend  them you  know  I  have  try'd  to 

do  it  an  hundred  times,  and  —  it  hurts  me  fo 

I  can't  bear  it ! 

L.  To-ii-n.  And  I,  madam,  can't  bear  this  daily 
licentious  abufe  of  your  time  and  character. 

La.  Town.  Abufe  !  aftonifhing !  when  the  uni- 
verfe  knows,  I  am  never  better  company,  than  whea 
I  am  doing  what  I  have  a  mind  to !  But  to  fee  this 
world  !  that  men  can  never  get  over  that  filly  fpirit  of 

contradiction  —  why  but   laft  Thurfday  now — — 

there  you  wifely  amended  one  of  my  faults,  as  you 

call  them you  infifted  upon  my  not  going  to 

the  mafquerade and  pray,  what  was  the  con- 

fequence !  was  not  I  as  crofs  as  the  Devil,  all  the 
night  after?  was  not  I  forc'd  to  get  company  at  home? 
and  was  it  not  almoft  three  a-clock  in  the  morning 
before  I  was  able  to  come  to  myfelf  again  ?  and  then 
C  the 
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the  fault  is  not  mended  neither for  next  time, 

I  fhall  only  have  twice  the  inclination  to  go  :  fo  that 
all  this  mending,  and  mendinp-,  you  fee,  is  but 
darning  an  old  ruffle,  to  ma1  worfe  than  it  was 
before. 

L.  Town.  Well,  the  manner  of  women's  living,  of 
late,  is  infupportable  ;  and,  one  way  or  other 

La.  Town.  It's  to  be  mended,  I  fuppofe  !  why  fo 
it  may ;  but  then,  my  dear  lord,  you  muft  give  one 

time and  when  things  are  at  worlt,  you  know, 

they  may  mend  themfelves  1  ha  !  ha  ! 

/.  T'oiun.  Madam,  I  am  not  in  a  humour,  now,  to 
trifle.  ; 

La.  Town.  Why  then,  my  lord,  one  word  of  fair 

argument — to  talk  with  you,  your  own  way  now 

You  complain  of  my  late  hours,  and  1  of  your  early 

ones fo  far  are  we  even,  you'll  allow but  pray 

xvhich  gives  us  the  beft  figure,  in  the  eye  of  the  polite 
world  ?  my  aftive,  fpirited  three  in  the  morning, 
or  your  dull,  drowfy  eleven  at  night?  Now,  I 
think,  one  has  the  air  of  a  woman  of  quality,  and 
t'other  of  a  plodding  mechanic,  that  goes  to  bed 

betimes,  that  he  may  rife  early,  to  open  his  fhop  ! 

faugh  ! 

L.  7"fU'».  Fy,  fy,  madam  !  is  this-  your  way  of 

reafoning  ?  'tis  time  to  wake  you  then -'Tis  not 

yotir  ill  hours  alone,  that  dillurb  me,  but  as  often  the 
ill  company,  that  occafion  thofe  ill  hours. 

Ln.  Toivu.  Sure  I  don't  underftand  you  now,  my 
lord  ;  what  ill  company  do  I  keep  f 

L.Toivn.  Why,  at  belt,  women  that  lofe  their  money, 
and  men  that  win  it !  or,  perhaps,  men  that  are  volun- 
tary bubbles  at  one  game,  in  hopes  a  lady  will  give 
them  fair  play  at  another.  Then  that  unavoidable 
mixture  with  known  rakes,  conceal'd  thieves,  and 

iharpers  in  embroidery or  what,  to  me,  is  itill 

more  mocking,  that  herd  of  familiar,  chattering,  crop- 
rar'd  coxcombs,  who  are  fo  often  like  monkeys,  there 
would  be  no  knowing  them  afundcr,  but  that  their 
tails  hang  from  their  head,  and  the  monkey's  grows 
where  it  ihould  do. 

La.  f 
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La-  Town.  And  a  hulband  mult  give  eminent  proof" 
of  his  fenfe,  that  thinks  their  powder-puffs  dan- 
gerous ! 

L.  Town.  Thetr  being  fools,  madam,  is  not  al- 
ways the  hufband's  fecurity  :  or  if  it  were,  fortune, 
fometimes,  gives  them  advantages  might  make  a 
thinking  woman  tremble. 

La.  Town.  What  do  you  mean  r 

L.  Town.  That  women,  fometimes,  lofe  more  thaa 
they  are  able  to  pay  ;  and  if  a  creditor  be  a  little  pref- 
fing,  the  lady  may  be  reduc'd  to  try  if,  inliead  of 
gold,  the  gentleman  will  accept  of  a  trinket. 

La.  Town.  My  lord,  you  grow  fcurrilous  ;  you'll 
make  me  hate  you.  I'll  have  you  to  know,  I  keep 
company  with  the  politeft  people  in  town,  and  the 
a/Temblies  I  frequent  are  full  of  fuch. 

L.  Town.  So  are  the  churches now  and  then. 

La.  Town.  My  friends  frequent  them  too,  as  well  as 
the  aflemblies. 

L.  Town.  Yes,  and  would  do  itoftener,  if  a  groom 
of  the  chambers  there  were  allow'd  to  furnifh  cards 
to  the  company. 

La.  Town.  1  fee  what  you  drive  at  all  this  while  ; 
you  would  lay  an  imputation  on  my  fame,  to  cover 
your  own  avarice  !  I  might  take  any  pleafures,  1  find, 
that  were  not  expenfive. 

L.  Town.  Have  a  care,  madam  ;  don't  let  me  think 
you  only  value  your  chaltity,  to  make  me  reproach- 
able  for  not  indulging  you  in  every  thing  elfe  that's 
vicious — I,  madam,  have  a  reputation  too,  to  guard, 

that's  dear  to  me,  as  yours The  follies  of  an 

ungovern'd  wife  may  make  the  wifeft  man  uneafy  ; 
but  'tis  his  own  fault,  if  ever  they  make  him  contemp- 
tible. 

La.  Toivn.  My  lord — you  would  make  a  woman 
mad  ! 

L.  Town.  You'd  make  a  man  a  fool. 

La.  Town.  If  heav'n  has  made  you  otherwife,  that 
won't  be  in  my  power. 

L.  Town.  Whatever  may  be  in  your  inclination, 
madam,  I'll  prevent  your  making  me  a  beggar,  at 
leaft. 

C  z  La.  Town. 
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La.  Town.  A  beggar  !  Crcefus !  I'm  out  of  pa- 
tience ! — I  won't  come  home -'till  four  to-mono\v 
morning. 

L.  Town.  That  may  be,  madam  ;  but  I'll  order 
the  doors  to  be  lock'd  at  twelve. 

La.  Town.  Then  I  won't  come  home  'till  to-mor- 
row-night. 

L.  Tc>-cn.  Then,  madam ; — you  fhall  never  come 
home  again.  [Exit  L.  Town. 

La.  T(.-~-;n.  What  does  he  mean  !  I  never  heard 
fuch  a  word  from  him  in  my  life  before  !  the  mr,n  al- 
ways us'd  to  have  manners,  in  his  worit  humours  ! 
there's  fcmething,  that  I  don't  fee,  at  the  bottom  of 
all  this but  his  head's  always  upon  fome  im- 
practicable (theme  or  other,  fo  I  won't  trouble  mine 
any  longer  about  him. — Mr.  Manly,  your  fervant. 

Inter  Manly. 

Man.  I  afk  pardon  for  my  intrufion,  madam;  but 
I  hope  my  bufinefs  with  my  lord  will  excufe  it. 

La.  Town.  1  believe  you  will  find  him  in  the  next 
room,  fir. 

Man.  Will  you  give  me  leave,  madam  ? 

La.  Tont-r..  Sir you  have   my  leave,  tho'   you 

were  a  lady. 

Man.  \^1JideJ\  What  a  well-bred  age  do  we  live 
in  !  (Exit  Manly. 

Enter  Lady  Grace. 

La.  Town.  O  !  my  dear   lady  Grace !  how   could 
you  leave  me  fo  unmercifully  alone  all  this  while  ? 
La.  Grace.  I  thought  my  lord  had  been  with  you. 

La.  Tcv.n.  Why    yes and    therefore   1    wanted 

your  relief;  for  he  has  been  in  fuch  a  flutter  here— — 
La.  Grace.  Blefs  me  !  for  what  ? 
La.  Tc-icn.    Only  our   ufual   brcakfaft  ;    we    have 
each  of  us  had  our  di(h  of  matrimonial  comfort  this 
morning  !  we  have  been  charming  company  ! 

La.  Grace.  I  am  mighty  glad  of  it !  lure  it  muft  be 
a  vaft  happinefs,  when  a  man  and  a  wife  can  give 
themfelves  the  fame  turn  of  converfation  ! 

La.  To-ivn.   O  '.   the  prettielt  thing  in  the  world  ! 
La.  Grace.  Now  I  mould  be  afraid,  that  where  two 

nle  are  every  day  together  fo,  they  muft  often  be 
ant  of  fomething  to  ulkjupon. 

La.  Town* 
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La,  7'oewn.  O,  my  dear,  you  are  the  mofl  miftakcn. 

in  the  world  !  married  people  have  things  to  talk  of, 

child,  that  never  enter  into  the  imagination  of  others 

why,  here's  my  lord  and  I,  now,  we  have  not 

been  married  above  two  fhort  years,  you  know,  and 
we  have  already  eight  or  ten  things  conftantly  in 
bank,  that,  whenever  we  want  company,  we  can 
take  up  anyone  of  them  for  two  hours  together,  and 
the  fubjed  never  the  flatter:  nay,  if  we  have  occafion 
for  it,  it  will  be  as  freih  next  day  too,  as  it  was  the 
firil  hour  it  entertain'd  us. 

La.  Grace.  Certainly,  that  muft  be  vaftly  pretty  ! 
La.  Town.  O !  there's  no  life  like  it !  Why  t'other 
day,  for  example,  when  you  din'd  abroad ;  my  lord 
and  I,  after  a  pretty  cheerful  tete-a-tete  meal,  fat  us 
down  by  the  fire-fide,  in  an  eafy,  indolent,  pick- 
tooth  way,  for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  as  if  we 
had  not  thought  of  one  another's  being  in  the  room — 

at  laft,  ftretching  himfelf,  and  yawning My  dear, 

fays  he — aw — you  came  home   very  late,    laft  night 

— 'Twas  but  juft   turn'd  of  two,  fays  I 1  was 

a-bed — aw  —  by  eleven,  fays  he So  you   are  every 

night,  fays  I Well,  fays  he,  I  am  amaz'd  you 

can  fit   up  fo  late How  can  you  be  amaz'd,  fays 

I,    at   a   thing   that    happens  fo   often  ? upon 

which  we  entered  into  a  converfation and  tho* 

this  is  a  point  has  entertain'd  us  above  fifty  times  al- 
ready, we  always  find  fo  many  pretty  new  things  to 
fay  upon  it,  that,  I  believe,  in  my  foul,  it  will  lali 
as  long  as  we  live  ! 

La.  Grace.  But  pray,  in  fuch  fort  of  family  dia- 
logues (tho'  extremely  well  for  paffing  the  time)  don't 
there,  now  and  then,  enter  fome  little  witty  fort  of 
bitternefs  ? 

La.  Town.  O  yes !  which  does  not  do  amifs  at  all  ! 
A  fmart  repartee,  with  a  zeft  of  recrimination  at  the 
head  of  it,  makes  the  prettieft  fherbet !  Ay,  ay  !  if 
we  did  not  mix  a  little  of  the  acid  with  it,  a  matri- 
monial fociety  would  be  fo  lufcious,  that  nothing  but 
an  old  liquorifh  prude  would  be  able  to  bear  it. 

La.  Grace.  Well certainly  you  have  the  mofl 

elegant  tafte 
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La.  Toivn.  1'ho'  to  tell  you  the  truth,  my  dear,  I 
rather  think  we  fqueez'd  a  little  too  much  lemon  in- 
to it  this  bout ;  for  it  grew  fo  four  at  lalt,  that 

}  think 1  almoft  told  him  he  was  a  fool and  he 

again talk'd  fomething  oddly  of turning  me 

out  of  doors  1 

La.  Grace.  O  !  have  a  care  of  that ! 

La.  Town.  Nay,  if  he  mould,  I  may  thank  my  own 
wife  father  for  that 

La.  Grace.   How  fo  ? 

La.  TO--WH.    Why when    my  good   lord    firit 

opcn'd  his  honourable  trenches  before  me,  my  unac- 
countable papa,  in  whofe  hands  I  then  was,  gave  me 
up  at  difcretion  ! 

La.  Grace    How  do  you  mean  ? 

La.  Town.  He  faid,  the  wives  of  this  age  were 
come  to  that  pafs,  that  he  would  not  defire  ev'n  his 
own  daughter  mould  be  trufled  with  pin-money  ;  fo 
that  my  whole  train  of  feparute  inclinations  are  left 
entirely  at  the  mercy  of  an  huiband's  odd  humours. 

La.  Grace.  Why,  that,  indeed,  is  enough  to  rnakfe 
a  woman  of  fpirit  look  about  her  ! 

La.  Town.  Nay,  but  to  be  ferious,  my  dear;  what 
would  you,  really,  have  a  woman  do  in  my  cafe  ? 

La.  Grace.  Why if  I  had  as  fober  a  hufband 

as  you  have,  I  would  make  myfelf  the  happieft  wife 
in  the  world,  by  being  as  fober  as  he. 

La.  Tmun.  O  !  you  wicked  thing  !  how  can  you 
teaze  one  at  this  rate  ?  when  you  know  he  is  fo  very 
fober,  that  (except  giving  me  money)  there  is  not  one 
thing  in  the  world  he  can  do  to  pleafe  me  !  And  I,  at 
the  fame  time,  partly  by  nature,  and  partly,  per- 
haps, by  keeping  the  beft  company,  do  with  my  foul 
Jove  almoft  every  thing  he  hates !  I  doat  upon  allem- 
blies  !  my  jieart  bounds,  at  a  ball ;  and  at  an  opera 
—I  expire  !  then  I  love  play,  to  diftradion  !  cards, 

enchant   me  !  and  dice put  me   out  of  my  little 

wits !  Dear  !  dear  hazard  !  oh !  what  a  flow  of  fpi- 
ritsit  gives  one  !  Do  you  never  play  at  hazard,  child? 

La.  Grace.  Oh  !  never  !  I  don't  think  it  fits  well, 
Bj»on  women :  there's  fomething  fo  mafculine,  fo 
much  the  air  of  a  rake,  in  it !  you  fee  how  it  makes 

the 
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the  men  fwear  and  curfe!  and  when  a  woman  is 
thrown  into  the  fame  paffion why  .- 

La.  Toiun.  That's  very  true  !  one  is  a  little  put  to 
it,  lometimes,  not  to  make  ufe  of  the  fame  words  to 
exprefs  it. 

La.  Grace.    Well and,  upon   ill   luck,  pray 

what  words  are  you  really  forc'd  to  make  ule  of  r 

La.  TViivr.  Why,  upon  a  very  hard  cafe,  indeed, 
when  a  fad  wrong  word  is  rifing  jufl  to  one's 

tongue's  end,  I  give  a  great  gulp  and  fwallow 

it. 

La.  Grace.  Well and  is  not  that  enough  to 

make  you  forfwear  play  as  long  as  you  live  ? 

La.  Town.  O  yes  !  I  have  forfworn  it. 

La.  Grace.  Serioufly  r 

La.  Town.  Solemnly  !  a  thoufand  times;  but 
then  one  is  conftantly  forfworn. 

La.  Grace.  And  how  can  you  anfwer  that  ? 

La.  Town.  My  dear,  what  we  fay,  when  we  are 
lofers,  we  look  upon  to  be  no  more  binding,  than  a 
lover's  oath,  or  a  great  man's  promife.  But  I  beg 
pardon,  child;  I  mould  not  lead  you  fo  far  into  the 
world  ;  you  are  a  prude,  and  defign  to  live  foberly. 

La.  Grace.  Why,  I  confefs  my  nature  and  my  edu- 
cation do,  in  a  good  degree,  incline  me  that  way.  . 

La.  Town.  Well  !  how  a  woman  of  fpirit,  (for  you 
don't  want  that,  child)  can  dream  of  living  foberly, 
is  to  me  inconceivable  !  for  you  will  marry,  1  fup- 
pofe ! 

La.  Grace.  I  can't  tell  but  I  may. 

La,  Town.  And  won't  you  live  in  town  ? 

La.  Grace.  Half  the  year,  I  mould  like  It  very 
well. 

La.  Town.  My  ftars !  and  you  would  really  live  in 
London  half  the  year,  to  be  fobtr  in  it  f 

La.  Grace.   Why  not  ? 

La.  Town.  Why  can't  you  as  well  go,  and  be  fober, 
in  the  country  ? 

La.  Grace.  So  I  would t'other  half  year. 

La.  TGWK.  And  pray,  what  comfortable  fcheme  of 
life  would  you  form  now,  for  your  fummer  and  winter 
fober  entertainments  ? 
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La.  Grace.  A  fcheme,  that  I  think  might  very  well- 
content  us. 

La.  Town.   O  !  of  all  things  Jet's  hear  it. 

La.  Grace.  Why,  in  fummer,  I  could  pafs  my  lei- 
fure  hours  in  riding,  in  reading,  walking  by  a  canal, 
or  fitting  at  the  end  of  it  under  a  great  tree  ;  in  dref- 
fmg,  dining,  chatting  with  an  agreeable  friend,  per- 
haps hearing  a  little  mufic,  taking  a  dim-  of  tea  or  a 
game  at  cards,  foberly  !  Managing  my  family,  look- 
ing into  its  accounts,  playing  with  my  children  (if  I 

had  any)  or  in  a  thoufand  innocent  amufements 

foberly  !  and  poffibly,  by  thefe  means,  I  might  in- 
•duce  my  hufband  to  be  as  fober  as  myfelf. 

La.  Tonun.  Well,  my  dear,  thou  art  an  ailonilhinj 
creature  !  for  fure  fuch  primitive  antediluvian  no- 
tions of  life  have  not  been  in  any  head  thefe  thoufand 

years Under  a  great  tree!  O'  my  foul • 

But  I  beg  we  may  have  the  fober,  town-icheme  too — 
for  I  am  charmed  with  the  country  one  ! 

La.  Grace.  You  {hall,  and  I'll  try  to  ftick  to  my 
fobriety  there  too. 

La.  'To^wn.  Well,  tho'  I  am  fure  it  will  give  me 
the  vapours,  I  muft  hear  it  however. 

La.  Grace.  Why  then,  for  fear  of  your  fainting, 
madam,  I  will  firft  fo  far  come  into  the  fafhion,  that 

I  would  never  be  drefs'd  out  of  it but  ftili  it 

fnould  be  foberly.  For  I  can't  think  it  any  difgrace, 
to  a  woman  of  my  private  fortune,  not  to  wear  her 
lace  as  fine  as  the  wedding-Ant  of  a  firll  duchefs.  Tho' 
there  is  one  extravagance  I  would  venture  to  come  up 
-to! 

La.  Tonun.  Ay  now  for  it 

La.  Grace.  I  would  every  day  be  as  clean  as  a  bride. 

La.  To<wn.  Why,  the  men  fay,  that's  a  great  ftep 

to  be  made  one Well  now  you  are  drcft pray 

let's  fee  to  what  purpofe  ? 

La.  Grace.  I  would  vifit — that  is,  my  real  friends  ; 

,but  as  little  for  form  as  poflible 1  would  go  to 

court  ;  fometimes  to  an  aiTembly,  nay  play  at  qua- 
drille  foberly  :  I  would  fee  all  the  good  plays  ; 

and,  (becaufe  'tis  the  fafliion)  now  and  then  an  o- 

pera but  I  would  not  expire  there,  for  fear  I 

fhould 
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Should  never  go  again  :  and  laltly,  I  can't  fay,  but 
for  curiofity,  if  I  liked  my  company,  I  might  be 
drawn  in  once  to  a  mafquerade  !  And  this,  I  think,  is 

as  far  any  woman  can  go foberly. 

La.  Town.  Well !  it  it  had  not  been  for  that  laft 
piece  of  fobriety,  I  was  juft  going  to  call  for  fome 
furfeit-water. 

La.  Grace.  Why,  don't  you  think,  with  the  farther 
aid  of  breakfafting,  dining,  taking  the  air,  fupping, 
Sleeping,  not  to  fay  a  word  of  devotion,  the  four-and- 
twenty  hours  might  roll  over  in  a  tolerable  manner  ? 
La.  Town.  Tolerable  ?  Deplorable  !  Why,  child, 
all  you  propofe  is  but  to  endure  life,  now  I  want  to 
enjoy  it. 

Enter  Mrs.  Trufty. 

Trujty.   Madam,  your  ladyfhip's  chair  is  ready. 
La.  Town.  Have   the    footmen   their    white    flam- 
beaux yet  ?  for  laft  night  I  was  poifon'd. 

Trujly.   Yes,  madam  ;  there  were  fome  come  in  this 

morning.  [Exit  Trufty. 

La.  Town.  My  dear,  you  will  excufemej  but  you 

know  my  time  i»  fo  precious 

La.  Grace.  That  I  beg  I  may  not  hinder  your  leaft 
enjoyment  of  it. 

La.  7Va«.   You  will  call  on  me  at  lady  Revel's  ? 
La.  Grace.   Certainly. 

La.  Town.  But  I  am  fo  afraid  it  will  break  into  your 
fcheme,  my  dear ! 

La.  Grace.  When  it  does,  I  will foberly  break 

from  you. 

La.  Town.  Why  then,  'till  we  meet  again,  dear 
filler,  I  wilh  you  all  tolerable  happinefs. 

[Exit  Lady  Town. 

La.    Grace.    There  me  goes Dafh  1     into   her 

ftream  of  pleafures  !  Poor  woman  !  fhe  is  really  a  fine 
creature!  and  fometimes  infinity  agreeable  !  nay, 
take  her  out  of  the  madnefs  of  this  town,  rational  iu 
her  notions,  and  eafy  to  live  with  :  but  fhe  is  fo 
borne  down  by  this  torrent  of  vanity  in  vogue,  flie 
thinks  every  hour  of  her  life  is  loft  that  flic  dotis  not 
lead  at  the  head  of  it.  What  it  will  end  in,  I  trem- 
ble to  imagine  ! Ha  !  my  brother,  and  Manjy 
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with  him  !  I  guefs  what  they  have  been  talking  of — 
I  fhall  hear  it  in  my  turn,  I  fuppofe,  but  it  won't  be- 
come me  to  be  inquifuive.  [Exit  La.  Grace. 

Enter  Lord  Townly,  and  Manly. 
L.  Town.  I  did  not  think  my  lady  Wronghead  had 
fuch  a  notable  brain  :  tho'  I  can't  fay  (he  was  fo  very 
tvife,  in  trailing  this  filly  girl  you  call  Myrtilla,  with 
the  fecret. 

Man.  No,  my  lord,  you  miilake  me  ;  had  the  girl 
been  in  the  fecret,  perhaps  I  had  never  come  at  it 
myfelf. 

L.  Town.  Why  I  thought  you  faid  the  girl  writ 
this  letter  to  you,  and  that  my  lady  Wronghead  fent 
it  inclos'd  to  my  filter  ? 

Man.  If  you  pleafe  to  give  me  leave,  my  lord 

the  faft  is  thus This  inclos'd  letter  to  lady  Grace 

was  a  real  original  one,  written  by  this  girl,  to  the 
Count  we  have  been  talking  of:  the  Count  drops  it, 
and  my  lady  Wronghead  finds  it :  then  only  changing 
the  cover,  me  feals  it  up  as  a  letter  of  bufmefs,  juil 
written  by  herfelf  to  me  :  and  pretending  to  be  in  a 
hurry,  gets  this  innocent  girl  to  write  the  direction 
for  her. 

L.  Tcivn.  Oh  !  then  the  girl  did  not  know  me  was 
fuperfcribing  a  billet-doux  of  her  own,  to  you  ? 

Man.  No,  my  lord  ;  for  when  I  firil  queilion'd  her 
about  the  dire&ion,  (he  own'd  it  immediately:  but 
when  I  (hew'd  her  that  the  letter  to  the  Count  was 
within  it,  and  told  her  how  it  came  into  my  hands, 
the  poor  creature  was  amaz'd,  and  thought  herfelf 

betray'd  both  by  the  Count  and  my  lady in  (hort, 

upon  this  difcovery,  the  girl  and  I  grew  fo  gracious, 
that  (he  has  let  me  into  fome  tranfadtions,  in  my  lady 
Wronghead's  family,  which,  with  my  having  a  care- 
ful eye  over  them,  may  prevent  the  ruin  of  it. 

L.  T'oiun.  You  are  very  generous,  to  be  fo  felicitous 
for  a  lady,  that  has  given  you  fo  much  uneafinefs. 

Man.  Butj  J  will  be  moil  unmercifully  reveng'd  of 
her  :  for  I  will  do  her  the  greateft  friendlhip  in  the 

world againft  her  will. 

Z..  Teiv/r.  What  an  uncommon  philofophy  art  thou 
nailer  of!  to  make  even  thy  malice  a  virtue  ! 

Man. 
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Man.  Yet,  my  lord,  I  aflure  you,  there  is   no  one 
nftion  of  my  life  gives  me  more  pleafure  than  your  ap- 
probation of  it. 

L.Toivn.  Dear  Charles!  my  heart's  impatient, 
'till  thou  art  nearer  to  me  :  and  as  a  proof  that  I  have 
long  vvifh'd  thee  fo — while  your  daily  condudl  has 
choien  rather  to  deferve  than  afk  my  filler's  favour  ; 
1  have  been  as  fecretly  induflrious  to  make  her  fenfi- 
ble  of  your  merit :  and  fince  on  this  occafion  you  have 
open'd  your  whole  heart  to  me,  'tis  now  with  equal 
pleafure  1  a/lure  you,  we  have  both  fucceeded 

fiie  is  as  firmly  yours 

Man.  Impoflible  !  you  flatter  me  ! 
L,  Town.  I'm  glad  you  think  it  flattery  :  but  flie 
herfelf  fhall  prove  it  none  :  flie  dines  with  us  alone  :. 
when  the  fervants  are  withdrawn,  I'll  open  a  conver- 

fation,  that  fhall  excufe  my  leaving  you  together • 

O  !  Charles  !  had  J,  like  thee,  been  cautious  in  my 
choice,  what  melancholy  hours  had  this  heart  a- 
voided  ! 

Man.  No  more  of  that,  I  beg,  my  lord 
L.  T'civn.  But  'twill,  at  leaft,  be  fome  relief  to  my 
anxiety  (however  barren  of  content  the  ftate  has  b6en 
tome)  to  fee  fo  near  a  friend  and  filler  happy  in  it: 
your  harmony  of  life  will  be  an  inilance  how  much 
the  choice  of  temper  is  preferable  to  beauty. 

While  your  foft  hours  in  mutual  kindnefs  move, 
You'll  reach,  by  virtue,  what  I  loft  by  love. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV.     SCENE  Mrs.  Motherly'*  ffeu/e. 
Enter  Mrs.  Motherly,  meeting  Myrtilla. 

OO,  niece  !  where  is  itpofKble  you  can  have 
i^  been  thefe  fix  hours  f 
Myr.  O  madam  4  I  have  fuch  a  terrible  ftory  to 
tell  you  ! 

Moth.  A  flory  !  Ods  my  life  !  What  have  you  done 
With  the  Count's  note  of  five  hundred  pounds  I  fent 
you  about  ?  is  it  fafe  /  is  it  good  ?  is  it  fecurity  ? 
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Myr.  Yes,  yes,  it  is  fafe  :  but  for  its  goodnefs 

mercy  on  as  !  I  have  been  in  a  fair  way  to  be  hang'd 
about  it  ! 

Moth.  The  dickens  !  has  this  rogue  of  a  Count 
play'd  us  another  trick  then  r 

Myr.  You  fhall  hear,  madam  ;  when  I  came  to 
Mr.  Cam,  the  banker's,  and  fhew'd  him  his  note  for 
live  hundred  pounds,  payable  to  the  Count,  or  order, 

in  two  months, he  look'd  earneftiy  upon  it,  and 

defir'd  me  to  Hep  into  the  inner  room,  while  he  exa- 

nin'd  his  books after  I  had  ftaid  about  ten 

minutes,  he  came  in  to  me claps  to  the  door, 

and  charges  me  with  a  conftable  for  forgery. 

Moth.  Ah!  poor  foul  !  and  how  didft  thou  get  off? 

Myr.  While  I  wa<  ready  to  fink  in  this  condition, 
I  begg'd  him  to  have  a  little  patience,  'till  I  could 
iend  for  Mr,  Manly,  whom  he  knew  to  be  a  gentle- 
man of  worth  and  honour,  and  who,  I  was  fure, 
would  convince  him,  whatever  fraud  might  be  in  the 
note,  that  I  was  myfelf  an  innocent,  abus'd  woman 

and  as  good  hick  would  have  it,  in  lefs  than  half 

an  hour  Mr.  Manly  came fo,  without  mincing  the 

matter,  I  fairly  told  him  upon  what  defign  the  Count 
had  lodg'd  that  note  in  your  hands,  and  in  fhort,  laid 
<?pen  the  whole  fcheme  he  had  drawn  us  into  to  make 
cur  fortune. 

Moth.  The  dirvil  you  did  ! 

Myr.  Why  how  do  you  think  it  was  poffible  I  could 
any  otherways  make  Mr.  Manly  my  friend,  to  help 
me  out  of  the  fcrape  I  was  in  ? — To  conclude,  he  foon 
made  Mr.  Cafh  eafy,  and  fent  away  the  conftable ; 
nay  farther  promis'd  me,  if  I  would  trull  the  note  in 
his  hands,  he  would  take  care  it  fhould  be  fully  paid 
before  it  was  due,  and  at  the  fame  time  would  give 
me  an  ample  revenge  upon  the  count  ;  fo  that  all 
you  have  to  confider  now,  madam,  is,  whether 
you  think  yourfelf  fafer  in  the  Count's  hands,  or  Air. 
Ma  aly's  ? 

Moth.  Nay,  nay,  child  ;  there  is  no  choice  in  the 
matter  !  Mr.  Manly  may  be  a  friend  indeed,  if  any 
thing  in  our  power  can  make  him  fo. 

Mjr.  Well,  madam,  and  now  pray,  how  ftand 

matter* 
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matters  at  home  here  ?  What  has  the  Count  done  with 
the  ladies  ? 

Moth.  Why  every  thing  he  has  a  mind  to  do,  by 
this  time,  I  fuppofe.  He  is  in  as  high  favour  with 
mifs  as  he  is  with  my  lady. 

Myr.  Pray,  where  are  the  ladies  ? 

Moth.  Rattling  abroad  in  their  own  coach,  and  the 
well-bred  Count  along  with  them  :  '  they  have  been 
'  fcouring  all  the  fhops  in  town  over,  buying  fine 
'  things  and  new  cloaths,  from  morning  to  night  :* 
they  have  made  one  voyage  already,  and  have 
brought  home  fuch  a  cargo  of  baubles  and  trumpery 
— — mercy  on  the  poor  man  that's  to  pay  for  them  ! 

*  Myr.  Did  not  the  young  'fquire  go  with  them  ? 

'  Moth.  No,  no  ;  mifs  laid,  truly  he  would  but 
'  difgrace  their  party  :  fo  they  even  left  him  afleep  by 
'  the  kitchen  fire.' 

Myr.  Has  not  the  young  'fquire  afk'd  after  me  all 
this  while  ?  for  I  had  a  fort  of  an  aflignation  with 
him. 

Moth.  O  yes  !  he  has  been  in  a  bitter  taking  about 
it.  At  laft  his  difappointment  grew  fo  uneafy,  that 
he  fell  a  crying  ;  fo  to  quiet  him,  I  fent  one  of  the 
maids  and  John  Moody  abroad  with  him,  to  mew  him 

the  lions,  and  the  monument.     Ods  me!  tijere 

he  is,  juft  come  home  again you  may  have  buii- 

nefs  with  him  — fo  I'll  even  turn  you  together.  \_E.\-it. 
Enter  'Squire  Richard. 

'Syu.  Rich.  Soah  !  foah  !  Mrs.  Myrtilla,  wheere 
han  yow  been  all  this  day,  forfooth  ? 

Myr.  Nay,  if  you  go  to  that,  'fquire,  where  have 
you  been,  pray  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.  Why,  when  I  fun'  'at  yow  were  no 
loikly  to  come  whoam,  I  were  ready  to  hong  myfel — 
lo  John  Moody,  and  I,  and  one  o'  your  la/Fes  have 

been Lord   knows   where a    feeing  o' 

foights. 

Myr.  Well,  and  pray  what  have  you  feen,  fir  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.  Fleih  !  I  cawnt  tell,  not  I feeh 

every  thing,  I  think.  Firft  there  we  went  o'  top 
o'  the  whac -d'ye- call -it  ?  there,  the  great  huge 
itone  pott,  up  the  rawnd  and  rawnd  flairs,  that  twine 
and  twine  about,  jult  an  as  thof  it  were  a  corlc-fcrew. 

Myr. 
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Myr.  O,  the  monument !  well,  and  was  not  it  a 
fine  fight,  from  the  top  of  it  ? 

'Squ.   Rich.    Sight,  mifs  !  I  know    no' 1   faw 

nowght  but  fmoak   and    brick   Iwufen,  and    fteeple 

tops then  there  was  fuch  a  mortal   ting-tang  of 

bells,  and  rumbling  of  carts  and  coaches,  and  then 
the  folks  under  one  look'd  fo  fmall,  and  made  fuch 
ahum,  and  a  buz,  it  put  me  in  mind  of  my  mother's 
great  glafs  bee-hive,  in  our  garden  in  the  country. 

Myr.  I  think,  mailer,  you  give  a  very  good  account 
of  it. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Ay  !  but  I  did  no'  like  it :  for  my  head 

my  head— — begun  to  turn fo  I  trundled  me 

dawn  flairs  agen,  like  a  round  trencher. 

Myr.  Well !  but  this  was  not  all  you  faw,  I  fup- 
pofe  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.  Noa  !  noa  !  we  went  after  that,  and  faw 
the  lions  ;  and  I  liked  them  better  by  hawlf ;  they 
are  pure  grim  devils ;  hoh,  hoh  !  I  touke  a  Hick, 

and  gave  one  of  them  fuch   a  poke  o'the  noafe 

I  believe  he  would  ha'  fnapt  my  head  off,  an  he 
could  ha'  got  me.  Hoh  !  hoh  !  hoh  ! 

Myr.  Well,  matter,  when  you   and  I  go  abroad, 

I'll  mew  you  prettier  fights  than  thefe there's  a 

mafquerade  to-morrow. 

*Squ.  Rich.  O  laud  !  ay  !  they  fay  that's  a  pure  thing 
for  merry-andrews,  and  thofe  fort  of  comical  mum- 
mers  and  the  Count  tells  me,  that  there  lads  and 

laflesmay  jig  their  tails,  and  eat,  and  drink,  without 
grudging,  all  night  lung, 

Myr.  What  would  you  fay  now,  if  I  fhould  get 
you  a  ticket,  and  go  along  with  you  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.  Ah  dear  ! 

Myr.  But  have  a  care,  'fquire,  the  fine  ladies  there 
are  terribly  tempting ;  look  well  to  your  heart,  or 
Ads  me  !  they'll  whip  it  up,  in  the  trip  of  a  minute. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Ay,  but   they  cawnt  thoo foa   let 

'um  look  to  themfelves,  an'  ony  of  'urn  falls  in  love 
with  me mayhap  they  had  as  good  be  quiet. 

Myr,  Why  fure  you  would  not  refufe  a  fine  lady, 
would  you  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.  Ay,  but  I  would  tlio'  unlefs  it  were— 
one  'at  I  know  of. 

8  Myr. 
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Mjr.  Oh  !   ho !  then  you   have  left  your  heart  in 
the  country,  I  find? 

'Squ. Rich.  Noa,  noa,  my  heart eh my  heart 

e'ent  awt  o'this  room, 

Myr.  I  am  glad  you  have  it  about  you,  however. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Nay,  mayhap  not  foa  noather ;  fome- 
body  elfe  may  have  it,  'at  yow  little  think  of. 

Myr.  I  can't  imagine  what  you  mean  ! 

'S^u.  Rich.  Noa  !    why  doant  yow  know  how  many 
folks  there  is  in  this  room,  naw  ? 

Myr.  Very  fine,  mafter,  I   fee  you  have  learnt  the 
town  gallantry  already. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Why  doan't  you  believe  'at  I  have  a 
kindnefs  for  yow  then  ? 

Myr.  Fy  !  fy !  mailer,  how  you  talk  !  befide  you 
are  too  young  to  think  of  a  wife. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Ay!  but  I  caunt  help  thinking  o'  yow, 
for  all  that. 

Myr.   How  !  why  fure,    fir.  you   don't  pretend  to 
think  of  me  in  a  diihonourable  way  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.  Nay,  that's   as  yow  fee  good 1  did 

no'  think  'at  yow  would  ha'  thowght  of  me  for  a  huf- 
band,  mayhap  ;  unlefs  I  had  means  in  my  own 
hands ;  and  feyther  allows  me  but  hawlf  a  crown  a 
week,  as  yet  a  while. 

Myr.  Oh  !  when  I  like  any  body,  'tis  not  want  of 
money  will  make  me  refufe  them. 

'Squ.  Rii-b.  Well,  that's  juft  ray  mind  now  ;  for  'an 
I  like  a  girl,  mifs,  I  would  take  her  in  her  fmuck. 

Myr.   Ay,  mailer,  now  you   fpeak  like   a  man  of 
honour:  this  (hews  iomething  of  a  true  heart  in  you. 
'Sou.  Rich.  Ay,  and  a  true  heart  you'll  find  me  ; 
try  when  you  will. 

Myr.  Hufh!  hufh  !  here's  your  papa  come  home, 
and  my  aunt  with  him. 

'Squ.  Rich.  A  devil  rive  'em,  what  do  they  come 
naw  for  ? 

•Myr.  When  you  and  I  get  to  the  mafquerade,  you, 
(hull  fee  what  I'll  fay  to  yon. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Well,  hands  upon't  then— — 

Myr.  There 

'Squ.  Rich.  One  bufs,  and  a  bargain.    \Kiffis  her.] 

Ads 
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Ads  wauntlikins  !  as  foft  and  plump  as  a  marrow  pud- 
ding. [Exeunt  federally. 
£nterS\r  Francis  Wronghead,  and  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Sir  Fran.  What  !  my  wife  and  daughter  abroad, 
fay  you  I 

Moth.  O  dear  fir,  they  have  been  mighty  bufy  all 
the  day  long  ;  they  juft  came  home  to  fnap  up  a  fhort 
dinner,  and  fo  went  out  again. 

Sir  Fran.  Well,  well,  I  (han't  flay  fupper  for  'em, 
I  can  tell  'em  that  :  for,  od's-heart  !  I  have  had  no- 
thing in  me  but  a  toaft  and  tankard  fince  morning. 

Moth.  I  am  afraid,  fir,  thefe  late  parliament  hours 
won't  agree  with  you. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  truly,   Mrs.  Motherly,  they  don?t 
do  right  with  us  country  gentlemen  ;  to  lofe  one  meal 
out  of  three  is  a  hard  tax  upon  a  good  Itomach. 
Moth.  It  is  fo,  indeed,  fir. 

Sir  Fran.  But  hawfomever,  Mrs.  Motherly,  when 
we  confider,  that  what  we  fufftr  is  for  the  good  of  our 

co  u  n  try- 

Moth.  Why  truly,  fir,  that  is  fomething. 
Sir  Fran.   O  !  there's  a  great  deal  to  be  faid  for't 
——the  good  of  one's  country  is   above  all   things 

a  true-hearted  Englifhman  thinks  nothing  too 

much  for  it— ——I  have  heard  of  fome  honeft  gen- 
tlemen  fo  very  zealous,  that   for  die  good  of  their 

country they  would  fometimes   go  to  dinner  at 

midnight. 

Moth.  O  !  the  goodnefs  of  'em  !  fure  their  country 
mult  have  a  vaft  eiteem  for  them  ? 

Sir  Fran.  So  they  have,  Mrs.  Motherly  ;  they  are 
fo  refpeded  when  they  come  home  to  their  boroughs 

after  a  fefiion,  and  fo  belov'd that  their  country 

will   come  and  dine    with   them   every   day   in  the 
week. 

Moth.  Dear  me  !  what  a  fine  thing  'tis  to  be  fo  po- 
pulous ! 

Sir  Fran.  It  is  a  great  comfort,  indeed  !  and  I  can 
afTure  you,  you  are  a  good  fcnfible  woman,  Mrs.  Mo- 
therly. 

Moth.  O  dear  fir,  your  honour's  pleas'd  to  com- 
pliment. 

Sir  Fran. 
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Sir  Fran.  No,  no  ;  I  fee  you  know  how  to  value 
people  of  confequence. 

Msth.  Good  lack  !  here's  company,  fir ;  will  you 
give  me  leave  to  get  you  a  little  fomething  'till  the 
ladies  come  home,  fir  r 

Sir  Fran.  Why  troth,  I  don't  think  it  would  be 
amifs. 

Moth.  Jt  mall  be  done  in  a  moment,  fir.         [Exit. 
Enter  Manly. 

Man.  Sir  Francis,  your  fervant. 

Sir  Fran.    Coufin    Manly  ! 

Alan.  I  am  come  to  fee  how  the  family  goes  on 
here. 

Sir  Fran.  Troth !  all  as  bufy  as  bees  ;  I  have 
been  upon  the  wing  ever  fince  eight  o'clock  this 
morning. 

Man.  By  your  early  hour,  then,  I  fuppofe  you 
have  been  making  your  court  to  fome  of  the  great 
men. 

Sir  Fran.    Why,  faith  !  you  have  hit  it,  fir 

I  was  advis'd  to  lofe  no  time :  fo  I  e'en  went  ftrait 
forward,  to  one  great  man  I  had  never  feen  in  my 
life  before. 

Man.  Right !  that  was  doing  bufinefs :  but  who  had 
you  got  to  introduce  you  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  nobody 1   remember'd  I  had 

heard   a  wife  man    fay My   fon,  be  bold— — fo 

troth  !    I  introduc'd  myfelf. 

Man.  As  kow,  pray  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why  thus Look  ye Pleafe  your 

lordfhip,  fays  I,  I  am  Sir  Francis  Wronghead,  of 
Bumper  Hall,  and  member  of  parliament  for  the  bo- 
rough of  Guzzledown Sir,  your  humble  fervant, 

fays  my  lord  ;  thof  I  have  not  the  honour  to  know 
your  perfon,  I  have  heard  you  are  a  very  honelt  gen- 
tleman, and  I  am  glad  your  borough  has  made 
choice  of  fo  worthy  a  representative  ;  and  fo,  fays  he, 
Sir  Francis,  have  you  any  fervice  to  command  me  ? 
Naw,  coufm  !  thofe  lai^. words,  you  may  be  fure,  gave 
me  no  fmall  encouragement.  And  thof  I  know,  iir, 
you  have.no  extraordinary  opinion  of  my  parts,  yet, 
I  believe,  ypu  won't  fay  I  milt  it  naw  ! 
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Man.  Well,  I  hope  I  ftiall  have  no  caufe. 

Sir  Fran,  So  when  I  found  him  fo  courteous 

My  lord,  fays  I,  I  did  not  think  to  ha*  troubled  your 
lordfhip  with  bufmefs  upon  my  firll  vifit ;  but  fince 
your  lordmip  is  pleas'd  not  to  ftand  upon  ceremony 
why  truly,  fays  I,  I  think  naw  is  as  good  as  ano- 
ther time. 

Man.  Right !  there  you  pum'd  him  home. 

Sir  Fran.  Ay,  ay,  I  had  a  mind  to  let  him  fee  that 
I  was  none  of  your  mealy-mouth'd  ones. 

Matt.  Very  good  ! 

Sir  Fran.  So,  in  (hort,  my  lord,  fays  I,  I  have  a 
good  eilate but a it's  a  leetle  awt  at  el- 
bows ;  and  as  I  defire  to  ferv«  my  king,  as  well  as 
my  country,  I  mall 'be  very  willing  to  accept  of  a 
place  at  court. 

Man.  So,  this  was  making  (hort  work  on't. 

Sir  Fran.  I'cod  !  I  fhot  him  flying,  coufin  :  fome 
of  your  hawlf-witted  ones  naw,  would  ha'  humm'd 
and  haw'd,  and  dangled  a  month  or  two  after  him, 
before  they  durlt  open  their  mouths  about  a  plac;.-, 
and  mayhap,  not  ha*  got  it  at  laft  neither 

Man.  Oh  !  I'm  glad  you're  fo  fure  on't. 

Sir  Fran.  You  mall  hear,  coufm Sir  Francis, 

fays  my  lord,  pray  what  fort  of  a'  place  may  you 
ha'  turn'd  your  thowghts  upon  ?  My  lord,  fays  I, 
beggars  muft  not  be  chufers  ;  but  ony  place,  fays  J, 
about  a  thoufand  a  year,  will  be  well  enough  to  be 

doing  with   'till  fomething  better  falls  in for  I 

thowght  it  would  not  look  well  to  ftond  haggling 
with  him  at  firft. 

Man.  No,  no,  your  bufmeis  was  to  get  footing 
any  way. 

Sir  Fran.  Right!  there's  it !  ah  coufm,  I  fee  you 
know  the  world  ! 

Man.  Yes,  yes,  one  fees  more  of  it  every  day. — 
Well  !  but  what  faid  my  lord  to  all  this  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Sir  Francis,  fays  he,  I  mall  be  glad  to 
fcrve  you  any  way  that  lies  in  my  power ;  fo  he  gave 
me  a  fqueeze  by  the  hond,  ar  much  as  to  fay,  Give 

yourfelf  no  trouble -I'll  do  your  bufmefs;   with 

-that  he  turn'd  him  abawt  to  fomebody,  with  a  co- 

lour'd 
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lour'd  ribbon  acrofs  here,  that  look'd  in  my  thowghts 
as  if  he  came  for  a  place  too. 

Man.  Ha !  fo,  upon  thefe  hopes  you  are  to  make 
your  fortune  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  do  you  think  there's  ony  doubt 
of  it,  fir  ? 

Man.  Oh  no,  I  have  not  the  lead  doubt  about  it — 
for  juft  as  you  have  done,  I  made  my  fortune  ten 
years  ago. 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  I  never  knew  you  had  a  place, 
coulin. 

Man.  Nor  I  neither,  upon  my  faith,  coufin.  But 
you,  perhaps,  may  have  better  fortune  :  for  I  fup- 
pofe,  my  lord  has  heard  of  what  importance  you  were 
in  the  debate  to-day — You  have  been  fince  down  at 
the  houfe,  I  prefume  ! 

Sir  Fran.  O  yes  !  I  would  not  neglect  the  houfe 
for  ever  fo  much. 

Man.  Well  !  and  pray  what  have  they  done  there  ? 
Sir  Fran.   Why,  troth  !  I  can't  well  tell  you   what 
they  have  done,  but  I  can  tell  you  what  I  did  :  and 
I  think  pretty  well  in  the  main  ;  only  1  happen'd  to 
make  a  little  miftake  at  laft,  indeed. 
Man.  How  was  that  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  they  were  all  got  there  into  a  fort 
of  a  puzzling  debate,  about  the  good  of  the  nation — 
and  I  were  always  for  that,  you  know — but  in  fhort, 
the  arguments  were  fo  long-winded  o'  both  fides, 
that,  waunds  !  I  did  no'  well  underftand  'urn  :  haw- 
fomever  I  was  convinc'd,  and  fo  refolv'd  to  vote 
right,  according  to  my  confcience — fo,  when  they 
came  to  put  the  queftion,  as  they  call  it — I  don't 
know  haw 'twas — but  I  doubt  I  cry'd  Ay  !  when  I 
mould  ha'  cry'd  No  1 

Man.  How  came  that  about? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  by  a  miftake,  as  I  tell  you for 

there  was  a  good-humour'd  fort  of  a  gentleman,  one 
Mr.  Totherfide  I  think  they  call  him,  that  fat  next 
me,  as  foon  as  I  had  cry'd  Ay  !  gives  me  a  hearty 
fhake  by  the  hand  i  Sir,  fays  he,  you  are  a  man  of 
honour,  and  a  true  Englifhman  !  and  I  mould  be  proud 
to  be  better  acquainted  with  you— and  ib  with  that, 

he 
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he  takes  me  by  the  fleeve,  along  with  the  crowd,  into 

the  lobby fo,  I  knew  nowght but  od's-flefn  ! 

I  was  got  o'   th'  wrung  fide  the  poft for  I  were 

told  afterwards,  I  mould  have  ftaid  where  I  was. 

Man.  And  fo,  if  you  had  not  quite  made  your  for- 
tune before,  you  have  clenched  it  now ! — Ah  !  thou 
head  of  the  Wrongheads  !  [Afede. 

Sir  Fran.  Odfo  !  here's  my  lady  come  home  at  lail 
—I  hope,  coufin,  you  will  be  fo  kind  as  to  take  a  fa- 
mily fupper  with  us  ? 

Man.  Another  time,  Sir  Francis  ;  but  to-night  I 
am  engag'd. 

Enter  Lady   Wronghead,    Mifs   Jenny,    and 

Count  Baflet. 

La.  Wrong.  Coufin  !  your  fervant ;  I  hope  you  will 
pardon  my  rudenefs :  but  we  have  really  been  in  fuch 
a  continual  hurry  here,  that  we  have  not  had  aleifure 
moment  to  return  your  laft  vifit. 

Man.  O  madam  !  I  am  a  man  of  no  ceremony  ; 
you  fee  that  has  not  hindered  my  coming  again. 

La.  Wrong.  You  are  infinitely  obliging :  but  I'll 
redeem  my  credit  with  you. 

Man.  At  your  own  time,  madam. 
C.  Baf.  I  muft  fay  that  for  Mr.  Manly,  madam  ; 
if  making  people  eafy  is  the  rule  of  good- breeding, 
he  is  certainly  the  beft-bred  man  in  the  world. 

Man.   Soh  !  I  am  not  to  drop  my  acquaintance,  I 

find 1  am  afraid,  fir,  I  mall  grow  vain  upon  your 

good  opinion. 

C.  Baf.  I  don't  know  that,  fir  ;  but  I  am  fure, 
what  you  are  pleas'd  to  fay,  makes  me  fo. 

Man.  The  moft  impudent  modefty  that  ever  I  met 

with!  \_Afide. 

La.  Wrong.  Lard  !  how  ready  his  wit  is  !       \Ajide, 

Sir  Fran.  Don't  you  think,  fir,  the  Count's-^ 

a  very  fine  gentleman  ? 

Man.  O  !  among  the  ladies,  certainly. 
Sir  Fran.  And  yet  he's  as  Itout  as  a  lion : 
waund,  he'll  ilorm  any  thing. 

Man.  Will  he    fo ?    Why  then,  fir,  take 
care  of  your  citadel. 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  !  you're  a  wag,  coufin. 

Man. 
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Man.  I  hope,  ladies,  the  town  air  continues  to  agree 
with  you  ? 

Jenny.  O  !  perfectly  well,  fir  !  We  have  been  a- 
broad  in  our  new  coach  all  day  long — and  we  have 
bought  an  ocean  of  fine  things.  And  to-morrow  we 
go  to  the  mafquerade !  and  on  Friday  to  the  play ! 
and  on  Saturday  to  the  opera  !  and  on  Sunday  we  are 
to  be  at  the  what-d'ye-call-it — aflembly,  and  fee  the 
ladies  play  at  quadrille,  and  picquet,  and  ombre,  and 
hazard,  and  baflet !  And  on  Monday  we  are  to  fee 

the  king  !    and  fo  on  Tuefday 

La.  Wrong,  Hold,  hold,  mifs  !    you   muft  not  let 

your  tongue   run  fo  fall,  child you  forget!  you 

know  I  brought  you  hither  to  learn  modefty. 

Man.  Yes,  yes  !  and  me  is  improv'd  with  a  ven- 
geance    [AJide. 

'  Jenny.  Lawrd  !  mama,  1  am  fure  I  did  not  fay  any 
harm  !  and  if  one  muft  not  fpeak  in  one's  turn,  one 
may  be  kept  under  as  long  as  one  lives,  for  ought  I 
fee. 

La.  Wrong.    O'  my  confcience,   this  girl  grows  fo 

headitrong 

Sir  Fran.  Ay,  ay,  there's  your  fine  growing  fpirit 
for  you  !  Now  tack  it  dawn  an'  you  can. 

jenny.  All  I  faid,  papa,  was  only  to  entertain  my 
coufin  Manly. 

Man.  My  pretty  dear,  I  am  mightily  obliged  to 
you. 

Jenny.  Look  you  there  now,  madam. 
La.  Wrong.  Hold  your  tongue,  I  fay. 
Jenny,   [turning  away  and  glow  ing. ~\   I  declare  it,   I 
won't  bear  it :   me  is  always  a  fnubbing    me  before 
you,  fir  !  —  I  know  why  fhe  does  it,  well  enough — 

\_AJlde  to  the  Count. 

C.  Baf.  Hufh  !  hufli,  my  dear  !  don't  be  uneafy  at 

that !   (he'll  fufpeft  us.  \AJide. 

Jenny.  Let  her   fufpeft,  what  do  I  care — I  don't 

know  but  I  have  as  much  reafon  to  fufpeft  as  fhe  — 

tho'  perhaps  I'm  not  fo  fraid  of  her. 

C.  Baf.  [4fide.~\  I'gad,  if  I  don't  keep  a  tight 
hand  on  my  tit,  here,  fhe'll  run  away  with  my  pro- 
jedt  before  I  can  bring  it  to  bear. 

La.  Wrong. 
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La.  Wrong.  [AJide\  Perpetually  hanging  upon 
him  !  The  young  harlot  is  certainly  in  love  with 
him  :  but  I  mult  not  let  them  fee  1  think  fo  —  and 

yet  I  can't  bear  it. Upon  my  life,  Count,  you'll 

fpoil  that  forward  girl  —  you  mould  not  encourage 
her  fo. 

C.  Baf.  Pardon  me,  madam,  I  was  only  advifing 
her  to  obferve  what  your  ladymip  faid  to  her. 

Man.  Yes,  truly  her  obfervations  have  bjen  fome- 
thing  particular.  [Afidc. 

C.  Baf.  In  one  word,  madam,  me  has  a") 
jealoufy  of  your  ladymip,  and  I  am  forc'd  j 
to  encourage  her,  to  blind  it :  'twill  be  bet-  \ 
ter  to  take  no  notice  of  her  behaviour  to 
me. 

La.  Wrong.  You  are  right,  I  will  be  more 
cautious.  ^  Apart. 

C.  Baf.  To-morrow,  at  the  mafquerade, 
we  may  lofe  her.x 

La.  Wrong.  We  mall   be   obferv'd.    I'll 
fend   you    a   note,    and    fettle    that   affair 

• go  on  with  the  girl,  and  don't  mind 

me. 

C.  Saf.  I  have  been  taking  your  part,  my  little 
angel. 

La.  Wrong.  Jenny!  come  hither,  child you 

muft  not  be  fo  hally,  my  dear I  only  advife 

you  for  your  good. 

Jenny.  Yes,  mama ;  but  when  I  am  told  of  a 
thing  before  company,  it  always  makes  me  worfe, 
you  know. 

Man.  If  I  have  any  flull  in  the  fair  fex,  mifs, 
and  her  mama,  have  only  quarell'd,  becaufe  they 
are  both  of  a  mind.  This  facetious  Count  feems 
to  have  made  a  very  genteel  ilep  into  the  family. 

[4**. 

Enter  Myrtilla.     Manly  talks  apart  'with  her. 
La.    Wrong.  Well,    Sir  Francis,   and    what  news 
have  you  brought  us,  from  Wellminfter,  to-day? 

Sir  Fran.  News,  madam  ?  I'cod !  I  have  fome 
—  and  fuch  as  does  not  come  every  day,  I  can  tell 

you  -  A  word  in  your  ear 1  have  got  a 

promise 
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prom ife  of  a  place  at  court  of  a  thoufand  pawnds  a 
year,  already. 

La.  Wrong.  Have  you  fo,  fir?  And  pray  who 
may  you  thank  for  it  ?  Now  !  who's  in  the  right  ? 
Is  not  this  better,  than  throwing  fo  much  away, 
after  a  Itinking  pack  of  fox.  hounds,  in  the  country  ? 
Now  your  family  may  be  the  better  for  it  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Nay  !  that's  what  perfuaded  me  to 
come  up,  my  dove. 

La.  Wrong.   Mighty  well come let  me 

have  another  hundred  pounds  then. 

Sir  Fran.  Another !  child  ?  Waunds !  you  have  had 
one  hundred  this  morning,  pray  what's  become  of 
that,  my  dear  t 

La.  Wrong.  What's  become  of  it?  why  I'll  (hew 
you,  my  love! — Jenny!  have  you  the  bills  about 
you  ? 

Jenny.  Yes,    mama. 

La.  Wrong.  What's  become  of  it  ?  why  laid  out, 
my  dear,  with  fifty  more  to  it,  that  1  was  forc'd  to 
borrow  of  the  Count  here. 

Jenny.  Yes,  indeed,  papa,  and  that  would  hardly 

do  neither There's  th'  account. 

Sir  Fran,  [turning  over  the  bilh.~\  Let's  fee  1  let's 
fee  !  what  the  devil  have  we  got  here  ? 

Man.   Then  you  have  founded  your  aunt," 
you  fay,  and  Ihe  readily  comes  into  all  I 
propos'd  to  you  ? 

Myr.  Sir,  I'll  anfwer,  with  my  life,  me 
is  moll   thankfully  yours  in  every  article :  .. 
ihe  mightily  deiires  to  fee  you,  fir.  '     ^a 

Man.  1  am  going  home,  directly  :  bring 
her  to  my  houfe  in  half  an  hour  ;  and  if  me 
makes  good  what  you  tell  me,  you  ihall 
both  find  your  account  in  it.  J 

Myr.  Sir,  fhe  ihall  not  fail  you. 
Sir  Fran.   Od's-life  !   madam,   here's  nothing  but 
toys  and  trinkets,  and  fans,  and  clock-ftockings,  by 
wholefale. 

La.  Wrong.  There's  nothing  but  what's  proper,  and 
for  your  credit,  Sir  Francis  •  Nay,  you  fee,  I 

am  fo  good  a  houfewife,  that  in  nece/Taries  formyfelf, 
1  have  fcarce  laid  out  a  milling. 

Sir 
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Sir  Fran.  No,  by  my  troth,  fo  it  feems  ;  for  the 
devil  o'  one  thing's  here,  that  I  can  fee  you  have  any 
occafion  for  ! 

La.  Wrong.  My  dear  !  do  you  think  I  came  hither 
to  live  out  of  the  famion  ?  why  the  greateft  dillinc- 
tion  of  a  fine  lady  in  this  town  is  in  the  variety  of 
pretty  things  that  Ihe  has  no  occafion  for. 

Jenny.  Sure,  papa,  could  you  imagine,  that  women 
of  quality  wanted  nothing  but  ftays  and  petticoats  I 

La.  Wrong.   Now,  that  is  fo  like  him  ! 

Man.  So  !  the  family  comes  on  finely.  \_dfide. 

La,  Wrong.  Lard  !  if  men  were  always  to  govern, 
what  dowdies  would  they  reduce  their  wives  to  ? 

Sir  Fran.  An  hundred  pounds  in  the  morning,  and 
want  another  afore  night  !  Waunds  and  fire  !  the 
lord  mayor  of  London  could  not  hold  it  at  this 
rate  ! 

Man.   O  !  do  you  feel  it,  fir  ?  [sl/ide. 

La.  Wrong,  My  dear,  you  feem  uneafy  :  let  me 
have  the  hundred  pounds,  and  compofe  your  fclf. 

Sir  Fran.  Compofe  the  devil,  madam !  why  do 
you  confider  what  a  hundred  pounds  a  day  comes  to 
in  a  year  ? 

La.  Wrong.  My  life,  if  I  account  with  you  from 
one  day  to  another,  that's  really  all  that  my  head  is 

able  to  bear  at  a  time But  I'll  tell  you  what  I 

confider 1  confider,  that  my  advice  has  got  you 

a  thoufand  pounds  a  year  this  morning That, 

now,  methinks  you  might  confider,  fir. 

Sir  Fran.  A  thoufand  a  year  !  Waunds,  madam, 
but  I  have  not  touch'd  a  penny  of  it  yet  ! 

Man.  Nor  never  will,  I'll  anfwer  for  him.  [4Jtde. 
Enter  'Squire  Richard. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Feyther,  and  you  doan't  come  quickly, 
the  meat  will  be  coal'd  ;  an  I'd  fain  pick  a  bit  with 
you. 

La.  Wrong.  Blefs  me,  Sir  Francis  !  you  are  not  go- 
uig  to  fup  by  yourfelf ! 

Sip  Fran.  No,  but  I'm  going  to  dine  by  myfelf, 
and  that's  pretty  near  the  matter,  madam. 

La.  Wrong.  Had  not  you  as  good  ilay  a  little,  my 
dear?  we  (hall  all  eat  in  half  a  hour  ;  and  I  was 

thinking 
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thinking  to  afk  my  coufin  Manly  to  take  a  family 
morfel  with  us. 

Sir  Fran.  Nay,  for  my  coufin's  good  company, 
I  don't  care  if  I  ride  a  day's  journey,  without  bait- 
ing. 

Man.  By  »o  means,  Sir  Francis  :  I  am  going  upon 
a  little  bufinefs. 

Sir  Fran.  Well,  fir,  I  know  you  doa't  love  com- 
pliments. 

Man.  You'll  excufe  me,  madam 

La.  Wrong.  Since  you  have  bufinefs,  fir 

[Exit  Manly. 
Enter  Mrs.   Motherly. 

O,  Mrs.  Motherly  !  you  were  faying  this  morning, 

you  had  fome  very  fine  lace  to  (how  me can't  I 

fee  it  now  ?  [Sir  Francis  flares. 

Moth.  Why,  really,  madam,  I  had  made  a  fort  of 
a  promife,  to  let  the  countefs  of  Nicely  have  the 
firlt  fight  of  it,  for  the  birth-day  :  but  your  lady- 
flvip 

La.  Wrong.  O  !  I  die,  if  I  don't  fee  it  before  her. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Woan't  you  goa,  feyther  ?        1 

Sir  Fran.  Waunds !  lad,  I  mall  ha'  noa  >  Apart. 
flomach  at  this  rate  !  3 

Moth.  Well,  madam,  though  I  fay  it,  'tis  the  fweer- 

eft  pattern  that  ever  came  over and  for  iinencfs 

«  no  cobweb  comes  up  to  it ! 

Sir  Fran.  Ods  guts  and  gizzard,  madam !  Lace  as 
fine  as  a  cobweb  !  why,  what  the  devil's  that  to  co£ 
now  ? 

Moth.  Nay,  if  Sir  Francis  does  not  like  of  it,  ma- 

La.  Wrong.  He  like  it !  Dear  Mrs.  Motherly,  he 
is  not  to  wear  k. 

Sir  Fran.  Flefh,  madam,  but  I  fuppofe  I  am  to  pay 
for  it! 

La.  Wrong.  No  doubt  on't !  Think  of  your  thou- 
fand  a  year,  and  who  got  it  you,  go !  eat  your  din- 
ner, and  be  thankful,  go.  [Driving  him  to  the  Jour.] 
Come,  Mrs.  Motherly. 

[Exit.  La.  Wronghead  with  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Sir  Fran.  Very  fine  I  fo  here  I  mun  fail,  'till'  I 
D  am 
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am  almoft  famifh'd  for  the  good  of  my  country  ;  while 
madam  is  laying  me  out  an  hundred  pounds  a-day 
in  lace,  as  fine  as  a  cobweb,  for  the  honour  of  my 
family  !  Ods-flelh !  things  had  need  go  well,  at  this 
rate  ! 

'Squ.  .R/V&.-Nay,  nay. come  feyther. 

[Ex.  Sir  Fran,  and  'Squ.  Rich. 
Enter  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Moth.  Madam,  my  lady  defires  you  and  the  Count 
will  pleafe  to  come  and  affift  her  fancy,  in  fome  of 
the  new  laces. 

C.  Baf.  We'll  wait  upon  her 

[Ex.  Mrs.  Moth. 

Jenny.  So !  I  told  you  how  it  was  !  you  fee  ihe 
Can't  bear  to  leave  us  together. 

C.  Baf.  No  matter,  my  dear :  you  know  me  has 
aflt'd  me  to  ftay  fupper  :  fo,  when-, your  papa  and 
Hie  are  a-bed,  Mrs.  Myrtilla  will  let  me  into  the 
houfe  again  ;  then  you  may  Heal  into  her  cham- 
ber, and  we'll  have  a  pretty  fneaker  of  punch  to- 
gether. 

Myr.  Ay,  ay,  madam,  you  may  command  me  any 
thing. 

Jenny.  Well  !  that  will  be  pare  ! 

C.  Baf.  But  you  had  befl  go  to  her  alone,  my  life  : 
at  will  look  better  if  I  come  after  you. 

Jenny.  Ay,  fo  it  will :  and  to-morrow,  you  know 
at  the  mafquerade.  '  And  then  ! — hey  !  Ob,  VII  have 
•  a  bujband  !  ay,  marry,  Sec.'  [Ex.Jinging. 

Myr.  So  fir  !  am  not  I  very  commode   to  you  ? 

C.  Baf.  Well,  child!  and  don't  you  find  your  ac- 
count in  it  ?  Did  not  I  tell  you  we  might  ftill  be  of 
ufe  to  one  another  ? 

Myr.  Well,  but  how  Hands  your  affair  with  Mifs 
in  the  main  ? 

C.  Baf.  O  flie's  mad  for  the  mafquerade  !  it  drives 
like  a  nail,  we  want  nothing  now  but  a  parfon,  to 
cJinch  it.  Did  not  your  aunt  fay  ihe  could  get  one 
at  a  fhort  warning  ? 

Myr.  Yes,  yes,  my  Lord  TVuw/y's  chaplain  is  her 
coufm  "you  know  ;  he'll  do  your  bufinefs  and  mine, 
at  the  fame  time. 

C.  Baf. 
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C.  Baf.  O  !  it's  true  !  but  where  (hall  we  appoint 
him  ? 

Myr.  Why  you  know  my  lady  Townly's  houfe  is 
always  open  to  the  mafques  upon  a  ball-night,  be- 
fore they  go  to  the  Hay-Market. 

C.  Baf.  Good. 

Myr.  Now  the  doftor  propofes,  we  mould  all  come 
thither  in  our  habits,  and  when  the  rooms  are  full, 
we  may  (leal  up  into  his  chamber,  he  fays,  and  there 

• crack he'll   give   us   all   a  canonical 

commifiion  to  go  to  bed  together. 

C.  Baf.  Admirable !  Well,  the  devil  fetch  me,  if 
I  mall  not  be  heartily  glad  to  fee  thee  well  fettled, 
child. 

Myr.  And  may  the  black  gentleman  tack  me  un- 
der his  arm  at  the  fame  time,  if  I  mould  not  think 
myfelf  oblig'tl  to  you,  as  long  as  I  live. 

C.  Baf.  One  kifs,  for  old  acquaintance  fake    • 
I'  gad  I  (hall  want  to  be  bufy  again  ! 

Myr.  O  you'll  have  one  Ihortly  that  \vill  find  you 
employment.  But  I  muft  run  to  my  'fquire. 

C.  Baf.  And  I  to  the  ladies fo  your  hum- 
ble fervant,  fweet  Mrs.  Wronghead. 

Myr.  Yours,  as  in  duty  bound,  moft  noble  Count 
Baflet.  [Exit.  Myr. 

C.  Baf.  Why  ay  !  Count !  That  title  has  been  of 
fome  ufe  to  me  indeed !  not  that  I  have  any  more 
pretence  to  it,  than  I  have  to  a  blue  riband.  Yet,  I 
have  made  a  pretty  confiderable  figure  in  life  with 
it:  I  have  loll'd  in  my  own  chariot,  dealt  at  afiem- 
blies,  din'd  with  ambafiadors,  and  made  one  at 

quadrille  with  the  firft  women  of  quality— —But 

•  y'empora  mutantur fince  that  damn'd 

fquadron  at  White's  have  left  me  out  of  their  Jail 
fccret,  I  am  reduc'd  to  trade  upon  my  own  (lock 
of  indullry,  and  make  my  lall  pufh  upon  a  wife  : 
if  my  card  comes  up  right  (which  1  think  can't 
fail)  I  (hall  once  more  cut  a  figure,  and  cock  my 
hat  in  the  face  of  the  bell  of  them  !  for  fince  our 
modern  men  of  fortune  are  grown  wife  enough  to  be 
(harpers ;  I  think  (harpers  are  fools,  that  don't  take 
up  the  airs  of  men  of  quality.  [Exit. 

D  2  ACT    V. 


^ 
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ACT   V.     •  SCENE  Lord  TownlyV  Houfe. 

'  Enter  Manly  and  Lady  Grace. 

^ 

'  Man>*~~r^  HEkE's    fomething,    madam,    hang* 
J..      '  upon  your  mind,  to-day :    Is  it  un- 
«  fit  to  trufl.  me  with  it. 

'  La.    Grace.  Since   you    will    know."  .my 

*  fitter  then  — • unhappy  woman  ! 

«  Man.  What  of  her  ? 

•  La.  Grace.  I  fear,  is  on  the  brink  of  ruin  ! 

'  Man.    I   am    forry   for  it what    has    hap- 

«  pen'd  ? 

'  La.  Grace.  Nothing  fo  very  new !   but  the  con- 

•  tinual  repetition  of  it,  at  lafl  has.rais'd  my  brother 

*  to  an  intemperance,  that  I  tremble  at. 

'  Man.  Have  they  had  any  words  upon  it? 

'  La.  Grace.  He  has  not  feen  her  fince  yefter- 
'  day. 

'  Man.  What !  not  at  home  all  night ! 

'  La.  Grace.  About  five  this  morning,  in  me  came  ! 
'but  with  fuch  looks,  and  fuch  an  equipage  of  aiif- 

'  fortunes  at  her  heels what  can  become 

'  of  her  ? 

'  Man.  Has  not  my  lord  feen  her,  fay  you  ? 

'  La.  Grace.  No  !  he  chang'd  his  bed  laft  night 
'  I  fat  with  him  alone  'till  twelve,  in  expec\a- 

•  tion  of  her:  but,  when  the  clock  ftruck,  he  ilartcd 

*  from  his  chair,  and  grew  incens'd  to  that  degree, 
'  that  had  I  not,  almoft  on  my  knees,  difluaded  him, 
'  he  had  order'd  the  doors,  that  inflant,  to  have  been 
'  lock'd  againll  her  ! 

.. '  Maa.  How   terrible  is  his   fituation  ?   when   the 

•  moil  juitifiable  feverities  he  can  ufe  againft  her,  are 

•  liable   to  be  the  mirth   of  all  the   diffolute  card- 
'  tables  in  town  ! 

'  La.  Grace.  'Tis  that,  I   know,   has  made  him 

*  bear  fo  long :  but   you,   that  feel    for   him,    Mr. 
'  Manly,  will  alliil  him  to  fupport  his  honour,  and,  if 

'  pofiible, 


A   JOURNEY  TO  LONDON.       77 

'  poffible,  preferve  his  quiet !  therefore  I  beg  you 
'  don't  leave  the  houfe,  'till  one  or  both  of  thenl 
'  can  be  wrought  to  better  temper. 

•  Man.  How  amiable  is  this  concern  in  you  ? 

'  La.  Grace.  For   heaven's  fake  don't    mind  me, 

*  but  think  of  fomething  to  preferve  us  all. 

'  Man.    I  mall  not   take    the   merit    of  obeying 

*  your  commands,  madam,  to  ferve  my  lord • 

*  but  pray,  madam,  let  me  into  all   that  has  pad 

*  fince  yefternight  ? 

'  La.  Grace.    When   my  entreaties  had   prevail'd 

'  upon  my  lord,  not  to  make  a  ftory  for  the  town,   by 

*  fo  public  a  violence  as    fhutting  her  at  once  out  of 

*  his  doors  ;  he  order'd  the  next  apartment  to   my  la- 

«  dy's  to  be  made  ready  for  him while  that  was 

'  doing 1  try'd  by  all  the  little  arts  I  was  miftrefs 

'  of,  to  amufe   him    into  temper ;  in   fhort,  a  filent 

'  grief  was  all  I  could  reduce  him  to on  this,  we 

*  took  our  leaves,  and  parted  to  our  repofe  :  what  his 

*  was,  I  imagine  by  my  own  :  for  I  ne'er  clos'd  my 

*  eyes.     About  five,  as  I  told  you,  I  heard  my  lady  at 
4  the  door;  fo  I  flipt  on  a  gown,  and  fat  almoft  an 
'  hour  with  her  in  her  own  chamber. 

«  Max.  What  faid  me,  when  fhe  did  not  find  my 

*  lord  there  ? 

•  La.  Grace.    O  !    fo   far  from   being    mock'd   or 

*  alarm'd  at  it,  that  fhe  bleft  theoccafion  !  and  faid, 
«  that  in  her  condition,  the  chat  of  a  female  friend 
' '  was  far  preferable  to  the  belt  hulband's  company  in 
'  the  world. 

•  Man.  Where  has  fhe  fpirits  to  fupport  fo  much 
'  infenfibility  ? 

'  La.  Grace.  Nay,  'tis  incredible  !  fof  though  fhe  has 

'  loft  every  milling  fhe  had  in  the  world,  andflretch'd 

'  her  credit  ev'n   to  breaking  ;  fhe  rallied   her  own 

'  follies  with  fuch  vivacity,  and  painted  the  penance 

'  fhe  knows  fhe  murt  undergo  for  them  in   fuch  ridi- 

«  culous  lights,  that  had   not  my  concern  for  a  bro- 

*  ther  been  too  ftrong  for  her  wit,  fhe  had  almoit  dif- 
'  arm'd  my  anger. 

'  Ulan.  Her  mind  may  have  another  caft  by  this 

'  time  :  the  molt  flagrant  difpofitions  have  their  hour1? 

D  3  <  «f 
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*  of  anguifh;  which  their  pride  conceals  from  com- 

*  pany.     But  pray,   madam,   how   could  fhe  avoid 

*  coming  down  to  dine  ? 

*  La.  Grace.  O !    me  took  care  of  that  before  (he 

*  went  to  bed  ;  by  ordering  her  woman,  whenever  (lie 

*  was  afk'd  for,  to  fay  me  was  not  well. 

'  Man.  You  have   feen   her  fmce  fhe  was  up,  I 

*  prefume  ? 

*  La.  Grace.  Up  !  I  queftion  whether  fhe  be  awake 

*  yet- 

«  Man.  Terrible  !  what  a  figure  does  fhe  make 
'  now!  That  nature  mould  throw  away  io  much  beau- 

*  ty  upon  a  creature,  to  make  fuch  a  flatternly.ufe  of 

*  it! 

*  La.  Grace.  O  fy  !  there  is   not  a  more  elegant 

*  beauty  in  town,  when  fhe's  dreft. 

'  Man.  In  my  eye,  madam,  fhe  that's  early  dreft, 
«  has  ten  times  her  elegance. 

*  La.  Grace.  But  fhe  won't  be  long  now,  I  believe: 
'  for  I  think  I  fee  her  chocolate  going  up— —Mrs. 
«  Trufty a  hem  ! 

'  Mrs.  Trufty  comes  to  the  door. 
'  Man.  [AJide.]  Five  a  clock  in  the  afternoon,  for 
'  a  lady  of  quality's  breakfaft,  is  an  elegant  hour, 

*  indeed !  which,  to  fhew   her  more  polite  way  of 

*  living  too,  I  prefume  fhe  eats  in  her  bed. 

*  La.  Grace    [To  Mrs.   Trufty.]     And  when   fhe 

*  is  up,  I  would  be  glad  fhe  would  let  me  come  to 

*  her  toilet that's  all,  Mrs.  Trufty. 

'  Trufty.  1  will  be  fure  to  let  her  ladyfhip  know, 
4  madam.  [Exit  Mrs.  Trufty.' 

Enttr  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir  Francis  Wronghead,  fir,  defires  to  fpeak 
with  you. 

'  Man.  He  comes  unfeafonably what  fhall  I  do 

*  with  him  ? 

*  La.  Grace.  O  fee  him  by  all  means,  we  mall  have 

*  time  enough  j  in  the  mean  while,  I'll   ftep  in  and 

*  have  an  eye  upon  my  brother.     Nay,  nay,  don't 

*  mind  me you  have  bufinefs. 

*  Man.  You  muft  be  obey 'd [Retreating  while- 

'  Lady  Grace  goes  out.]'  Defire  him  to  walk  in. 

[Exit 
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[•Exit  Servant.]  I  fuppofe  by  this  time  his  wife  wor- 
ihip  begins  to  find,  that  the  balance  of  his  journey  to 
Lendon  is  on  the  wrong  fide.  [Enter  Sir  Francis]  Sir 
Francis,  your  fcrvant ;  how  came  I  by  the  favour  of 
this  extraordinary  vifit  ? 

Sir  Fran.   Ah  !   coufin  ! 

Man.  Why  that  forrowful  face,  man  ? 

Sir  Fran.  I  have  no  friend  alive  but  you — — 

Man.  I  am  forry  for  that but  what's  the  mat- 
ter ? 

Sir  Fran.  I  have  play'd  the  fool  by  this  journey,  I 
fee  now for  my  bitter  wife 

Man.  What  of  her? 

Sir  Fran.  Is  playing  the  devil ! 

Man.  Why  truly,  that's  a  part  that  moft  of  your 
fine  ladies  begin  with,  as  foon  as  they  get  to  London. 

Sir  Fran.  If  I  am  a  living  man,  coufin,  fhe  has 
made  away  with  above  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds 
Ance  yefterday  morning  ! 

Man.  Hah  !  I  fee  a  good  houfewife  will  do  a  great 
deal  of  work  in  a  little  time. 

Sir  Fran.  Work  do  they  call  it  ?  Fine  work  indeed ! 

Man.  Well !  but  how  do  you  mean,  made  away 

with  it?  What,  fhe  has  laid  it  out,  maybe but 

J  fuppofe  you  have  an  account  of  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Yes,  yes,  I  have  had  the  account  in- 
deed ;  but  I  mun  needs  fay,  it's  a  very  forry  one. 

Man.  Pray  let's  hear. 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  firft,  I  let  her  have  an  hundred 
and  fifty,  to  get  things  handfome  about  her,  to  lee 
the  world  fee  that  I  was  fomebody !  and  I  thought 
that  fum  was  very  genteel. 

Man,  Indeed  I  think  fo  }  and,  in  the  country, 
might  have  ferv'd  her  a  twelve-month. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  fo  it  might but  here  in  this  fine 

tawn,  forfooth !  it  could  not  get  through  four-and- 

twenty  hours for,  in  half  that  time,  it  was  all 

fquandered  away  in  baubles,  and  nevv-famion'd 
trumpery. 

Man.  O  !  for  ladies  in  London,  Sir  Francis,  all 
this  might  be  necelTary. 

Sir  Fran,  I\oa  !  theere's  the  plaeuc  on't !  the  de- 
D  4  '  vil 
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vil  o'  one  ufeful  thing  do  I  fee  for  it,  but  two  pair  of 
lac'd  fhoes,  and  thole  ftond  me  in  three  paund  three 
millings  a  pair  too. 

Man.  Dear  fir  !  this  is  nothing  !  Why  we  have  city 
wives  here,  that,  while  their  good  man  is  felling  three 
penny-worth  of  fugar,  will  give  you  twenty  pound  for 
•JL  ihort  apron. 

Sir  Frasi.  Mercy  on  us !  What  a  mortal  poor  devil 
is  a  hufband  ! 

Man.  Well,  but  I  hope  you  have  nothing  elfe  to 
complain  of? 

Sir  Fran.   Ah!  would  I  could  fay  fo  too but 

there's  another  hundred  behind  yet,  that  goes  more 
to  my  heart  than  all  that  went  before  it. 

Man.  And  how  might  that  be  difpofed  of? 

Sir  Fran.  Troth,  I  am  almoft  afham'd  to  tell  you* 

Man.  Out  with  it. 
.  Sir  Fran.  Why  me  has  been  at  an  aflembly. 

Man.  What,  iince  I  faw  you  !  I  thought  you  had 
all  fupt  at  home  laft  night  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why  fo   we   did — and  all    as    merry  as 

grigs I'  cod  !  my  heart  was  fo   open,  that  I 

tofs'd  another  hundred  into  her  apron,  to  go  out  early 

this  morning  with But  the  cloth  was  no  fooner 

taken  away,  than  in  comes  my  lady  Townly  here 
( — Avho  between  you  and  I — mum  !  has  had  the  devil 
to  pay  yonder — )  with  another  rantipol  dame  of  qua- 
lity, and  out  they  muft  have  her,  they  faid,  to  in- 
troduce her  at  my  lady  Noble's  aflembly  forfooth 

a  few  words,  you  may  be  fure,  made  the  bargain 

fo,  bawnce  !  and  away  they  drive  as  if  the  devil  had 

got  into  the  coach- box fo  about  four  or  five  in  the 

morning — ' — home   comes  madam,  with  her   eyes   a 

foot  deep  in  her  head and  my  poor  hundred 

pounds  left  behind  her  at  the  hazard  table. 

Man,  All  loll  atdice  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Every  milling among  a  parcel  of 

pig-tail  puppies,  and  pale-fac'd  women  of  quality. 

Man.  But  pray,  Sir  Francis,  how  came  you,  after 
you  found  her  fo  ill  an  houfewife  of  one  fum,  fo  foon 
to  truft  her  with  another  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  truly,  I  mun  fay  that  was  partly 

my 
• 
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ray  own  fault :  for  if  I  had  not  been  a  blab  of  my 
tongue,  1  believe  that  lait  hundred  might  have  been 
fav'd". 

Man.  How  fo  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  like  an  owl,  as  I  was,  out  of 
good-will,  foriboth,  partly  to  keep  her  in  humour,  I 
muft  needs  tell  her  of  the  thoufand  pounds  a  year  I  had 

jult  got  the  promife  of 1' cod  1  Ihe  lays  her 

claws  upon  it  that  moment faid  it  was  all  owing 

to  her  advice,  and  truly  ihe  would  have  her  fhare  on't. 

Man.  What,  before  you  had  it  yourfelf? 

Sir  Fran.  Why  ay!  that's  what  I  told  her My 

dear,  faid  I,  mayhap  I  mayn't  receive  the  firil  quar- 
ter on't  this  half  year. 

Man.  Sir  Francis,  I  have  heard  you  with  a  great 
deal  of  patience,  and  I  really  feel  companion  for  you. 

Sir  Fran.  Truly,  and  well  you  may,  coufin  ;  for 
I  don't  fee  that  my  wife's  goodnefs  is  a  bit  the  better 
for  bringing  to  London. 

Man.  If  you  remember,  I  gave  you  a  hint  of  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  ay,  it's  true  you  did  fo :  but  the 
devil  himfelf  could  not  have  believ'd  me  would  have 
rid  poll  to  him. 

Man.  Sir,  if  you  ftay  but  a  fortnight  in  this  town, 
you  will  every  day  fee  hundreds  as  fall  upon  the  gaU 
lop  as  Ihe  is. 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  !  this  London  is  a  bafe  place  indeed 
— — -waunds,  if  things  mould  happen  to  go  wroag 
with  me  at  Weltminiter,  at  this  rate,  how  the-  devil 
fhall  I  keep  out  of  a  gaol  ? 

Afow._Why  truly,  there  feems  to  me  but  one  way 
to  avoid  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  !  would  you  could  tell  me  that, 
coufin. 

Man.  The  way  lies  plain  before  you,  fir  ;  the  fame 
road  that  brought  you  hither  will  carry  you  fafe  home 
again. 

Sir  Fran.  Od's-flefti !  "coufin,  what !  and  leave  a 
thoufand  pounds  a  year  behind  me  ? 

Man.  Pooh  !  pooh !  leave  any  thing  behind  you 
but  your  family,  'and  you  are  a  faver  by  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Ay,  but  confider,  coufin,  what  a  fcurvy 
P  S  figure 
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figure  fhall  I  make  in  the  country,  if  I  come  dawn 
withawt  it ! 

Man.  You  will  make  a  much  more  lamentable  fi- 
gure in  a  gaol  without  it. 

Sir  Fran.  May  hap  'at  yow  have  no  great  opinion 
of  it  then,  couftn  ? 

Maa.  Sir  Francis,  to  do  you  the  fervice  of  a  real 
friend,  I  muft  fpeak  very  plainly  to  you  :  you  don't 
yet  fee  half  the  ruin  that's  before  you  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Good-lack  !  how  may  yow  mean>coufin  ? 

Man.  In  one  word,  your  whole  affairs   ftand  thus 

••—In  a  week,  you  will  lofe  your  feat  at  Weftmin- 

fter:  in  a  fortnight,  my  lady  will  run  you   into   a 

gaol,  by  keeping  the  beft  company In  four-and- 

twenty  hours,  your  daughter  will  run  away  with  a 
Iharper,  becaufe  (he  has  not  been  ufed  to  better  com- 
pany: and  your  fon  will  fteal  into  marriage  with  a 
caft  miftrefs,  becaufe  he  has  not  been  ufed  to  any 
company  at  all. 

Sir  Fran.  I'th'  name  o*  goodnefs  why  mould  yow 
think  all  this  ? 

Man.  Becaufe  I  have  proof  of  it ;  in  fhort,  I  know 
fo  much  of  their  fecrets,  that  if  all  this  is  not  prevent- 
ed to-night,  it  will  be  out  of  your  power  to  do  it  to- 
morrow morning. 

Sir  Fran.  Mercy  upon  us !  yow  frighten  me  ««  - 
Well,  fir,  I  will  be  govern'd  by  yow :  but  what  am 
I  to  do  in  this  cafe? 

Man.  I  have  not  time  here  to  give  you  proper  in- 
truftions:    but  about  eight  this  ev'ning,  I'll  call  at 
our  lodgings;   and  there  you  fhall  have  full  convic- 
rion,  how  much  I  have  it  at  heart,  to  ferve  you. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  my  lord  defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Man.  I'll  wait  upon  him. 

Sir  Fran.  Well  then,  I'll  go  ftrait  home,  naw. 

Man.  At  eight  depend  upon  me. 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  dear  coufm  !  I  (hall  be  bound  to  you 
as  long  as  I  live.  Mercy  deliver  us !  what  a  terrible 

arney  have  I  made  on't  I  \Exwni  federally. 
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The  SCENE  opens  to  a  Jrefing-rcom.     Lady  Townly, 
asjuj}  ufj  wafts  to  her  toilet,  leaning  on  Mrs.  Trufty. 

Trujly.  Dear  madam,  what  fliould  make  your  lady- 
fhip  fo  out  of  order  ? 

La.  T'otua.  How  is  it  poflible  to  be  well,  where  one 
is  kilPd  for  want  of  fleep  ? 

Trujly.  Dear  me  1  it  was  fo  long  before  you  rung, 
madam,  I  was  in  hopes  your  ladyftiip  had  been  finely 
compos'd. 

La.  Town.  Compos'd  !  why  I  have  Iain  in  an  inn 
here  !  this  houfe  is  worfe  than  an  inn  with  ten  ftage- 
coaches !  What  between  my  lord's  impertinent  peo- 
ple of  bufmefs  in  a  morning,  and  the  intolerable 
thick  iTioes  of  footmen  at  noon,  one  has  not  a  wink 
all  night. 

Trujly.  Indeed,  madam,  it's  a  great  pity  my  lord 
can't  be  perfuaded  into  the  hours  of  people  of  quality 

Though  I  muft  fay  that,  madam,  your  ladyftiip 

is  certainly  the  bell  matrimonial  manager  in  town. 

La.  Town,  Oh  !  you  are  quite  miilaken,  Trufty  ! 
I  manage  very  ill !  for,  notwithftanding  all  the  power 

I  have,   by  never  being  over-fond  of  my  lord yet 

1  want    money  infinitely  oftner  than  he  is  willing  to 
give  it  me. 

Tritjly.  Ah!  if  his  Lord/hip  could  but  be  brought 
to  play  himfelf,  madam,  then  he  might  feel  what  it 
is  to  want  money. 

La.  Town.  Oh  !  don't  talk  of  it !  do  you  know 
that  lam  undone,  Truily? 

Trujly.  Mercy  forbid,  madam  ! 

La.Tc-iun.     Broke!    rain'd  !    plunder'd  t — * 

ftripp'd,  even  to  a  confifcalion  of  my  laft  guinea. 

Tntfty.  You  don't  tell  me  fo,  madam! 

La.  Tmxn.  And  where  to  raife  ten  pounds  in  the 
world what  is  to  be  dene,  Truily  ? 

Trujly.  Truly,  I  wifh   I  were  wife  enough  to  tell 
you,   madam  :   bat  may  be  your  lady'fhip  may  have  a 
run  of  better  fortune  upon  feme  of  the  good  company 
that  come?  here  to-night. 

Ln.  TV.-.-?,  put  1  have  r.ot  a  flnrl.r  p-.-;-nca  m  ;  y 
m\  • 
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Trujty.  Hah  !  that's  a  bad  bufinefs  indeed,  ma- 
dam --  Adad  !  J  have  a  thought  in  my  head,  ma- 
dam, if  it  is  not  too  late  -- 

La.  Town.  Out  with  it  quickly  then,  I  befeech 
thee  ! 

Trufty.  Has  not  the  fteward  fornething  of  fifty 
pounds,  madam,  that  you  left  in  his  hands,  to  pay 
lomebody  about  this  time  ? 

La.  Town.  O  !  ay  !  I  had  forgot  --  'twas  to  - 
a—  —  ^what's  his  filthy  name  ? 

Trufty.  Now  I  remember,  madam,  'twas  to  Mr. 
Luteiiring,  your  old  mercer,  that  your  ladylhip 
turn'd  off,  about  a  year  ago,  becaufe  he  would  trull 
you  no  longer. 

La.  Town.  The  very  wretch  !  -  if  he  has  not  paid 
it,  run  quickly,  dear  Trufty,  and  bid  him  bring  it 
huher  immediately  --  [Exit  Trufty.]  Well!  fure 
mortal  woman  never  had  fuch  fortune!  five  !  five, 
mid  nine,  againllpoor  feven  for  ever  !  --  No  !  after 
t^hat  horrid  bar  of  my  chance,  that  Lady  Wrong- 
head's  fatal  red  fill  upon  the  table,  I  faw  it  was  im- 
foiEble,  ever,  to  win  another  llake  --  Sit  up  all 
night  !  lofe  all  one's  money  !  dream  of  winning  thou- 
fands  !  wake  without  a  milling  !  and  then  --  how 
like  a  hag  I  look  !  Jn  fiiort  -  the  pleasures  of  life 
are  nor  worth  this  diforder  !  Jf  it  were  not  for  mame 
now,  I  could  alrnoft  think  lady  Grace's  fobcr  Icheme 
not  quite  fo  ridiculous  --  Jf  my  wife  lord  could  but 
hold  his  tongue  for  a  week,  'tis  odds  but  1  mould  hate 
vn  in  a  fortnight  --  But  I  will  not  be  driven 
•vat  of  it,  that  s  pofitive  !  [Trufty  returns. 

7'rufy.  O  madam  !  there  is  no  bearing  it  !  Mr. 
Luteftring  was  jultlet  in  at  the  door,  as  I  came  to  the 
i'.  ••r-tu'jt  ;  and  the  lleward  is  now  actually  paying 
him  the  money  in  the  hall. 

La.  cfc-u:n.  Run  to  the  Itair-cafe  head  again——— 
and  fcream  to  him,  that  I  mult  fpe.ik  with  him  this 
iaitant.  [Trufty  runs  out,  and  fyeakt. 

t-;.  Mr.  Poundnge  -  a  hem!  Mr. 

a  word  with  you  quickly  ! 
[within.]  I'll  come  to  you  pre- 
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Tru/fy.  Prefently  won't  do,  man,  you~ 
mull  come  this  minute. 

Pound.  I  am  but  juft  paying 
money,  here. 

Trujly.  Cods  my  life  !  paying  money  ? 
is  the  man  diftracied  ?  Come  here,  1  tell 
you,  to  my  lady,  this  moment,  quick  ! 

[Trudy  returns. 

La.  Town.  Will  the  monfter  come  or  no  ?  --- 

Trujly.  Yes,  I  hear  him  now,  madam,  he  is  hob- 
ling  up  as  fall  as  he  can. 

La.  Town.  Don't  let  him  come  in  -  -for  he  will 
keep  fuch  a  babbling  about  his  accompts—  —  —  my 
brain  is  not  able  to  bear  him. 

[Poundage  comes  to  the  door  <with  a  money-bag  in  hi* 
hand. 

Trujly.  O  !  it's  well  you  are  come,  fir  !  where's 
the  lift)  pounds  ? 

Pound.  Why  here  it  is  ;  if  you  had  not  been  in 
fuch  hafte,  I  mould  have  paid  it  by  this  time  -- 
the  man's  now  writing  a  receipt  below  for  it. 

Trujly.  No  matter  1  my  lady  fays,  you  muft  not  pay 
him  wich  that  money,  there  is  not  enough,  it  feems  ; 
there's  a  piitole,  and  a  guinea,  that  is  not  good,  in  it 

—  -  befides,  there  is  a  miftake  in  the   accompt  too 

—  —  [  Twitching  the  bag  from  him.]  But  me  is   not  at 
Jeifure  to  examine   it   now  ;  lo   you   muft    bid   Mr. 
What-d'ye-call-um  call  another  time. 

La.  Toiva.  What  is  all  that  noife  there  ? 

Pound.  Why  and  it  pleafe  your  ladyfhip  --- 

La.  Town.  Pr'ythee  !  don't  plague  me  n«w,  but 
do  as  you  were  order'd. 

Pound.  Nay,  what  your  ladyfhip  pleafes,  madam  — 
[Exit  Poundage. 

Trujly.  There  they  are,  madam  -  [Pours  the  mo- 
ney out  of  the  bag.]  The  pretty  things  -  were  fo 
near  falling  into  a  nafty  tradesman's  hands,  I  proteft 
it  made  me  tremble  for  them  --  1  fancy  your  lady- 
fhip had  as  good  give  me  that  bad  guinea,  for  luck's 
fake  -  Thank  you,  madam.  [Takis  a  guinea. 

La.  Totvn.  Why,  I  did  not  bid  you  take  it. 

Trujly.  No,  but  your  ladyfhip  look'd  as  if  you  were 

juil 
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juft  going  to  bid  me,  and  fo  I  was  willing  to  fave  you 
the  trouble  of  fpeaking,  madam. 

La.  T'own.  Well  !  thou  hail  deferv'dit,  and  fo,  for 

ence but  hark  !  don't  I  hear  the  man  making  a 

noife   yonder  ?  tho'  I  think  now  we  may-  compound 
fora  little  of  his  ill  humour. - 
Trujty.     I'll  Men. 

La.  T'o-ivn.  Pr'ythee  do.       [Trufty goes  to  the  door. 
Trufty.  Ay  !  they  are  at  it,  madam — he's  in  a  bitter 

paflion  with  poor  Poundage blefs  me!    I  believe 

he'll    beat  him mercy  on  us  !  how    the    wretch 

fwears  ! 

La.  Town.  And  a  fober  citizen  too  !  that's  a 
fhame  ! 

Trufty.  Hah  !  I  think  all's  filent  of  a  fudden 

may  be  the  porter  has  knock'd  him  down I'll  ftep 

and  fee [Exit  Trufty. 

La.  Town.  Thofe  trades-people  are  the  troublc- 
fomeft  creatures  !  no  words  will  fatisfy  them  ! 

[Trufty  returns. 

Trufty.  O  madam  !  undone !  undone  !  My  lord 
has  juft  bolted  out  upon  the  man,  and  is  hearing  all 

his  pitiful  (lory  over if  your   ladyfhip   pleafes  to 

come  hither,  you  may  hear  him  yourfelf. 

La.  Town.  No  matter ;  it  will  come  round  pre- 
fently :  1  mall  have  it  all  from  my  lord,  without  loiing- 
a  word  by  the  way,  I'll  warrant  you. 

Trufty.  O  lud  !  madam  !  here's  my  lord  juft  com- 
ing  in. 

La.  Tc*vn.  Do  you  get  out  of  the  way  then.  [Exit 
Trufty.]  I  am  afraid  I  want  fpirits  !  but  he  will  foon 
give  'em  me. 

Enter  Lord   Townly. 

L.  Toiun.  How  comes  it,  madam,  that  a  traded 
man  dares  be  clamorous  in  my  houfe,  for  money  due 
to  him  from  you  ? 

La.  Toivtt.  You  don't  expeft,  my  lord,  that  I 
fltould  anfwer  for  other  people's  impertinence  ! 

L.  To^vn.  I  expeft,  madam,  you  fhould  anfwer 
for  your  own  extravagances,  that  are  the  otcafion  of 
it — I  thought  I  had  given  you  money  three  months 
ago,  to  {jitiify  sll  tl-.f'c  fi.it  of peoplt  ! 

L.i.  Tc*i-n. 
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La.  Town.  Yes,  but  you  fee  they  never  are  to  be 
fatisfied. 

L.  ToT.cn.  Nor  am  I,  madam,  longer  to  be  abus'd 
thus  !  what's  become  of  the  lall  five  hundred  I  gave 
you  ? 

La.  Town.   Gone. 

L.  Town.    Gone  !   what  way,  madam  ! 

La.  Town.  Half  the  town  over,  I  believe,  by  this 
time. 

L.  Tonvn.  'Tis  well  !  I  fee  ruin  will  make  no  im- 
preffion,  'till  it  falls  upon  you. 

La.  Town.  In  mort,  my  lord,  if  money  is  always 
the  fubjeft  of  our  converfation,  I  (hall  make  you  no 
anfvver. 

L.  Tow/z.  Madam,  madam!  I  will  be  heard,  and 
make  you  anfwer. 

La.  Town.  Make  me  !  then  I  mufl  tell  you,  my 
lord,  this  is  a  language  I  have  not  beeu,  us'd  to,  and 
I  won't  bear  it. 

L.  Town.  Come  !  come,  madamr  you  fhall  bear 
a  great  deal  more,  before  I  part  with  you. 

La.  Town.  My  lord,  if  you  infult  me,  you  will 
have  as  much  to  bear  on  your  fide,  I  can  aflure  you. 

L.Tcwn.  Pooh!  your  fpirit  grows  ridiculous 

you  have  neither  honour,  worth,  or  innocence  to  fup- 
port  it ! 

La.  Town.  You'll  find,  at  leaft,  I  have  refent- 
ment !  and  do  you  look  well  to  the  provocation  ! 

Zr.  Town.  After  thofe  you  have  given  me,  madam, 
'tis  almoft  infamous  to  talk  witli  you. 

La.  Town.  I  fcorn  your  imputation  and  your  me- 
naces !  the  narrownefs  of  your  heart's  your  monitor  ! 
'tis  there  !  there,  my  lord,  you  are  wounded  ;  you 
have  lefs  to  complain  of  than  many  hufbands  of  an 
equal  rank  to  you. 

L.  Town.  Death,  madam!  do  you  prefume  upon 
your  corporal  merit  !  that  your  perfon's  lefs  tainted 
than  your  mind !  is  it  there !  there  alone  an  honeft 
hu/band  can  be  injur'd  ?  Have  you  not  every  other 
vice  that  can  debafe  your  birth,  or  itain  the  heart  of 
woman  ?  Is  not  your  health,  your  beauty,  hufband, 
fortur.e,  fami:  .  difclait&'d,  for  nights  confum'd  in 
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riot  and  extravagance  ?  The  wanton  does  no  more  ; 
if  fhe  conceals   her  mamc,  does  lefs :  and  fure  the 
diflblute  avow'd,  as  forely  wrongs  my  honour  and  my 
quiet. 

La.  Town.  I  fee,  my  lord,  what  fort  of  wife  might 
pleafe  you. 

L.  TVzcw.  Ungrateful  woman  !    could  you   have 

feen  yourfelf,  you  in  yourfelf  had  feen  her 1  am 

amaz'd  our  legiflature  has  left  no  precedent  of  a  di- 
vorce for  this  more  vifible  injury,  this  adultery  of  the 
mind,  as  well  as  that  of  the  perfori  !  when  a  woman's 
whole  heart  is  alienated  to  pleafures  I  have  no  mare 
in,  what  is't  to  me,  whether  a  black  ace  or  a  pow- 
Uer'd  coxcomb  has  pofleffion  o/it  ? 

La.  To-ivn.  If  you  have  not  found  it  yet,  my  lord, 
tkis  is  not  the  way  to  get  pofleffion  of  mine,  depend 
upon  it. 

L.  7'oivn.  That,  madam,  I  have  longdefpair'd  of; 
and,  fince  our  happinefs  cannot  be  mutual,  'tis  fit 
that  with  our  hearts  our  perfons  too  mould  feparate— - 
This  houfe  you  fleep  no  more  in  !  Though  your  con- 
tent might  grofly  feed  upon  the  difhonour  of  a  huf- 
band,  yet  my  defires  would  ftarve  upon  the  features 
of  a  wife. 

La.  Voivn.  Your  ftyle,  my  lord,  is  much  of  the 
fame  delicacy  with  your  fentiments  of  honour. 

L.  *Tci*-vin.  Madam,  madam  !  this  is  no  time  for 
compliments — I  have  done  with  you. 

La.  Toivn.  If  we  had  never  met,  my  lord,  I  had 
not  broke  my  heart  for  it  !  but  have  a  care  !  I  may 
not,  perhaps,  be  fo  eafily  recall'das  you  imagine. 

L.  TCICH.  Recall'd  ! — Who's  there  !  [Enter  a  /er- 
•vanf.]  Defire  my  fifter  and  Mr.  Manly  to  walk  up. 

La.  TOIVM.  My  lord,  you  may  proceed  as  you  pleafe; 
but  pray  what  indifcretions  have  I  committed,  that 
are  not  daily  praclifed  by  a  hundred  other  women  of 
quality  ? 

L.  Town.  'Tis  not  the  number  of  ill  wives,  ma- 
dam, that  makes  the  patience  of  a  hufband  lefs  con- 
temptible :  and  tho'  a  bad  one  may  be  the  beft  man's 
lot,  yet  he'll  make  a  better  figure  in  the  world,  that 
keeps  his  misfortunes  out  of  doors,  than  he  that 
tamely  keeps  h«r  within 

La.  TPWM. 
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La.  Town.  I  don't  know  what  figure  you  may 
make,  my  lord,  but  I  fhall  have  no  reafon  to  be 
afham'd  of  mine,  in  whatever  company  I  may  meet 
you. 

L.  Town.  Be  fparing  of  your  fpirit,  madam,  you'll 
need  it  to  fupport  you.  [Enter  LadyGrace,  and  Man- 
ly.] Mr.  Manly,  I  have  an  a&  of  friendfhip  to  beg 
of  you,  which  wants  more  apologies  than  words  can 
wake  for  it. 

Man.  Then  pray  make  none,  my  lord,  that  I  may 
have  the  greater  merit  in  obliging  you. 

L.  Tonun.  Sifter,  I  have  the  fame  excufe  to  intreat 
•f  you  too. 

La.  Grace.  To  your  requeft,  I  beg,  my  lord. 

L.  Town.  Thus  then as  you  both  were  prefent 

at  my  ill-confider'd  marriage,  I  now  defire  you  each 
will  be  a  witnefs  of  my  determin'd  feparation.— — 
I  know,  fir,  your  good-nature,  and  my  fitter's,  mufl 
be  fhock'd  at  the  office  I  impofe  on  you  !  But,  as  I 
'don't  alk  your  juftification  of  my  caufe,  fo  J  hope 
you  are  confcious — that  an  ill  woman  can't  reproach 
you,  if  you  are  filent  upon  her  fide. 

Man.  My  lord,  I  never  thought  till  now  it  could 
be  difficult  to  oblige  you. 

'  La.  Grace.  [A/ide.]  Heavens  !  how  I  tremble  !' 

L.  Town.  For  you,  my  lady  Townly,  I  need  not 
here  repeat  the  provocations  of  my  parting  with  you 
— the  world,  J  fear,  is  too  well  inform'd  of  them 
for  the  good  lord,  your  dead  father's  fake,  I  will  ftill 

fupport  you  as  his  daughter As  the  lord  Townly's 

wife,  you  have  had  every  thing  a  fond  hufband  could 
bellow,  and  (to  our  mutual  fhame  I  fpeak  it)  more 

than  happy  wives  defire But   thofe  indulgences 

muft  end  !  State,  equipage,  and  fplendor  but  ill  be- 
come the  vices  that  mifufe  'em The  decent  ne- 

ceffaries  of  life  fhall  be  fupply'd — but  not  one  article 
to  luxury  !  Not  even  the  coach  that  waits  to  carry 
you  from  hence,  fhall  you  ever  ufe  again  !  Your  ten- 
der aunt,  my  lady  Lovemore,  with  tears,  this  morn- 
ing, has  contented  to  receive  you  ;  where  if  time  and 
your  condition  bring  you  to  a  due  reflection,  your 
allowance  fhall  be  increas'd— —  But,  if  you  ftill  are 

lavi/h 
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Javifh  of  your  little,  or  pine  for  paft  licentious  plea- 
fures,  that   little  fhall  be  lefs  !  nor  will  I  call  that 
foul  my  friend,  that  names  you  in  my  hearing  ! 

La.  Grace.  My  heart  bleeds  for  her  !  [dfifa. 

L,  Town.  O  Manly  !  look  there  !  turn  back  thy 
thoughts  with  me,  and  witnefs  to  my  growing  love  ! 
There  was  a  time  when  I  believ'd  that  form  incapable 
of  vice,  or  of  decay  !  there  J  propos'd  the  partner 
of  an  eafy  home  !  there  !  I  for  ever  hop'd  to 
find  a  chearful  companion,  an  agreeable  inti- 
mate, a  faithful  friend,  a  ufeful  help-mate,  and  a 
tender  mother  -  But  oh  !  how  bitter  now  the  difap- 
pointment  ! 

Man.  The  world  is  different  in  its  fenfe  of  happi- 
nefs  :  offended  as  you  are,  I  know  you  will  ftill  be 
juft. 

L.  Teivn.  Fear  me  not. 

Man.  This  lait  reproach,  I  fee,  has  ftruck  her. 


L.  Town.  No,  let  me  not  (though  I  this  moment 
Caft  her  from  my  heart  for  ever)  let  me  not  urge  her 
punimraent  beyond  her  crimes—  —I  know  the  world 
is  fond  of  any  tale  that  feeds  its  appetite  of  fcandal  : 
and,  as  I  am  confcious  feverities  of  this  kind  feldoin 
fail  of  imputations  too  grofs  to  mention,  I  here,  be- 
fore you  both,  acquit  her  of  the  leaft  fufpicion  raib'd 
againft  the  honour  of  my  bed.  Therefore,  when 
abroad  her  conduct  may  be  queftioned,  do  her  fame 
that  juftice. 

La.  Town.  O  fitter  !   [Turns  to  La.  Grace,  weeping. 

L.  Town.  When  I  am  fpoken  of,  where  without 
favour  this  adtion  may  be  canvafs'd,  relate  but  half 
my  provocations,  and  give  me  up  to  cenfure.  [Going. 

La.  Town.  Support  me  !  fave  me  !  hide  me  from 
the  world  !  [Falls  on  Lady  Grace'j  neck. 

L.  Town.  [Returning.]  -  1  had  forgot  me  - 
You  have  no  (hare  in  my  refentment,  therefore,  as 
you  have  liv'd  in  friendlhip  with  her,  your  parting; 
may  admit  of  gentler  terms,  than  fuit  the  honour  of 
an  injur'd  hufband.  [PjTers  to  g°  out' 

Man.  [Interposing."]  My  lord,  you  muft  not,  mall 
not  leave  her  thus  !  One  moment's  ftay  can  do  your 

caufe 
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tftufe  no  wrong!  If  looks  can  fpeak  the  anguifh  of 
the  heart,  I'll  anfwer  with  nty  life  there's  fomething 
labouring  in  her  mind,  that  would  you  bear  the  hear- 
ing, might  deferve  it. 

*£.  Town.  Confider  !  fince  we  no  more  can  meet, 
prefs  not  my  Haying  to  infult  her. 

La.  Town.  Yet  ftay,  my  lord  —  the  little  I  would 
fay,  will  not  deferve  an  infult  ;  and  undeferv'd,  I 
know  your  nature  gives  it  not.  But  as  you've  call'd 
in  friends  to  witnefs  your  refentment,  let  them  be 
equal  hearers  of  my  laft  reply. 

L.  Town.  I  fhan't  refufe  you  that,  madam—  be  it 
fo. 

La.  7W'».  My  lord,  you  ever  have  complain'd  I 
wanted  love  j  but  as  you  kindly  have  allow'd  I  never 
gave  it  to  another  ;  fo  when  you  hear  the  (lory  of  my 
heart,  though  you  may  ftill  complain,  you  will  not 
V/onder  at  my  coldnefs. 

'  La.  Grate.  This  promifes  a  reverfe  of  temper. 


Man.  This,  my  lord,  you  are  concern'd  to  hear  ! 

L.  Town.  Proceed,  I  am  attentive. 

La.  Town.  Before  I  was  your  bride,  my  lord,  the 
flattering  world  hadtalk'd  me  into  beauty,  which,  at 
my  glafs,  my  youthful  vanity  confirmed  :  wild  with 
that  fame,  I  thought  mankind  my  flaves,  I  triumph'd 
over  hearts,  while  all  my  pleafure  was  their  pain  : 
yet  was  my  own  fo  equally  infenfible  to  all,  that  when 
a  father's  firm  commands  enjoyn'd  me  to  make  choice 
of  one,  I  even  there  declin'd  the  liberty  he  gave, 
and  to  his  own  election  yielded  up  my  youth  -  His 
tender  care,  my  lord,  directed  him  to  you  -  Our 
hands  were  join'd  !  but  ftill  my  heart  was  wedded  to 
its  folly  !  My  only  joy  was  power,  command,  fociety, 
profufenefs,  and  to  lead  in  pleafures  !  The  huiband's 
right  to  rule  I  thought  a  vulgar  law,  '  which  only  the 
«  deform'd  or  meanly-fpirited  obey'd  !'  I  knew  no 
directors  but  my  paflions;  no  mafter,  but  my  will! 
Even  you,  my  lord,  fomctime  o'ercome  by  love,  were 
pleas'd  with  my  delights,  nor  then  forefaw  this  mad 
mifufe  of  your  indulgence  -  And,  though  I  call 
myfelf  ungrateful  while  I  own  it,  yet,  as  a  truth,  it 

cannot; 
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cannot  be  deny'd that  kind  indulgence  has  un- 
done me  !  it  added  ftrength  to  my  habitual  failings; 
and  in  a  heart  thus  warm  in  wild  unthinking  life,  no 
wonder  if  the  gentler  fenfe  of  love/was  loft. 

L.  Toivn.  O  Manly  !  where  has  this  crea-  "J 
ture's  heart  been  buried  !  /    . 

Man.  If  yet  recoverable— how  vaft  a  tr»a-  f    f  r 
fure  !  J 

La.  Town.  What  I  have  faid,  my  lord,  is  not  my 
excufe,  but  my  confeflion  !  My  errors  (give  'em,  if 
you  pleafe,  a  harder  name)  cannot  be  defended  !  No! 
What's  in  its  nature  wrong  no  words  can  palliate,  no 
plea  can  alter  !  What  then  remains  in  my  condition, 
but  resignation  to  your  pleafure  ?  Time  only  can 
convince  you  of  my  future  conduct :  therefore,  'till 
I  have  iW'-d-an  object  of  forgivenefs,  I  dare  not  hope 

for  pardon The  penance  of  a  lonely  contrite  life 

were  little  to  the  innocent;  but  to  have  deferv'd  thia 
feparation,  will  ftrew  perpetual  thorns,  upon  my  pil- 
low. 

'  La.  Grace.  O  happy,  heavenly  hearing  !' 

La.  Tenva.  Sifter,  farewel !  [Kijfing  bir.]  Your  vir- 
tue needs  no  warning  from  the  Ihame  that  falls  on 
me  :  but  when  you  think  I  have  atton'd  my  follies 

pafl perfuade   your    injur'd   brother   to    forgive 

them. 

L.  Town.  No,  madam !  your  errors  thus  renounc'd, 
this  inftantare  forgotten!  So  deep,  fo  due  a  fenfe  of 
them,  has  made  you  what  my  utmoft  wifhes  form'd, 
and  all  my  heart  has  figh'd  for. 

La.  Town,  [turning  to  Lady  Grace.]  How  odious 
does  this  goodnefs  make  me  ! 

•  La.  Grace.  How  amiable  your  thinking  fo  !' 

L.  Town.  Long-parted  friends,  that  pals  through 
eafy  voyages  of  life,  receive  but  common  gladnefs 
in  their  meeting  :  but  from  a  fhipwreck  fav'd,  we 
mingle  tears  with  our  embraces  ! 

[Embracing  Lady  Townly. 

La.  Town.  What  words  !  what  love  !  what  duty 
can  repay  fuch  obligations  ? 

L.  Town.  Preferve  but  this  defire  to  pleafe,  your 
power  uodkA!  ^ 
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La.  Town.  Oh!  —  till  this  moment,  never  did  I 
know,  my  lord,  I  had  a  heart  to  give  you  ! 

L.  To-Tvn.  By  Heav'n,  this  yielding  hand,  when 
firft  it  gave  you  to  my  wimes,  prefented  not  a  treafure 

more  defirable  ! O  Manly !  fitter  !  as  you  have  often 

ihar'd  in  my  difquiet,  partake  of  my  felicity  !  my 
new-born  joy  !  See  here  the  bride  of  my  defires  !  this 
may  be  call'd  my  wedding-day  ! 

La.  Grace.  Silter  !  (for  now  methinks  that  name  is 
dearer  to  my  heart  than  ever)  let  me  congratulate  the 
happinefs  that  opens  to  you. 

Man.  Long,  long,  and  mutual  may  it  flow • 

L.  T&wn.  To  make  our  happinefs  compleat,  my 
dear,  join  here  with  me  to  give  a  hand,  that  amply 
will  repay  the  obligation. 

La.  Town.  Sifter  !  a  day  like  this 

La.  Grace.  Admits  of  no  excufe  againft  the  general 
joy.  [Gives  her  hand  to  Manly. 

Man.  A  joy  like  mine defpairs  of  words   to 

fpeak  it. 

L.  Town.  O  Manly  !  how  the  name  of  friend  en- 
dears the  brother  !  [Embracing  him. 

Man.  Your  words,  my  lord,  will  warm  me  to  de- 
ferve  them. 

Enter  a  SeriHtnt. 

Sfr<v.  My  lord,  the  apartments  are  full  of  mafque- 

raders and  fome  people  of  quality  there  delire  to 

fee  your  lordfhip  and  my  lady. 

La.  Town.  1  thought,  my  lord,  your  orders  had 
forbid  this  revelling? 

L.  Town.  No,  my  dear  ;  Manly  has  defir'd  their 
admittance  to-night,  it  feems,  upon  a  particular  oc- 

cafion Say  we  will  wait  upon  them  inftantly. 

[Exit  Servant. 

La.  Town.  I  (hall  be  but  ill  company  to  them. 

L.  Town.  No  matter  :  not  to  fee  them  would  on.  a 
fudden  be  too  particular.  Lady  Grace  will  affift  you 
to  entertain  them. 

La.  Town.  With  her,  my  lord,  I  mail  be  always 

eafy Sifter,  to  your  unerring  virtue  I  now  commit 

the  guidance  of  my  future  days  • 

Nerer 
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Never  the  paths  of  pleafure  more  to  tread, 
But  where  your  guarded  innocence  mall  lead. 
For  in  the  married  ftate,  the  world  mult  own, 
Divided  happinefs  was  never  known. 
To  make  it  mutual,  nature  points  the  way  : 
Let  hufbands  govern  :  gentle  wives  obey.  [Exeunt. 

The  SCENE  opening  to  another  apartment ,  dif covers 
a  great  number  of  people  in  mafquerade,  talking  all 
together,  and  playing  upon  one  another  :  Lady 
Wronghead  as  ajbepherdcfs  ;  Jenny  as  a  nun  ;  the 
'Squire  as  a  running-footman  ;  and  the  Count  in  a 
domino.  Ajter  J'ome  thne,  Lord  and  Lady  Town- 
ly, 'with  Lady  Grace,  enter  to  them  unmajk'd. 

L.  Toi<.-n.  So  !  here's  a  great  deal  of  company. 

La.  Grace.  A  great  many  people,  my  lord,  but 
no  company — as  you'll  find— for  here's  oae  now, 
that  feems  to  have  a  mind  to  entertain  us. 

[A  majk,  after  feme  ajf'ecled  gejlures ,  makes  up  to 

Lady  Townly. 

'  Majk.  Well,  dear  lady  Townly,  fcan't  we  fee 
you  by-and-by  ? 

'  La.  To-tvn.  I  don't  know  you,  madam. 
'  Majk.  Don't  you,  ferioufly  ?    [In  a  fqueaking  tone. 
f  La.  Town.  Not  I,  indeed. 
'  Majk.    Well,  that's  charming  !   but   can't  yoa 
guefs? 

'  La.  Town.  Yes,  I  could  guefs  wrong,  I  believe. 
'  Majk.  That's  what  I'd  have  you  do. 
'   La.  Town.  But,  madam,  if!  don't  know  you  at 
all,  is  not  that  as  well  ? 

•  Majk.  Ay,  but  you  do  know  me. 

'  La.  To<u:n.  Dear  filter,  take  her  off  o'  my  hand? ; 
there's  no  bearing  this.  [jffart. 

'   La.  Grace.  I  fancy  I  know  you,  madam. 

*  Majk.  I  fancy  you  don't :  what  makes  you  think 
you  do  ? 

«  La.  Grace.  Becaufe  I  have  heard  you  talk. 

'  Majk.  Ay,,  but  you  don't  know  my  voice,  I'm 

fure. 

1  La.  Grace. 
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'  La.  Grace.  There  is  fomething  in  your  wit  and 
'humour,  madam,  fo  very  much  your  own,  it  is  im- 

*  poflible  you  can  be  any  body  but  my  Lady  Trifle. 
'  Majk.  \UnmaJking.~\  Dear  Lady  Grace!   thou  art 

•*  a  charming  creature. 

'  La.  Grace.  Is  there  no  bodyelfe  we  know  here  ? 
'  Mnjk.  O  dear,  yes !  I  have  found  ouc  fifty  al- 

*  ready. 

•  La.  Grace.  Pray  who  are  they  ? 

'  Majk.  O,  charming  company!  there's  Lady  Ram- 

«  ble Lady  Riot Lady  Kill-Care Lady 

'   Squander Lady   Strip  Lady    Pawn — — 

'  and  the  Duchefs  of  Single-Guinea.  "^ 

'  L.  TO-TVW.  Is  not  it  hard,  my  dear!  that  I 
'  people  of  fenfe  and  probity,  are  fometimes  j 

*  forc'd  to  feem  fond  of  fuch  company  ?        ^-  dpart. 
'  La.  To-ivn.   My  lord,  it  will  always  give  i 

'  me  pain  to  remember  their  acquaintance,  I 
'  but  none  to  drop  it  immediately.  J 

'  La.  Grace.  But  you  have  given  us  no  account  of 
'  the  men,  madam.     Are  they  good  for  any  thing  ? 

'   Majk.  O  yes !  you  mult  know,  I  always  rind  out 
'  them  by  their  endeavours  to  find  out  me. 

'  La.  Grace.   Prav,  who  are  thcv  ? 

'  Majk.  Why,  for  your  men  of  tip-top  wit  and 

*  pleat'ure  about  town,   there's — my  Lord  Bite  — 
«  Lord  Arch- Wag young  Brazen-Wit Lord 

*  Timberdown Lord   Joint-Life and 

'  Lord  Mortgage. Then  for  your  pretty  fel- 

*  lows  only there's  Sir   Powder  Peacock  — — 

'  Lord  Lapwing Billy  M.agpye Beau  Fright- 

'  ful Sir  Paul' Plailler-crown,  and  the  Marquils 

'  of  Monkey-man. 

«  La.  Grace.  Right !  and  thefe  are  the  fine  gentle- 

*  men  that  never  want  elbow-room  at  an  alFembly. 

'  Majk.  The  reft,  I  fuppofe,  by  their  tawdry,  hired 

*  habits,  are  tradefmen's  wives,  inns-of-court  beaux, 

*  Jews,  and  kept  miltreffes. 

'  L.  Town.  An  admirable  collection  ! 
'  La.  Grace.  Well,  of  all  our  public  diver/ions,  I 
'  am  amaz'd  how  this  that  is  fo  very  expenfive,  and 

*  has  fo  little  to  fliew  for  it,  can  draw  fo  much  com- 

*  pany  together, 

'  L.  Tc-~vn. 
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'  L.To<wn.  O!  if  it  were  not  expenfive,  the  bet- 
'  ter  fort  would  not  come  into  it :  and  becaufe  mo- 
«  ney  can  purchafe  a  ticket,  the  common  people  fcorn 
'  to  be  kept  out  of  it. 

'  Majk.  Right,  my  lord. Poor  Lady  Grace  !  I 

r  fappofe  you  are  under  the  fame  aftonifhment,  that 
'  an  opera  fhould  draw  fo  much  good  company. 

'  La.  Grace.  Not  at  all,  madam ;  it's  an  eafier 
'  matter  fure  to  gratify  the  ear,  than  the  underftand- 
'  ing.  But  have  you  no  notion,  madam,  of  receiv- 
'  ing  pleafure  and  profit  at  the  fame  time  ? 

'  Majk.  Oh !  quite  none  !   unlefs  it  be  fometimes 

*  winning  a  great  flake ;  laying  down  a  vole,  font 
'  prendre,  may  come  up  to  the  profitable  pleafure  you 
'  were  fpeaking  of. 

•  '  L.  Town.  You  feem  attentive  my  dear?  1 

'  La.  Town.  I  am,  my  lord ;  and  amaz'd  /     . 
'  at  my  own  follies,  fo  ftrongly  painted  in  f    *"* 

*  another  woman !  J 

'  La.  Grace.  But  fee,  my  lord,  we  had  beft  adjourn 
'  our  debate,  I  believe,  for  here  are  fome  mafks  that 

*  feem  to  have  a  mind  to  divert  other  people  as  well 
'  as  themfelves. 

'  L.  To<wn.  The  leaft  we  can  do  is  to  give  them  a 

*  clear  Itage  then. 

'   [A  dance  of  majkf  here,  in  various  ckara8ers.\ 

*  This  was  a  favour  extraordinary. 

'  Enter  Manly. 
'  Oh  Manly!  I  thought  we  had  loft  you. 

'  Man.  I  aflc  pardon,  my  lord  ;  but  I  have  been 

*  oblig'd  to  look  a  little  after  my  country  family. 

'  L.  Town.  Well,  pray,  what  have  you  done  with 

*  them? 

•  Man.  They  are  all  in  the  houfe  here,  among  the 
'  maflts,  my  lord;  if  your  lordfhip  has  curiofity 

*  enough  to  ftep   into  a  lower  apartment,  in  three 
'  minutes  I'll  give  you  an  ample  account  of  them. 

'  L.  Town.  O  !   by  all  means :  we  will  wait  upon 

*  you.  \¥ke  fcene  Jhuts  upon  the  mafis  to  a  fmalltr 

apartment. ' 

Manly  re-enters,  with  Sir  Francis  Wronghead. 
Sir  Fran.  Well,  coufin,  you  have  made  my  very 
8  hair 
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iiair  fland  an  end  !  waunds!  if  what  you  tell  me  be 
true,  I'll  ftufF  my  whole  family  into  a  Itage-coach, 
and  trundle  them  into  the  country  again  on  Monday 
morning. 

Man.  Stick  to  that,  fir,  and  \ve  may  yet  find  a 
way  to  redeem  all :  in  the  mean  time,  place  yourfelf 
behind  this  fcreen,  and  for  the  truth  of  what  I  have 
told  you,  take  the  evidence  of  your  own  fenfes:  but 
be  fure  you  keep  clofe  'till  I  give  you  the  fignal. 

Sir  Fran.   Sir,  I'll  warrant  you Ah!   my 

lady!  my  lady  Wronghead!  what  a  bitter  buiinefc 
have  you  drawn  me  into! 

Man.  Hufh  !  to  your  poft ;  here  comes  one  couple 
already. 

[Sir  Francis  retires  behind  the  fcreen.     Ex.  Man. 
Enter  Myrtilla,  with  'Squire  Richard. 

'SfK.  Rich.  What !  is  this  the  doctor's  chamber  ? 

Klyr.  Yes,  yes;  fpeak  foftly. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Well,  but  where  is  he-? 

Mjr.  He'll  be  ready  for  us  prefently,  but  he  fays 
he  cannot  do  us  the  good  turn  without  v.  undies :  fo, 
when  the  Count  and  your  filler  conic,  you  know,  he 
and  you  may  be  fathers  for  one  another, 

'Squ.  Rich.  Well,  well,  tit  for  tat!  ay,  ay,  that  will 
be  friendly. 

Myr.  And  fee  !  here  they  come. 

Enter  Count  BafTet,  and  Mifs  Jenny. 

C.  Baf.  So,  fo,  here's  your  brother,  and  his  briie, 
before  us,  my  dear. 

Jenny.  Well,  I  vow,  my  heart's  at  my  mouth  ftill ! 
—I  thought  I  mould  never  have  got  rid  of  mama  !  but 
while  (he  flood  gaping  upon  the  dance,  I  gave  her 
the  flip  ! — lawd!  do  but  feel  how  it  beats  here. 

C.  Baf.  O  the  pretty  flutterer  !  I  proteft,  my  dear, 
you  have  put  mine  into  the  fame  palpitation ! 

Jenny.  Ah  !  you  fay  fo but  let's  fee  now 

. '• —  O  lud  !  I  vow  it  thumps  purely - 

well,  well,  I  fee  it  will  do,  and  fo  where's  the  parfon  ? 

C.  Baf.  Mrs.  Myrtilla,  will  you  be  fo  good  as  to 
fee  if  .he  do&or's  ready  far  us? 

He  only  ftaid  for  you,  fir  :  I'll  fetch  him  im- 
[Ex.  Myr. 
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Jenny.  Pray,  fir,  am  net  I  to  take  place  of  mama, 
when  I'm  a  countefs  ? 

C.  Baf.  No  doubt  on't,  my  dear. 

Jenny.  Oh  lud!  how  her  back  will  be  up  then, 
when  fhe  meets  me  at  an  affembly !  or  you  and  I  in 
our  coach  and  fix,  at  Hyde-Park  together ! 

C.Bcf.  Ay!  or  when  me  hears  the  box-keepers, 

at  an  opera,  call  out The  Countefs- of  Baflet's 

fervants  ! 

Jenny.  Well,  I  fay  it,  that  will  be  delicious !  And 
then,  mayhap,  to  have  a  fine  gentleman  with  a  ftar 
and  a  what-d'ye-callum  ribbon,  lead  me  to  my  chair, 
with  his  hat  under  his  arm  all  the  way !  Hold  up,  fays 
the  chairman  ;  and  fo,  fays  I,  My  lord,  your  humble 
fervant.  I  fuppofe,  madam,  fays  he,  we  fliall  fee 
you  at  my  lady  Quadrillevs !  Ay,  ay,  to  be  fure,  my 

lord,  fays  I So  in  fwops  me,  with  my  hoop  ItulPd 

up  to  my  forehead  !  and  away  they  trot,  fwing !  fwang! 
with  my  toffils  dangling,  and  my  flambeaux  blazing, 

and O  !  it's  a  charming  thing  to  be  a  woman 

of  quality  ! 

C.  £af.  Well !  I  fee  that  plainly,  my  dear,  there's 
ne'er  a  duchefi  of  'em  all  will  become  an  equipage, 
like  you. 

Jenny.  Well,  well,  do  you  find  equipage,  and  I'll 
find  airs,  I  warrant  you.  [Step. 

I. 

'  What  tho'  they  call  me  country  lafs, 
'  I  renid  it  plainly  in  my  glafs, 

*  That  for  a  duchefs  I  might  pafs : 
'   O,  could  I  fee  the  day  ! 

*  Wou'd  fortune  but  attend  my  call, 
'   At  park,  at  play,  at  ring  and  ball, 

*  I'd  brave  the  proudelt  of  them  all, 

'  With  a  Itand  by clear  the  way. 

'  Surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  beaux, 
'  With  fmart  toupees,  and  powder'd  cloaths, 
'  At  rivals  I'll  turn  up  my  nofe; 
«  O,  could  I  fee  the  day  ! 

<  I'll 
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«  I'll  dart  fuch  glances  from  thefe  eyes,      '     4 
'  Shall  make  feme  lord,  or  duke,  my  prize  j 
'  And  then,  O  !   how  I'll  tyrannize, 

'  With  a  tfand  by clear  the  way. 

'III. 

•  O  !  then  for  ev'ry  new  delight, 
'  For  equipage  and  diamonds  bright, 
'  Quadrille,  and  plays/ and  balls,  all  night  ; 

'   O,  could  I  fee  the  day  ! 
«  Of  love  and  joy  I'd  take  my  fill, 
'  The  tedious  hours  of  life  to  kill, 
In  every  thing  I'd  have  my  will, 
'  With  a  Hand  by clear  the  way.' 

'Squ.  Rich.  Troth  !  I  think  this  mafquerading's  tie 
merrieft  game  that  ever  I  faw  in  my  life  !  thof  in  my 
raind,  and  there  were  but  z  little  \vreflling,  or  cudgel- 
playing  naw,  it  would  help  it  hugely  ! but  what 

a-rope  makes  the  parfon  ftay  fo? 

C.  Baf.  Oh  !   here  he  comes,  I  believe. 
Enter  Myrtilla,  *witb  a  Conftable. 

Ccnji,  Well,  madam,  pray  which  is  the  party  that 
v/nn'i  a  fpice  of  my  office  here  ? 

^ />•>-.  That's  the  gentleman.  [Pointing  to  the  Count. 

C.  Baf.  Hey-day  !  what !  in  mafquerade,  doftor  ? 

Ccnji.  Doctor !  Sir,  I  believe  you  have  miitaken 
your  man  :  but  if  you  are  called  Count  Bafict,  I  have 
a  billet-doux  in  my  hand  for  you,  that  will  fet  you 
right  preJently. 

C.  Baf.  What  the  devil's  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Con/}.  Only  my  Lord  Chief  Jultice's  warrant  againft 
you  for  forgery,  fir. 

C.  Baf.  Biood  and  thunder! 

Confl.  And  fo,  fir,  if  you  pleafe  to  pull  off  your 
fool's  frock  there,  I'll  wait  upon  you  to  the  next 
juftice  of  peace  immediately. 

Jenny.  O  dear  me  !  what's  the  matter  ?  [Trembling. 

C.  Baf.  Oh  !  nothing,  only  a  mafquerading  frolic, 
my  dear. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Oh  ho  !  is  that  all  ? 

Sir  Fran.  No,  firrah  !  that  is  not  all. 

[Sir  Fran,  coming  foftly  behind  the  'Squire,  knocks 
iiim  down  with  his  cane. 

E  2  Eattr 
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Enter  Manly. 

'Sju.  Rlcl.  O  lawd  !  O  lawd  !  he  has  beaten  my 
brains  out  ! 

Man.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  Francis,  have  a  little  mercy 
upon  my  poor  godfon,  pray  fir. 

Sir  Fran.  Waunds,  couiin,  I  hnn't  patience. 
.  C.  Baf.  Manly  !  nay,  then  I  am  blown  to  the  devil. 

[Aftft. 

'Squ.  Rich.  O  my  head  !  my  head  ! 
Enter  Lady  YV;onghead. 

La.  Wrong.  What's  the  matter  he-re,  gentlemen  ? 
far  heaven's  fake !  what,  are  you  murdering  my  chil- 
dren I 

Ccnft,  No,  no,  madam,  no  murther !  only  a  little 
fufpicion  of  felony,  that's  all. 

Sir  Fran.  \ToJenny~\  And  for  you,  Mrs.  Hot-upon't, 
Leonid  find  it  in  my  heart  to  m  ike  you  wear  that 
habit  as  long  as  you  live,  you  jade  you.  Do  you 
know,  huffy,  that  you  \vere  within  two  minutes  of 
marrying  a  pick-pocket  ? 

C.  Baf.  So,  fo,  all's  out,  I  find.  \Af.A. 

Jenny.  O  the  mercy  I — v/hy  pray,  papa,  is  not  the 
Count  a  men  of  quality  then  ? 

Sir  Fran.  O  yes !  one  of  the  unhang'd  ones,  it 
feems. 

La.  Wrong,  [djide]  Married !  O  the  confident  thing! 
there  was  his  urgent  bufuiefs  then  — —  flighted  for 

her!  I  han't  patience  ! and  for  ought  I  know, 

I  have  been  all  this  while  making  a  friendfliip  with 
a  highwayman  ! 

Man.  Mr.  Conftable!  fecure  that  door  there. 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  my  lady  !  my  lady!  this  comes  of 
,  your  journey  to  London!  but  now  I'll  have  a  frolic 
of  my  own,  madam  ;  therefore  pack  up  your  trum- 
pery this  very  night,  for  the  moment  my  horfes  are 
able  to  crawl,  you  and  your  brats  mall  make  a  jour- 
ney into  the  country  again. 

La.  Wrong.  Indeed  you  are  miftaken,  Sir  Francis — 
I  mail  not  iHr  out  of  town  yet,  I  promife  you. 

Sir  Fran.  Not  (lir !  waumls!  madam  — 
Man.  Hold,  fir^if  you'll  give  me  leave  a  little  — 
I  fancy  I  mall  prevail  with  my  lady  to  think  better 
on't. 

Sir  Fra.n. 
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Sir  Fran.  Ah  !  coufin  !  you  are  a  friend  indeed  ! 
Man.   [Apart  to  my    lady.\  Look  you,  madam,  as 
to  the  favour  you  defign'd  m°,   in  fending  this  Ipu- 
rious  letter  inclofed   to   my  Udy  Grace,  all   the  re- 
venge I  have  taken,  is   to   have  fav'd  your  fon  and 

daughter  from  ruin Now  if  you   will   take  them  " 

fairly  and  cfuietly  into  the  country  again,  I  will  fave 
your  ladyfh'p  from  ruin. 

La.  Wrong.  What  do  you  mean,    fir  ? 

Man.  Why,  Sir  Francis mall  never  know  what 

is  in  this  letter ; — look  upon  it.     How  it  came  into 
my  hands  you  {hall  know  at  leifure. 

La.  Wrong.  Ha !  my  billet-doux  to  the  Count ! 
and  an  appointment  in  it !  I  ftiall  fink  with  confu- 
fion  ! 

Man.  What  mall  I  fay  to  Sir  Francis,  madam  ? 
La.  Wrong.  Dear  fir !  I  am  in   fuch  a  trembling ! 
preferve  my  honour,  and  I  am  all  obedience  ! 

[dpart  to  Manly. 

Man.  Sir  Francis my  lady  is  ready  to  receive 

your  commands  for  her  journey,  whenever  you  pleafe 
to  appoint  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  coufin  !  I  doubt  I  am  oblig'd  to  you 
for  it. 

Man.  Come,  come,  Sir  Francis  !  take  it  as  you 
find  it.  Obedience  in  a  wife  is  a  good  thing,  though 

it  were  never  fo  wonderful ! And  now,  fir,  we 

have  nothing  to  do  but  to  difpofe  of  this  gentleman. 
C.  Baf.  Mr.  Manly  !  fir !  J  hope  you  won't  ruin 
me. 

Alan.  Did  not  you  forge  this  note  for  five  hundred 
pounds,  fir  ? 

C.Baf.  Sir — I  fee  you  know  the  world,  and  therefore 
I  (hall  not  pretend  to  prevaricate — But  it  has  hurt 
nobody  yet,  fir !  I  beg  you  will  not  ftigmatize  me  ! 
« — Since  you  have  fpoii'd  my  fortune  in  one  family,  I 
hope  you  won't  be  fo  cruel  to  a  young  fellow,  as  to 
put  it  ou:  of  my  power,  fir,  to  make  it  in  another, 
iir ! 

Man.  Look  you,  fir,  I  have  not  much  time  to 
walte  with  you  :  but,  if  you  expeft  mercy  yourfelf, 
you  muil  fliew  it  to  one  you  have  been  cruel  to. 

E    3  C.Baf. 


102    THE  PRO VOK'D  HUSBAND;  Or, 

C.  Baf.   Cruel,  fir  ! 

Man.  Have  not  you  ruin'd  this  young  woman  ? 

C.  Baf.  I,  fir  ! 

Man.  I  know  you  have therefore  you  can't 

tlame  her,  if,  in  the  faft  you  are  charg'd  \virh,  Ihe 
is  a  principal  witnefs  againft  you.  However,  you 
have  one,  and  one  only  chance  to  get  off  with.  Marry 
her  this  initant and  you  take  off  her  evi- 
dence. 

C.  Baf.  Dear  fir  ! 

Man.   No  words,  fir; — a  wife,  or  a  mittimus. 

C.  Baf.  Lord,  fir  !  this  is  the  moft  unmerciful 
mercy  !  N 

Man.  A  private  penance,  or  a  public  one— — — — 
conftable ! 

C.  Baf.  Hold,  fir,  fince  you  are  pleas'd  to  give  me 
my  choice,  I  will  not  make  fo  ill  a  compliment  to  the 
lady  as  not  to  give  her  the  preference. 

Man.  It  muft  be  done  this  minute,  fir  :  the  chap- 
lain you  expected  is  Hill  within  call. 

C.  Baf.  Well,  fir, fince  it  muft  be    fo 

Come,  fpoufe — -—I  am  not  the  firft  of  the  fraternity 
that  has  run  his  head  into  one  noofe,  to  keep  it  out 
of  another. 

Myr.  Come,  fir,  don't  repine  :  marriage  is,  at 
worft,  but  playing  upon  the  fquare. 

C.  Baf.  Ay,  but  the  worft  of  the  match  too,  is  the 
devil. 

Man.  Well,  fir,  to  let  you  fee  it  is  not  fo  bad  as 
you  think  it  j  as  a  reward  for  her  honefty,  in  detect- 
ing your  practices,  inftead  of  the  forg'd  bill  y6u 
would  have  pur  upon  her,  there's  a  real  one,  of  five 
Jhundred  pounds,  to  begin  a  new  honey-moon  with. 
[Gives  it  to  Myrtilia. 

C.  Baf.  Sir,  this  is  fo  generous  an  acl . 

Man.  No  compliments,   dear  fir 1  am  not  at 

leifure  now  to  receive  them. Mr.  Conilable,  will 

you  be  fo  good  as  to  wait  upon  this  gentleman  in:o 
the  next  room,  and  give  this  lady  in  marriage  to 
him? 

Conft.  Sir,  I'll  do  it  faithfully. 

8  C.  Baf. 
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C.  Baf.  Well !  five  hundred  will  ferve  to  make  a 
handfome  pufh  with,  however. 

[Exeunt  Count,  Myr.  and  Conftable. 

Sir  Fran.  And  that  I  may  be  fure  my  family's  rid 

of  him   for  ever come,  my  lady,  let's  even  take' 

our  children  along  with  us,  and  be  all  witnefs  of  the 
ceremony. 

[Ex.  Sir  Fran.  Lady  Wronghead,  Mifs,  and  'Squire. 

Man.  Now,  my  lord,  you  may  enter. 

Enter  Lord  and  Lady  Townly,  and  Lady  Grace. 

L.  Town.  So,  fir,  I  give  you  joy  of  your  ncgocia- 
tion. 

Man.  You  overheard  it  all,  I  prefume  ? 

La.  Grace.   From  firft  to  laft,  fir. 

L.  To-iun.  Never  were  knaves  and  fools  better  dif- 
pos'd  of. 

Man.  A  fort  of  poetical  juftice,  my  lord,  not  much 
above  the  judgment  of  a  modern  comedy. 

L.  To-ivn.  To  heighten  that  refemblance,  I  think, 
filter,  there  only  wants  your  rewarding  the  hero  of 
the  fable,  by  naming  the  day  of  his  happinefs. 

La.  Grace.  This  day,  to-morrow,  every  hour,  I 
hope,  of  life  to  come,  will  (hew  I  want  not  inclina- 
tion to  compleat  it. 

Man.  Whatever  I  may  want,  madam,  you  will  al- 
ways find  endeavours  to  deferve  you. 

L.  Town.  Then  all  are  happy. 

La.  Tcivn.  Sifter,  I  give  you  joy !  *  confummate 
*  as  the  happieft  pair  can  boait,' 

In  you,  methinks,  as  in  a  glafs,  I  fee 

The  happinefs  that  once  advanc'd  to  me. 

So  vifible  the  blifs,  fo  plain  the  way, 

How  was  it  poffible  my  fenfe  could  ilray  ? 

But  now,  a  convert  to  this  truth  I  come, 

That  married  happinefs  is  never  found  from  home. 


SONG, 


104 


SONG,    in  the  Fourth  AH. 

H,  I'll  have  a  hufband  !  ay,  marry  ; 
For  why  fhould  I  longer  tarry, 

*  For  why  fhould  I  longer  tarry 

'  Than  other  brifk  girls  have  done  ? 
For  if  1  (lay  'till  I  grow  grey, 
They'll  call  me  old  maid,  and  fully  old  jade  ; 

*  So  I'H  no  longer  tarry  ; 

But  I'll  have  a  hufband,  ay,  marry, 
'  If  money  can  buy  me  one. 

'  My  mother  me  fays  I'm  too  coming  j 

*  And  flill  in  my  ears  fhe  is  drumming, 
'  And  Hill  in  my  ears  fhe  is  drumming, 

'  That  I  fuch  vain  thoughts  fhou'd  ihun  : 
My  fiflers  they  cry,  O  fy  !  and  O  fy  ! 
But  yet  I  can  fee,  they're  as  coming  as  me; 
'  So  let  me  have  huibands  in  plenty : 
'  I'd  rather  have  twenty  times  twenty, 
*  Than  die  an  old  maid  undone.' 


EPILOGUE. 

TUTET'HINKS  I  bear  feme  powdered  critics  /ay, 

"  Damn  it!  this  'wife  reformed  has  fpoil'd  the  play  ! 
*'  The  coxcomb  Jhould  have  drawn  her  more  in  fajbi 
*'  Have  gratify* d  her  fcfter  inclination, 
"  Have  tipt  her  a  gallant ,  and clinch' 'd 'the  provoca 
But  there  our  bard  Jtops  Jhort  :  for  'tivtre  uncivil 
I"1  have  made  a  modern  belle,  all  o'er  a  devil ! 
He  hop'dy  in  honour  ofthefex,  tie  age 
Would  bear  one  mended  vjoman  —  —on  the  ft  age. 
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Frc.'n  whence,  you  fee,  by  common /enfe's  rules, 
Wives  might  be  governed,  -"were  not  hujbands  feels. 
It' hate' 'er  by  nature  dames  art  prone  to  do, 
They  feldom  ft  ray  but  when  they  govern  you. 
///>.-,v  the  wild  wife  perceives  her  deary  tame, 
No  wonder  then  fije  plays  him  all  the  game. 
But  men  offenfe  ime:  rarely  that  difajler ; 
Women  take  pride  where  merit  is  their  mafler  : 
Nay,  Jhe  that  with  a  weak  man  wi/dy  lives, 
Will  Jeem  ('  obey  the  due  commands  Jhe  gives  ! 
llaff.y  obedience  is  no  more  a  wonder, 
When  men  are  men,  and  keep  them  kindly  under, 
Hut  modern  conforts  are  fuch  high-bred  creatures, 
They  think  a  hit/band 's  power  degrades  tt:eir  features  j 
That  nothing  more  proclaims  a  reigning  beauty, 
Than  that  Jhe  never  was  reproach' d  with  duty  : 
And  that  the  great  eft  blejjing  heav'ti  e\r  fent, 
Is  in  a  fpoufe  incurious  and  content. 

To  give  fuch  dames  a  dijferent  cajl  of  thought, 
By  calling  home  the  mind,  theft '/cents  were  wrought 
If,  with  a  hand  too  ruae,  the  tajk  is  dons, 
If-'e  hope  the  fchem;,  by  Lady  Grace  laid  down, 
Jfill  all  fuch  freedom  with  ths  /ex  attont. 
That  virtue  there  unfoil^d,  by  modijh  art, 
Throws  out  attractions  fcr  a  Manly'/  h'art, 

JTou,  you  then,  ladies,  w/jo/e  unjueftion' ' d  livet 
Give  you  the  foremcjt  fame  of  happy  wives, 
Protect,  for  its  attempt,  this  helplefs  play  ; 
Nor  leave  it  to  the  vulgar  tafle,  a  prey  ; 
Appear  the  frequent  champions  of  its  caufe, 
Direct  the  crowd,  and  give  yourfelves  applau/e* 
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PROLOGUE, 

JN  ibis  grave  age,  when  Comedies  are  ff~< •, 
^    We  crave  yoitr  patronage  for  one  that's  »?w  ; 
7' hough  'twere  poor  Jlnjf\  yet  bid  the  author f fir, 
£ 'nd  lit  the  fcarcrnefs  recommend  the  ware. 
Long  have  your  ears  been  fiWd  with  tragic  parts, 
Blood  and  Blank  Verfe,  have  harden' d  all  your  bi'artr  ; 
Jf  e'er  you  fmile,  'tis  at  fome.  party  jlrokes, 
Round- heads  and  Wooden-lhoes  are ftanding  jokes  ; 
The  Jam e  conceit  gives  claps  and  hijjes  birth , 
1  'ou're  grown  fuch  politicians  in  your  mirth  ! 
For  once  we  try  (tho'  'tis,  I  own,  unfafe) 
To  pleafe  you  all,  and  make  both  parties  laugh. 

Our  Author,  anxious  for  his  fame  to-night , 
And  bajhful  in  his  firft  attempt  to  wr/tr, 
Lies  cautioujly  obfcure  and  unreveaVd, 
Like  antitnt  Aftors  in  a  majk  conceal' d. 
Cenfure  when  no  man  knows  who  writes  the  plaj, 
Were  much  good  malice  merely  thrown  away. 
The  mighty  Critics  will  not  blaft,  for  Jhame, 
A  raw  young  thing  who  dares  not  tell  his  name? 
Good-natur'd  judges  will  th'unknown  defend, 
And  fear  to  blame,  left  they  Jhould  hurt  a  friend. 
Each  Wit  may  praife  it,  for  his  ewn  dear  fake. 
And  hint  he  writ  it,  if  the  thing  Jhould  take. 
But,  if  you're  rough,  and  ufe  him  like  a  dog, 

Depend  upon  it he'll  remain  incog. 

If  you  Jhould  hifs,  be  fwears  he'll  bifs  as  high, 
And  like  a  culprit,  join  the  hue  and  cry. 

If  cruel  men  are  Jlill  a-verfe  to  fpare 
Thefe  fcenes,  they  fly  for  refuge  to  the  Fair. 
Tho'  with  a  Gbojl  our  comedy  be  heightened : 
Ladies,  upon  my  •word,  yottjhan't  be  frighten' d '. 
Oh,   'tis  a  Ghojl  that  J'eems  to  be  uncivil, 
A  well-fpread,  lujfy ,  jointure-hunting  devil : 
An  amorous  Ghoft,  that's  faithful,  fond,  and  true, 
Made  up  of  flejh  and  blood— as  much  as  you. 
Then  ev'ry  evening  come  in  flocks  undaunted  \ 
We  never  think  this  boufe  is  too  much  haunted* 
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THE 
DRUMMER: 

OR,     THE 

HAUNTED     HOUSE. 


ACT    I.     SCENE,    a  great  ball. 
Enter  the  Butler,  Coachman,  and  Gardener. 


T 


night,  that  brought  a  gentleman  to  en- 
quire about  this  ilrange  noife  we  hear  in  the  houfe. 
This  fpirit  will  bring  a  power  of  cultom  to  the  George 
— If  fo  be  he  continues  his.  pranks,  I  defign  to  fell  a 
pot  of  ale,  and  fet  up  the  fign  of  the  drum. 

Coacb.  I'll  give  madam  warning,  that's  flat — I've 
always  liv'd  in  fober  families.  I'll  not  difparage  my- 
iclf  to  be  a  fervant  in  a  houfe  that  is  haunted. 

Gard.  I'll  e'en  marry  Nell,  and  rent  a  bit  of  ground 
of  my  own,  if  both  of  you  leave  madam  ;  not  but  that 

madam's  a  very  good  woman if  Mrs.  Abigail  did 

not  fpoil  her Come,  here's  her  health. 

But.  'Tis  a  very  hard  thing  to  be  a  butler  in  a  houfe 
that  is  difturbed.  He  made  fuch  a  racket  in  the  cellar 
laft  night,  that  I'm  afraid  he'll  four  all  the  beer  in  my 
barrels. 

Coach.  Why  then,  John,  we  ought  to  take  it  off  a» 

faft  as  we  can.     Here's  to  you He  rattled  fo  loud 

under  the  tiles  laft  night,  that  I  verily  thought  the 
houfe  would  have  fallen  over  our  heads.  I  durfl  not 
go  up  into  the  cock-loft  this  morning,  if  I  had  not  got 
one  of  the  maids  to  go  along  with  me. 

Gard.  I  thought  I  heard   him  in  one  of  my  bed- 

pofts 1  marvel,  John,  how  he  gets  into  the  houfe, 

when  all  the  gates  are  (hut. 

But.  Why  look  ye,  Peter,  your  fpirit  will  creep  you 

into  an  auger-hole he'll  whilk  you  through  a  key 

hole,  without  fo  much  as  juftling  agaioft  one  of  the 
wards. 

A  3  Ceafb. 


• 


t 

Coach  *  Poor  niadam  is  mai  nly  frighted,  that's  cer- 
tain ;  and  verily  believes  it  is  my  mailer  that  was  kill'd 
in  the  lait  campaign.  '  <t 

Jjut.  .Out  of  ajl  manner  of  cjueftion,  Robin,  'tis  Sir 
Gecrge,  Mrs.  Abigail  is  of  opinion  it  can  be  none  but 
his  honour:  He  always  lov'd  the  wars ;  and  you  know 
uas  mightily  pleas' d  from  a  child  with  the  muilc  of  a 

G-.u-d.  I  wonder  his  body  was  never  found  after  the 
bviu. 

'Eat.  Found !  Why,  ye  fool,  is  not  his  body  here 
about  the  houfe?  Doll  thou  chink  he  can  beat  hia  drum 
v.iriiou:  hands  and  arms? 

Ccftch.  'Tis  mailer  as  fure  as  I  ftand  here  alive  ;  ?.nd 
1  verily  believe  I  fdw  him  lalt  night  iu  the  town  clofe. 

o«:r</.   Ay  !  how  did  he  appear  ? 

Coach.  Like  a  white  horfe. 

.  But.  Pho,  Robin,  1  tell  ye  he  has  never  appear'd  yet 
but  in  the  fiiape  of  the  found  of  a  drum. 
.  Coach.  This  makes  one  almoft  afraid  of  one's  own 
fhadow.  As  I  was  walking  from  the  ftable  t'other 
night,  without  my  lanthorn,  I  fell  acrofs  a  beam  that 
lay  in  my  way,  and  faith  my  heart  was  in  my  mouth 

. 1  thought  I  had  tumbled  over  a  fpirit. 

.  But.  Thou  might'ft  as  well  have  ftumbled  over  a 
ftraw.  Why  a  fpirit  is  fuch  a  little  thing,  that  I  have 
heard  a  man,  who  was  a  great  fcholar,  fay,  that  he'll 
dance  ye  a  Lancafhire  hornpipe  upon  the  point  of  a 

needle As  I  fat  in  the  pantry  laft  night  counting 

my  fpoons,  the  candle  m«thought  burnt  blue,  and  the 
fpay'd  bitch  look'd  as  if  me  faw  fomething. 

Coach.  Ay,  poor  cur,  ihe's  almoft  frighten'd  out 
of  her  wits. 

Gard.  Ay,  I  warrant  ye,  flic  hears  him  many  a  time 
and  often,  when  we  don't. 

But.  My  lady  mull  have  him  laid,  that's  certain, 
whatever  it  colt  her. 

(A.W.  I  fancy  when  one  goes  to  market,  one  might 
hear  of  fomebody  that  can  make  a  fpell. 

Coach.  Why  may  not  the  parfon  of  our  parj(h  lay 

<fe 
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But,  No,  no,  no ;  our  parfon  cannot  lay  him. 
'  Coach.   Why  not  he  as  well  as  another  rrtan  ? 

But.  Why,  ye  fool,  he  is  not  qualified He  ha* 

not  taken  the  oaths. 

GarJ.  Why,  d'ye  think,  John,  that  the  fpirit  would 
take  the  law  of  him  ?— Faith,  I  could  tell  you  one  way 
to  drive  him  off. 

Coach.   How's  that? 

Card.  I'll  tell  you  immediately  [drinks] 1  fancy 

Mrs.  Abigail  might  fcold  him  out  of  the  houfe. 

Coach.  Ay,  me  has  a  tongue  that  would  drown  his 
drum,  if  any  thing  could. 

But.  Pho,  this  is  all  froth;  you  underftand  nothing 

of  the  matter The  next  time  it  makes  a  noife,  I 

tell  you  what  oi'ght  to  be  done, 1  would  have 

the  Steward  fpeak  latin  to  it. 

Coach.  Ay,  that  would  do,  if  the  Steward  had  but 
courage. 

Gard.  There  you  have  it— He's  a  fearful  man.  If 
I  had  as  much  learning  as  he,  and  I  met  the  ghoft,  I'd 
tell  him  his  own  :  But  alack  what  can  one  of  us  poor 
men  do  with  a  fpirit,  that  can  neither  write  nor  read  ? 

But,  Thou  art  ;uways  cracking  and  boafting,  Peter  ; 
thou  doft  no:  know  what  mifchief  it  might  do  thee,  if 
fuch  a  filly  dog  as  thee  mould  offer  to  fpeak  to  it :  For 
ought  I  know,  he  might  flea  thee  alive,  and  mak.e 
parchment  of  thy  fkin  to  cover  his  drum  with. 

Gnrd.  A  fiddleftick  !  tell  not  me— I  fear  nothing: 
not  I !  I  never  did  harm  in  my  life ;  I  never  commit- 
ted murder. 

But.  I  verily  believe  thee  :  keep  thy  temper,  Peter; 
after  fupper  we'll  drink  each  of  us  a  double  mug,  and 
then  let  come  what  will. 

Card.  Why  that's  well  faid,  John  ;  An  honed  man 
that  is  not  quite  fober,  has  nothing*  to  fear — Here's  to 
ve — • — Why,  how  if  he  mould  come  this  minute,  here 
would  I  ftand.  Ha  !  what  noife  is  that  ? 

But.  and  Coach.  Ha  !  where  ? 
•Card.  The  devil  !  the  devil!  Oh  no;  'tis  Mrs.  Abi- 
gail. 

But.  Av,  faith !  'tis  me  ;  'tis  Mrs.  Abigail  \  A  good 
miilake  !  'tis  Mrs.  Abigail. 

A    .  Enter 
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Enter  Abigail. 

Ab.  Here  are  your  drunken  foes  for  yon !  Is  this  a 
time  to  be  guzzling,  when  gentry  are  come  to  the  houfe  ! 
Why  don't  you  lay  your  cloth  ;  How  came  you  out  of 
the  (tables  ?  Why  are  not  you  at  work  in  your  garden  ? 

Card,  Why,  yonder's  the  fine  Londoner  and  madam 
fetching  a  walk  together;  and  roe-thought  they  look'd 
as  if  they  mould  fay  they  had  rather  have  my  room 
tkan  my  company. 

But.  And  fo  forfooth  being  all  three  met  together, 
we  are  doing  our  endeavours  to  drink  this  fame  drum- 
met  out  of  our  heads. 

Gard.  For  you  mull  know,  Mrs.  Abigail,  we  are  all 
of  opinion  that  one  can't  be  a  match  for  him,  unlefi 
one  be  as  drunk  as  a  drum. 

Coach.  I  am  refolv'd  to  give  madam  warning  to  hir« 
herfe.'f  another  coachman  ;  for  I  came  to  ferve  my  maf- 
ter,  d'ye  fee,  while  he  was  alive  :  but  do  fuppofe  that  he 
has.  no  further  occafion  for  a  coach,  now  he  walks. 

But.  Truly,  Mrs.  Abigail,  I  muft  needs  fay,  that 
this  fame  fpirit  is  a  very  odd  fort  of  a  body,  after  all* 
to  fright  madam  and  his  old  fervants  at  this  rate. 

Oard.  And  truly,  Mrs.  Abigail,  I  muft  needs  fay,  I 
ferv'd  my  majler  contentedly,  while  he  was  living;  but 
I  will  ferve  no  man  living  (that  is,  no  man  that  is  not 
living)  without  double  wages. 

Ab.  Ay,  'tis  fuch  cowards  as  you  that  go  about  with 
idle  ItorLes,  to  difgrace  the  houfe,  and  bring  fo  many 
Grangers  about  it  :  You  firit  frighten  yourfelves,  and 
then  your  neighbours. 

Gard.  Frighten'd  !  I  fcor>  your  words  :  Frighten'd 


Ab.  What,  you  fot,  are  you  grown  pot-valiant  ? 

Card.  Frighten'd  with  a  drum  !  that's  a  good  one  ! 
Jt  will  do  us  no  harm,  I'll  anfwer  for  it :  It  will  bring 
no  blood-lhed  along  with  it,  take  my  word.  It  founds 
ad  like  a  train-band  drum  as  ever  I  heard  in  my  life. 

But.  Pr'ythee,  Peter,  don't  be  fo  prefumptuous. 

Ab.  Well,  thefe  drunken  rogues  take  it  as  I  could 
wiftv.  -  \  \_AJUe. 

I  /corn  to  be  frighten 'd,  BOW  J  am  in  foi't  ; 
•»  A  if 
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if  old  Dub-a-dub  fhouid  come  into  the  room,  I  would 
take  him  - 

JSut,  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  tongue. 
Gard.  1  would  take  him  - 

[The  drum  beats  ;  The  Gardener  endeavours  to  gtt 

off,  and  falls.  -^-> 

But.  and  Coach.  Speak  to  it,  Mrs.  Abigail. 
.  Gard.  Spare  my  lite,  and  take  all  I  have. 

Coach.  Make  off,  make  off,  good  Butler;  and  let  us 
go  hide  ourfelves  in  the  cellar.  \Tbey  all  run  off". 


Ab.  So,  now  the  coaft  is  clear,  I  may  venture  to  call 
out  my  drummer  --  But  firft  let  me  fhut  the  door, 
leit  we  be  furpriz'd.  Mr.  Fantome,  Mr.  Fantome!  [He 
beats.]  Nay,  nay,  pray  come  out:  the.  enemy's  fled-  — 
1,  mull  fpeak  with  you  immediately  -  Don't  ftay  to/ 
beat  a  parley. 

\Tbe  backfcent  opens,  and  difcwers  Fantome  iiaitb 
a  drum. 

Fan.  Dear  Mrs.  Nabby,  I  have  overheard  all  that 
has  been  faid,  and  find  thou  hail  manag'd  this  thing 
fo  well,  that  I  could  take  thee  in  my  arms  and  kite 
thee  -  If  my  drum  did  not  Hand  in  my  way. 

Ab.  Well,  o'  my  confcience,  you  are  the  merricft 
ghoft  !  and  the  very  pifiture  of  Sir  George  Truman. 

Fan.  There  you  flatter  me,  Mrs.  Abigail  :  Sir 
George  had  that  freflinefs  in  his  looks,  that  we  men  of 
the  town  cannot  come  up  to.  .... 

Ab.  Oh  J  Death  may  have  alter'd  you,  yon  know—  — 
Befides  you  mull  confidcr,  you  loft  a  great  deal  of  blood 
iji  the  battle. 

Fan.  Ay,  that's  right;  let  me  look  never  fo  pale,  this- 
cut  crofs  my  forehead  will  keep  me  in  countenance.  . 

Ab.  'Tis  juft  fuch  a  one  as  my  mailer  received  frcrn  a 
curfed  French  trooper,  as  my  lady's  letter  inform  'd  her. 

Fan.  It  happens  luckily  that  this  fuit  of  clothes  o£ 
Sir  George'j  tits  me  fo  well  -  1  think  I  can't  fail 
hitting  the  air  of  a  man  with  whom  I  was  fo  long  .ac- 
quainted. ;  ijejwi  jraioinit  3tt*b 

Ab.  You  are  the  very  man  -  1  vow  I  almoft  Hart. 
when  I  took  upon  you. 

A  5  Fa*. 
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fan.  But  what  good  will  this  do  me,  if  I  muff  re- 
main invifible  ?  ,  ,hr§  gniKnf 

.Ab.  Pjray  what  good  will  your  being  vifible  do  you  ? 
The  fair  Mr.  Fantome  thought  no  woman  could  with- 

Hand  him But  when  you  were  feen  by  my  lady  in 

your  proper  perfon,  after  fhe  had  taken  a  full  furvey  of 
you,  and  heard  all  the  pretty  things  you  could  fay, 
ihe  very  civilly  difmifs'd  you  for  the  lake  of  that  emp- 
ty noify  creature  Tinfel.  She  fancies  you  have  been 
gone  from  hence  this  fortnight. 

Fan.  Why  really  I  love  that  lady  fo  well,  that  tho' 
I  had  no  hopes  of  gaining  her  for  myfelf,  I  could  not 
bear  to  fee  her  given  to  another,  efpecially  to  fuch  a 
wretch  as  Tinfel. 

Ab.  Well,  tell  me  truly,  Mr.  Fantome,  have  not 
you  a  great  opinion  of  my  fidelity  to  my  dear  lady, 
that  I  would  not  fuffer  her  to  be  deluded  in  this  man- 
ner for  lefs  than  a  thoufand  pound  ? 

Fan,  Thou  art  always  reminding  me  of  my  promife 
-—Thou  {halt  have  it,  if  thou  can'it  bring  our  project 
to  bear  :  Doit  not  know  that  ftories  of  ghofts  and  ap- 
paritions generally  end  in  a  pot  of  money. 

Ab.  Why  truly  now,  Mr.  Fantome,  I  fhould  think 
myfelf  a  very  bad  woman,  if  I  had  done  what  I  do  for 
a  farthing  lefs. 

F..n.  Dear  Abigail,  how  I  admire  thy  virtue  ! 
Ab.  No,  no,  Mr.  Fantome,  I  defy  the  worft  of  my 
enemies  to  fay  I  love  mifchief  for  mifchiePs  fake. 

Fc.n.  But  is  thy  lady  perfuaded  that  I'm  the  ghoit  of 
her  deceafed  hufband  ? 

.  Ab.  I  endeavour  to  make  her  believe  fo ;  and  tell 
her  every  time  your  drum  rattles,  that  her  hulband  i», 
chiding  her  for  entertaining  this  new  lover. 

Fan.  Pr'ythec  make  life  of  all  thy  art :  for  I'm  tir'd 
twxkath  with  itrolling  round  this  wide  old  houfe,  like 
a- -rat  behind  the  wainfcor. 

.  Did  not  I  tell  you  'twn.?  the  purcll  place  in  the 
wcrid  for  you  to  p!ay  ymir  tricks  in  ?  There's  none  of 
thu  family  that  knows  every  hole  and  corner  in  it,  be- 
Ades  royfHf. 

Fan.  Ah,  Mrs.  Abigail !  you  have  had  ypurintii 

10  A ^ 
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Ab.  For  you  muft  know  when  I  was  a  romping 
young  girl,  I  was  a  mighty  lover  of  hide  and  feek. 

Fen,  I  believe  by  this  time,  I  am  as  well  acquainted 
with  the  houfe  as  yourfelf. 

Ab.  You  are  very  much  miftaken,  Mr.  Fantome  : 
But  no  matter  for  that  ;  here's  to  be  your  Itation  to-- 
night. This  place  is  unknown  to  any  one  living  be- 
fides  myfelf,  fince  the  death  of  the  joiner,  who,  you 
mull  understand,  being  a  lover  of  mine,  contriv'd  the 
wainfcot  to  move  to  and  fro,  in  the  manner  that  you 
find  it.  I  defign'd  it  for  a  wardrobe  for  my  lady's  caft 
clothes.  Oh  !  the  llomachers,  ftays,  petticoats,  com- 
modes, lac'd  fhoes,  and  good  things  that  I  have  had 
in  it  !  -  Pray  take  care  you  don't  break  the  cherry 
brandy  bottle  that  ftands  up  in  the  corner. 

Fan.  Well,  Mrs.  Abigail,  I  hire  your  clofet  of  you 
but  for  this  one  night  —  A  thoufand  pound,  you  know, 
is  a  very  good  rent. 

Ab.  Well,  get  you  gone  :  You  have  fuch  a  way  with 
you,  there's  no  denying  you  any  thing! 

Fan.  I'm  thinking  how  Tinfel  will  ftare,  when  he 
fees  me  come  out  of  the  wall  ;  for  I  am  refolved  to 
make  my  appearance  to-night. 

Ab.   Get  you  in,  get  you  in,  my  lady's  at  the  door. 

Fan.  Pray  take  care  me  does  not  keep  me  up  fo  late 
as  (he  did  lail  night,  or  depend  upon't  I'll  beat  the 
tattoo. 

Ab.  I'm  undone,  I'm  undone  -  [As  be  is  going  in.} 
Mr.  Fantome,  Mr.  Fantome,  have  you  pat  the  thou- 
fand pound  bond  into  my  brother's  hand? 

Fan.  Thou  (halt  have  it  ;  I  tell  thee  thou  (halt  have 


Ab.  No  more  words  -  Vanifli,  vanifh. 
Enter  Lady. 

Ab.  [Opening  the  door.]  Oh,  dear  madam,  was  it  you 
that  made  fuch  a  knocking?  My  heart  does  fo  beat  — 
1  vow  you  have  frighted  me  to  death  -  1  thought 
vcriiy  it  had  been  the  drummer. 

Lady.  1  have  been  ihowing  the  garden  to  Mr.  Tin- 
fel  :  He's  moil  infufferably  witty  upon  us  about  this 
Cory  of  the  drum. 

A  6  Air. 
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Al.  "Indeed,  madam,  he's  a  very  loofe  ra,an  :  I'm 
afraid  'tis  he  that  hinders  my  poor  matter  from  retting 
in  his  grave. 

Lady.  Well,  an  Infidel  is  fuch  a  novelty  in  the  coun- 
try, that  I  am  refolv'd  to  divert  myfelf  a  day  or  two 
at  leaft  with  the  oddnefs  of  his  converfation. 

Ab.  Ah,  madam  !  the  drum  began  to  beat  in  th« 
houfe  as  foon  as  ever  this  creature  was  admitted  to  vi- 
fit  you.  All  the  while  Mr.  Fantome  made  his  ad- 
dreffes  to  you  there  was  not  a  moufe  ftirring  in  the  fa- 
mily more  than  us'd  to  be 

f^ady.  This  baggage  has  fome  defign  upon  me,  more 

than  lean  yet  discover,  [^/£/*.] Mr.  Fantome  was 

always  thy  favourite. 

Ab.  Ay,  and  ihould  have  been  yours  too,  by  my 
•confent !  Mr.  Fantome  was  not  fuch  a  flight  fantaftick 

thing  as  this  is Mr.  Fantome  was  the  beft  built 

man  one  Ihould  fee  in  a  fummer's  day !  Mr.  Fantom? 
was  a  man  of  honour,  and  lov'd  you.  Poor  foul,  how 
has  he  figh'd  when  he  has  talk'd  to  me  of  my  hard- 
hearted lady — Well !  I'd  as  lief  as  a  thoufand  pound 
ypu  would  marry  Mr.  Fantome. 

Lady.  To  tell  thee  truly,  I  lov'd  him  well  enough 
till  I  found  he  lov'd  me  fo  much.  But  Mr.  Tinfcl 
niakes  his  court  to  me  with  fo  much  neglecl  and  in- 
difference, and  with  fuch  an  agreeable  faucjnefs- — Not 
that  I  fay  I'll  marry  him. 

Ah.  Marry  him,  quoih-a!  No,  if  you  mould,  you'll 
he  avvaken'd  fooner  than  married  couples  generally  are 
— You'll  quickly  have  a  drum  at  your  window. 

Lady.  I'll  hide  my  contempt  of  Tinfel  for  once,  if 
it  be  but  to  fee  what  this  wench  drives  at.  [Afide. 

Ab.  Why,  fuppofe  your  huftv.nd,  after  this  fair 
warning  he  has  given  you,  fhould  found  you  an  alarm 
at  midnight;  then  open  your  curtains  with  a  face  as 
pale  as  my  apron,  and  cry  out  with  a  hollow  voice, 
What  doll  thou  do  in  bed  with  this  fpindle-fhank'd 
fellow  i 

Lafy.  Why  wilt  thou  needs  have  it  to  be  my  huf- 
hand  ?  He  never  had  any  reafon  to  be  offended  at  me. 
I  always -lov'd  ,hira  uhile  he  was  living  i  and  fhould 
.lammuib  prefer 
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prefer  him  to  any  man,  were  he  fo  ftill.  Mr.  Tinfel 
ii  indeed  very  idle  in  his  talk  ;  but  I  fancy  Abigail>  a 
difcreet  woman  might  reform  him. 

Ab.  That's  a  likely  matter  indeed!  Did  you  ever 
hear  of  a  woman  who  had  power  over  a  man  when  ihe1 
was  his  wife,  that  had  none  while  (he  was  his  miftrefs  ? 
Oh  !  there's  nothing  in  the  world  improves  a  man  in 
his  complaifance,  like  marriage! 

kady.  He  is,  indeed,  at  prefent,  too  familiar  in  his 
converfation. 

Ab.  Familiar!  madam;  in  troth,  he's  downright 
rude. 

Lady.  But  that,  you  know,  Abigail,  (hews  he  has  no 

diflimulation  in  him Then  he  is  apt  to  jell  a  little 

too  much  upon  grave  fubjecls. 

Ab.  Grave  fubjefts!  he  jelts  upon  the  church. 

'  Lady.  But  that  you  know,  Abigail,  may  be  only 
'  to  fhew  his  wit Then  it  muft  be  own'd  he's  ex- 

*  tremely  talkative. 

'  Ab.  Talkative,  d'ye  call  it !  he's  downright  im- 

*  pertinent. 

'  Lady.  But  that  you  know,  Abigail,  is  a  fign  he 

*  has  been  us'd  to  good  company — Then  indeed  he  is 
'  very  pofitive. 

'  Ab.  Pofitive !  why,   he  contradicts  you  in  every 

*  thing  you  fay. 

'  Lady.  But  then  you  know,  Abigail,  he  has  been 
f  educated  at  the  Inns  of  Court. 

'  Ab.  A  bleifed  education  indeed!  it  has  made  him 

*  forget  his  ca'echifm!' 

Lady.  You  talk  as  if  you  hated  him. 

Ab.  You  talk  as  if  you  lov'd  him. 

Lady.  Hold  your  tongue ;  here  he  comes. 
Enter  Tinfel. 

Tin.  My  dear  widow  ! 

Ab.  My  dear  widow!  marry  come  up  !  [AJidt. 

Lady.  Let  him  alone,  Abigail;  fo  long  as  he  doe* 
not  call  me  my  dear  wife,  there's  no  harm  done. 

Tin.  I  have   been  moft  ridicubuily  diverted  fince  I 

left  you Your  fervants  have  made  a  convert  cf  my 

booby:  bis  head  is-fo  -fill'd  with  this  fooliHi  ftory  of  a 

drummer, 
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drummer,    that  I  expeft   the  ror;ue    will   be  afraid 
hereafter  to  go  upon  a  meffage  by  moon-light. 

Lady.  Ah,  Mr.  Tinfe!,  \C\\.\t  k  Ms  of  billet-doux 
would  that  be  to  many  a  fine  . 

Ab.  Then  you  ftill  believe  this  to  be  a  foolifli  fto- 
ry  ?  I  thought  my  lady  had  told  you  that  fhe  had 
heard  it  herfelf. 

Tin.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ab.  Why,  you  wbu'd  not  perfuade  us  out  of  o"ur 
fenfes  1 

fin.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ab.  There's  manners  for  you,  madam.         [Afide. 

Lady.  Admirably  rally'd  !  that  laugh  is  unanfwer- 
able  !  Now  I'll  be  hang'd  if  you  could  forbear  being 
witty  upon  me,  if  I  fliould  tell  you  I  heard  it  no 
longer  ago  than  laft  night. 

Tin.  Fancy  ! 

Lady.  But  what  if  I  fhould  tell  you  my  maid  was 
with  me ! 

Tin.  Vapours  !    vapours  !  Pray,  my  dear   widow, 

will  you  aniwermeone  queftion  ? Had  you  ever 

this  noife  of  a  drum  in  your  head  all  the  while  ycut 
hufband  was  living  ? 

'  Lady,   And  pray,  Mr.    Tinfel,  will  you   let  me 

*  afk  you   another  queftion  ?  Do  you  think   we  can 

*  hear  in  the  country  as  well  as  you  do  in  town  ? 

'  Tin.'  Believe  me,  madam,  I  could  prefcribe  you 
a  cure  for  thefe  imaginations. 

Ab.  Don't  tell  my  lady  of  imaginations,  fir,  I  have 
heard  it  myfelf. 

Tin.  Hark  thee,  child — art  thou  not  an  old  maid  ? 

Ab.  Sir,  if  I  am,  it  is  my  own  fault. 

Tin.  Whims !  freaks  !  megrims  !  indeed,  Mrs. 
Abigail. 

Ab.  Marry,  fir,  by  your  talk,  one  wou'd  believe 
you  thought  every  thing  that  was  good  is  a  megrim. 

'  Lsdy.  Why,  truly,  I  don't  very  well  undcrihnnd 
'  what  you  meant  by  yourdoclrine  to  me  in  the  gar- 
'  denjuft  now,  that  every  thing  we  faw  was  made  by 
'  chance. 

<  Ab.  A  very  pretty  fubjett  indeed  for  a  lover  to 
•  divert  his  miJlrefs  with.  '•}  oobiroJ  arto 

But  I  fuppofe  that  was  only  a  tafle  of  the 
'  converfatioa 


THE    HAUNTED    HOUSE.        ,- 

'   conversation  you    would  entertain  me  with   after 
'   marriage. 

'  Tin.  Oh,  I  fhall  then  have  time  to  read  you  fuch 

•  leftures  of  motions,  atoms,  and   nature — that  you 

•  mail  learn  to  think  as  freely  as  the  belt  of  us,  and 
'  be  convinced,  in  lefs  than  a  month,  that  all  about 
'  us  is  chance-work. 

'  Lady.  You  are  a  very  complaifant  perfon  indeed  ; 
'  and  fo  you  would  make  your  court  to  me,  by  per- 
'  fuading  me  that  I  was  made  by  chance  ! 

'  Tin.  Ha,    ha,    ha !  well  faid,    my  dear  '.  why, 

•  faith,  thou  wert  a  very  lucky  hit,  that's  certain  ! 

'  Lady.  Pray,  Mr.  Tinfel,  where  did  you  learn 
'  this  odd  way  of  talking  ? 

'  Tin.  Ah,  widow,  'tis  your  country  innocence 
'  makes  you  think  it  an  odd  way  of  talking.' 

Lady.  Tho'  you  give  no  credit  to  ftories  of  appari- 
tio.ns,  I  hope  you  believe  there  are  fuch  things  as  fpirits! 

Tin.   Simplicity  ! 

Ab.  I  fancy  you  don't  believe  women  have  fouls, 
d'ye,  fir? 

Tin.  Foolifh  enough  ! 

'  Lady.  I  vow,  Mr.   Tinfel,  I'm  afraid   malicious 
'  people  will  fay  I'm  in  love  with  an  atheift. 
. '  Tin.  Oh,  my  dear,  that's  an  old-fafhion'd  word 
'  I'm  a  free-thiaker,  child  ! 

'  Ab.  I'm  fure  you  are  a  free-fpeaker  ! 

'  Lady.  Really,  Mr.  Tinfel,  confidering  that  you 

•  are  fo  fine  a  gentleman,  I'm  amaz'd  where  you  got 
'  all  this  learning  ?  I  wonder  it  has  not  fpcil'd  your 
'    breeding. 

'  Tin  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  have  not  time  to  look 
'  into  thefe  dry  matters  myfelf,  but  I  am  convinc'd 
'  by  four  or  five  learned  men,  whom  I  fometimes 
4  overhear  at  a  coffee houfe  I  frequent,  that  our  fore- 
'  fathers  were  a  pack  of  aflcs,  that  the  world  has 
'  been  in  an  error  for  fome  thoufands  of  years,  and 
'  that  all  the  people  upon  earth,  excepting  thofc  two 

•  or  three  worthy  gentlemen, are  impos'd  upon,  cheut- 
'  ed,  bubbled,  abus'd,  bamboozled 

'  Ah,   Madam.,  how  can  you  hear  fuch  a  profligate  ? 

•  he  u'ks  like  the  London  prodigal. 

Ladj. 


>6-  THE   DRUMMER:   Or, 

'  Lady.  Why  really,  I'm  a  thinking,  if  there  b«- 
'  no  fuch  things  as  fpirits,  a  woman  has  no  occafion 
'  for  marrying She  need  not  be  afraid  to  lie  by 

•  herfelf. 

'  Tin.  Ah  !  my  dear !    are  hufbands  good  for  no- 

•  thing  but  to  frighten  away  fpirits  ?  Doft  thou  think 
'  I  could  not  inftrucl  thee  in  ieveral  other  comforts  of 

•  matrimony. 

*  Lady.  Ah  !  but  you  are  a  man  of  fo  much  know- 

•  ledge,  that  you  would  always  be  laughing  at  my  ig- 

•  norance You  learned  men  are  fo  apt  to  defpife 

•  cue! 

*  Tin.  No,  child  !  I'd  teach  thee  my  principles, 

•  thou  fhoulft  be  as  wife  as  Lam in  a  week's  time. 

'   Lady.  Do  you  think  your  principles  would  make 

•  a  woman  the  better  wife  I 

'  Tin.  Pr'ythee,  widow,  don't  be  queer. 

*  Lady.  I  love  a  gay  temper,  but  I  would  not  have 
'  you  rally  things  that  are  ierious.  m^ 

'  Tin.  Well  enough,  faith  !  where's  the  jeft  Of 
'  rallying  any  thing  elfe  ? 

*  Ab.  Ah,  madam,  did  you  ever  hear  Mr.  Fan- 

•  tome  talk  at  this  rate  ?  \_Afide. 

'  Tin.''  But  where's  this  ghoft  !  this  fon  of  a  whore  \ 
of  a  drummer?  I'd  fain  hear  him,  methinks. 

Ab.  Pray,  madam,  don't  fuffer  him  to  give  the 
ghoft  fuch  ill  language,  efpecially  when  you  have 
reafon  to  believe  it  is  my  mafter. 

Tin.  That's  well  enough,  faith,  Nab  ;  doft  think 
thy  maftcr  is  fo  unreafonable  as  to  continue  his  claim 
to  his  relift  after  his  bones  are  laid  I  Pray,  widow, 
remember  the  words  of  your  contraft,  you  have  ful- 

fiird   them   to  a  tittle Did    not   you  marry  Sir 

George  to  the  tune  of  '/;//  death  us  do  part  ? 

Lady.  I  mull  not  hear  Sir  George's  memory  treated 
in  fo  flight  a  manner — '  This  fellow  muft  have  been 
'  ,at  fome  pains  to  make  himfelf  fuch  a  finiih'd  cox- 

•  comb.         .  [Afidt: 
Tin.  Give  me  but%pofleflion  of  your  perfon,  and  I'll , 

whirl  yovi  up  to  town  for  a  winter,  and  cure  you  at 
<mce.  '  Oh  !  1  have  kqown  many  a  country  lady  come 
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*  to   London  with  frightful  ftories  of  the  hall-houfe 

'  being   haunted,    or  fairies,    fpirits,  and  witches  ;  " 
'   that   by  the  time  fhe  had  feen  a  comedy,  play'd  at. 
'  an  aflembly,  and  ambled  in  a  ball  or  two,  has  beeh 
'  fo  little  afraid  of  bugbears,  that  fhe  has  ventured 

*  home  at  all  hours  of  the  night. 

•  Jib.  Hum Sauce-box.  [^&*. 

'  Tin.  'Tis  the  folitude  of  the  country  that  creates 

*  thefe  whimfies  ;  there  was  never  fuch  a  tiling  as  & 

*  ghoft  heard   of  at  London,    except  in   the  play- 
'   hoofe' — Oh,  we'd  pafs   all    our  time   in  London. 
'Tis    the  fcene  of  pleafure   and   diversions,    wher* 
there's    fomething  to  amufe  you   every  hour  of  the 
day.     Life's  not  life  in  the  country. 

Lady.  Well  then,  you  have  an  opportunity  of  fLeu-- 
ing  the  fincerity  of  that  love  to  me  which  you  profefs. 
You  nuiy  give  a  proof  that  you  have  an  affeftion  to 
myperfon,  not  my  jointure. 

Tin.  Your  jointure  !  How  can  you  think  me  fuch 
a  dog  !  But,  child  !  won't  your  jointure  be  the  fame 
thing  in  London  as  in  the  country  ? 

Lady.  No,  you're  deceiv'd  !  You  muft  know,  it  it 
fettled  on  me  by  marriage-articles,  on  condition  that  I 
live  in  this  old  manfion-houfe,and  keep  it  up  in  repaijc* 

Tin.  How! 

Ab.  That's  well  put,  madam. 

Tin.  Why,  faith,  I  have  been  looking  upon  thfc 
houfe,  and  think  it  is  the  prettieft  habitation  I  ever1' 
law  in  my  life. 

Lady.  Ay,  but  then  this  cruel  drum  I 

Tin.   Something  fo  venerable  in  it ! 

Lady.  Ay,   but  the  drum  ! 

Tin.  For  my  part,  I  like  this  Gothic  way  of  build- 
ing better  than  any  of  your  new  orders— —it  would 
be  a  thoufand  pities  it  mould  fall  to  ruin. 

Lady.   Ay,  but  the  drum  ! 

Tin.  How  pleafamly  we  two  could  pafs  our  time  ia 
this  delicious  fituation  !    Our  lives  wou'd  be  a  con- 
tinued dream  of  happinefs.  Come,  faith,  widow,  let's 
go  upon  the  leads,  and  take  a  view  of  the  country. 
'Lady.  -Ay,  but  the  drum  !  the  drum  i 
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Tin.  My  dear,  take  my  word  for't  'tis  aH  fancy  : 
befidts,  fhould  he  drum  in  thy  very  bed-chamber,  I 
ihou'd  only  hug  thee  the  elofer. 

Clafp'd  in  the  folds  of  love,  Pd  meet  my  doom, 
And  ad  my  jay  i  tho'  thunder  Jhook  the  room. 


[Exeunt. 


ACT  II.     SCENE    opens  and  Jifcavert  Vellum  in 

his  cffice,  and  a  letter  in  hit  band, 
VeL  >~\~*  HIS  letter  aftonilheth  ;  may  I  believe  my 
I      own    eyes — or  rather   my  fpeftacles — To 
Humphry  Vellum,  Efq;  Steward  to  the  Lady  Truman. 
Vellum, 

/  doubt  not  but  you  ivill  be  glad  to  hear  your  mafter  if 
alive,  and  dejigns  to  be  -luith  you  in  half  an  hour.  The 
report  of  my  being  Jlain  in  the  Netherlands  has,  J  fnd, 
f  reduced  fame  dijorders  in  my  family.  I  am  new  at  the 
George  Inn  :  if  an  old  man,  ivitb  a  grey  beard,  in  a 
black  cloak,  inquirei  after  you,  gliit  him  admittanft* 
Ht  paffii  for  a  conjurer,  &xt  it  rtally 

Your  faithful  fr stud,  G,  Truman. 

P.  S.  Let  this  ti  a  Jeer  it,  and  you  Jhall  find  jour  at- 

tount  in  it. 

This  amazeth  me  !  and  yet  the  reafons  why  I  mould 
believe  he  is  ftill  living  are  manifold— -Firft,  becaufe 
this  has  often  been  the  cafe  of  other  military. adven- 
turers. 

Secondly,  becaufe  this  news  of  his  death  was  firft 
publifh'd  in  Diei^s  letter. 

Thirdly,  becaufe  this  letter  can  be  written  by  none 
but  himfelf—  I  know  his  hand  and  manner  of  fpel- 
linr 


Fourthly 


Vel.  Admit  him  immediately. 
But.  I  wifh  he  ben't  a  Jefuit  j  but  he  (ays  he's  no- 
thing but  a  conjurer. 
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y~el.  He  fayi  nght • — He  is  no  more  than  a  con- 
jurer. Bring  him  in  and  withdraw.  [Exit  Butler. 

And  fourthly,  As  I  was  laying,  Becauie — — 
Enter  Butler  <v;itb  Sir  George. 

B:it.  Sir,  here  is  the  conjurer— What  a  devilifh 
long  beard  he  has  !  I  warrant  it  has  been  growing 
theie  hundred  years.  \AJide.  Exit. 

Sir  G.  Dear  Vellum,  you  have  receiv'd  my  letter  ; 
but  before  we  proceed,  Jock  the  door. 

Vel.  It  is  his  voice.  [Shuts  the  door. 

Sir  G.  In  the  next  place,  help  me  off  with  this 
cumberfome  cloak. 

yd.  It  is  his  fhape. 

Sir  G.  So,  now  lay  my  beard  upon  the  table. 

Vel.  \_Afisr  having  looked  on  Sir  George  tbro'  hit 
fptfiacles.]  It  is  his  face,  every  lineament ! 

SirG.  Well  now,  I  have  put  off  the  conjurer  and 
the  old  man,  I  can  talk  to  thee  more  at  my  eafe. 

Pel.  .Believe  me,  my  good  mailer,  I  am  as  much 
rejoic'd  to  fee  you  alive,  as  1  was  upon  the  day  you 
were  born.  Your  name  was  in  all  the  news-papers, 
in  the  lift  of  thofe  that  were  flain. 

Sir  G.  We  have  not  time  to  be  particular.  I  mall 
only  tell  thee  in  general,  that  I  was  taken  prifoner 
in  the  battle,  and  was  under  clofe  confinement  fevc- 
ral  months.  Upon  my  releafe,  I  was  refolv'd  to  fur- 
prife  my  wife  with  the  news  of  my  being  alive.  I 
know,  Vellum,  you  are  a  perfon  of  fo  much  penetra- 
tion, that  I  need  not  ufe  any  further  arguments  to 
convince  you  that  I  am  fo. 

fel.  I  am — and  moreover  I  queftion.  not  but  your 
good  lady  will  likewife  be  convinc'd  of  it.  Her  ho- 
nour is  a  difcerning  lady. 

Sir  G.  I'm  only  afraid  me  mould  be  convinc'd  of 
it  to  her  forrow.  Is  not  fire  pleas'd  with  her  imagi- 
nary widowhood  ?  Tell  me  truly,  was  me  afflicied  at 
the  report  of  my  death  I 

Yel.  Sorely, 

Sir  G.  How  long  did  her  grief  laft  ? 

I'el.  Longer  than  I  have  known  any  widow's  ••  - 
at  lea  ft  three  days. 

SirC. 
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,     Sir  G. Three  days,  fay 'ft  thou  ?  Three  whole  j%Jf 
I  m  .afraid   thoa  flattered  me! O  woman!  wo- 

nB£*fra»tf*         ru  bnA  .W\ 

r*/.   Grief  is  twofold.  ^^ 

y/r  G.  This  blockhead  is  as  methodical  as  ever — 
but  I  know  lie's  honeft.  £-4f^- 

/W.  There  is  a  real  grief,  and  there  is  a  methodical 
grief:  (he  was  drown 'd  in  tears  till  fuch  time  as  the 

taylor  had  made  her  widow's  weeds Indeed  they 

became  her. 

Sir  G.  Became  her !  and  was  that  her  comfort  ? 
Truly  a  moll  feafonable  confolation  ! 

Vel.  But  I  muft  needs  fay  me  paid  a  due  regard  to 
your  memory,  and  could  not  forbear  weeping  when 
Ihe  faw  company. 

Sir  G.  That  was  kind  indeed!  I. find  {he  griev'd 
with  a  great  deal  of  good-breeding.  But  how  come* 
this  gang  of  lovers  about  her  ? 

Vel.  Her  jointure  is  coniiderable. 

Sir  G.  How  this  fool  torments  me  !  \Afide.  • 

yeL  Her  perfon  is  amiable — — 

SirG.  Death!  \AJtde. 

Vel.  But  her  character  is  unblemilh'd.  She  has 
been  as  virtuous  in  your  abfence  as  a  Penelope 

Sir  G.  And  has  had  as  many  fuitors. 

Vel.  Several  have  made  their  overtures. 

Sir  G.  Several  I 

Vel.   But  (he  has  rejefted  all. 

Sir  G.  There  thou  rev:*'ft  me ;  but  what  mean* 
this  Tinfel  ?  Are  his  vifits  acceptable  ? 

Vd.  He  is  young. 

^/GHeDisgayeliftent0him? 

Sir  G.  Sure  me  could  never  entertain  a  thoueht'of 
marrying  fuch  a  coxcomb  ! 

r&  He  is  not  ill  made. 

SirG.  Ace  the  vows  and  proteftations  that  pafs'd 
between  us  come  to  this !  I  can't  bear  the  thought 
of  it !  Is  Tinfel  the  man.  defign'd  for  my  worthy  fuc- 

W   rtilfoj  lo  yHjU^I    wit  •&& 
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Vcl.  You  do  not  confider  that  you  have  been  dead 
chafe  foaneen  months 

Sir  G.  Was  there  ever  iuch  a  dog  ? 

Vel.  And  I  have  often  heard  her  fay,  that  fhe 
never  expecl:  to  find  a  fecond  Sir  George  Truman- 
meaning  your  ho— nour. 

Sir  G.  I  think  Hie  lov'dme;  but  I  mud  fearch  into 
this  ftory  of  the  Drummer,  before  I  difcover  myfelf 
to  her.  I  have  put  on  this  habit  of  a  conjurer,  in  or- 
der to  introduce  myfclf.  It  mull  be  your  bufmefs  to. 
recommend  me  as  a  moft  profound  perfon,  tnat  by  my 
great  knowledge  in  the  curious  arts,  can  filence  the 
drummer,  and  difpoffefs  the  houfe. 

VeL  I  am  going  to  lay  my  accounts  before  my  lady, 
and  I  will  endeavour  to  prevail  upon  her  ho--nour  to 
admit  the  trial  of  your  art. 

Sir  G,  I  have  fcarce  heard  of  any  of  thefe  ftories 

that  did  not  arife  from  a  love  intrigue* Amours 

raife  as  many  ghofls  as  murders. 

Vel.  Mrs.  Abigail  endeavours  to  perfuade  us,  that 
'tis  your  ho--nour  who  troubles  the  houfe. 

Sir  G.  That  convinces  me  'tis  a  cheat ;  for!  think, 
Vellum,  I  may  be  pretty  well  afTur'd  it  is  not  me. 

ft  1.  I  atn'apt  to  think  fo  truly.     Ha— ha—ha  ! 

Sir  G.  Abigail  had  always  on  afcendant  over  her 
lady,  and  if  there  is  a  trick  in  this  matter,  depend  up- 
on it  fhe  is  at  the  bottom  of  it.  I'll  behang'dif  this 
ghoft  be  not  one  of  Abigail's  familiars. 

VeL  Mrs.  Abigail  has  of  late  been  very  myfterious. 

Sir  G.  I  fancy,  Vellum,  thou  couldft  worm  it  out 
of  her.  I  know  formerly  there  was  an  amour  between 
you. 

Vel.  Mrs.  Abigail  hath  her  allurements,  and  fhe 
knows  I  have  pick'd  up  a  competency  in  your  ho— 
hour's  fervice. 

Sir  G.  If  thou  haft,  all  I  afk  of  thee,  in  return,  is, 
that  thou  wouldft  immediately  renew  thy  addrefles  to 
her.  '  Coax  her  up.'  Thou  haft  fuch  a  filver  tongue, 
Vellum,  as  'twill  be  impoffible  for  her  to  withftand. 
Befides,  fhe  is  fo  very  a  woman,  that  fhe'll  like  thee 
the  better  for  giving  her  the  pleafure  of  telling  a  fe- 

cret. 
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cret.  In  fliort,  wheedle  her  out  of  it,  and  I  {hall  aft 
by  the  advice  which  thou  giveit  me. 

Pel.  Mrs.  Abigail  was  never  deaf  to  me,  "when  I 
talk'd  upon  that  fubjedt.  I  will  take  an  opportunity 
of  addreffing  myfelf  to  her  in  the  moil  pathetic  man- 
ner. 

Sir  G.  In  the  mean  time  lock  me  up  in  your  of- 
fice, and  bring  me  word  what  fuccefs  you  have.  --  - 
Well,  fure  I  am  the  hrft  that  ever  was  employed  to  lay 
himfelf. 

Pel.  You  ad  indeed  a  threefold  part  in  this  houfe, 
you  are  a  gholt,  a  conjurer,  and  my  ho—  nourd  m  after 
Sir  George  Truman  ;  he,  he,  he  !  You  will  pardon 
me  for  being  jocular. 

Sir  G.  Oh,  Mr.  Vellum,  with  all  my  heart.  You 
know  I  love  you  men  of  wit  and  humour.  Be  as 
merry  as  thou  pleafeft,  fo  thou  doft  thy  bufiriefs.  [Mi- 
micking bim.~\  You  will  remember,  Vellum,  your  com- 
miflion  is  twofold,  firft  to  gain  admiflion  for  me  to 
your  lady,  and  fecondly,  to  get  the  fecret  out  of  Abi- 
gail. 

Pel.  It  fufficeth. 


rbe    SCENE  Jbuti. 

Enter  Lady  fola. 

Lady.  Women  who  have  been  happy  in  a  firrt  mar- 
riage, are  the  moil  apt  to  venture  upon  a  fecond. 
But  for  my  part,  I  had  a  hufband  fo  every  way  fuited 
to  my  inclinations,  that  I  muft  entirely  forget  him, 
before  I  can  like  another  man.  I  have  now  been  a 
widow  but  fourteen  months,  and  have  had  twice-  as 
many  lovers,  all  of  'em  profeft  admirers  of  my  per- 
{on,  but  palfionately  in  love  with  my  jointure.  I 
think  it  is  a  revenge  1  owe  my  fex,  to  make  an  exam- 
ple of  this  worthlefs  tribe  of  fellows,  '  who  grow  im- 
'  pudent,  drefs  themfelves  fine,  and  fancy  we  are 
'  oblig'd  to  provide  for  'em.  But  of  all  my  captives, 
'  Mr.  Tinfel  is  the  moft  extraordinary  in  his  kind. 
'  I  hope  the  diver/ion  I  give  myft-lf  with  him  is  un- 
•'  blameable.  I'm  fure  'tis  neceffary  to  turn  my 

'  thoughts 
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thoughts  off  from  the  memory  of  that  dear  man, 
who  has  been  the  greateft  happinefs  and  afttiftion  of 
my  life.     My  heart  would  be  a  prey  to  melancholy, 
if  I  did,  not  find  thefe  innocent  methods  of  relieving 
it.'    But  here  comes  Abigail,  I  muft  teaze  the  bag- 
gage ,  for  I  find  flic  has  taken  it  into  her  head  that 
I'm  entirely  at  her  difpofal. 

Enter  Abigail. 

Ab.  Madam  !  madam!  yonder's  Mr.  Tinfel  has  as 
good  as  taken  pofleffion  of  your  houfe.     Marry,   hs 
lays,  he  mult  have  Sir  George's  apartment  enlarged  ; 
for  truly,   fays  he,  I  hate  to  be  ftraiten'd.     Nay,  he 
was  fo  impudent  as  to  mew  me  the  chamber  where  he 
intends  to  confummate,  as  he  calls  it. 
Lady.  Well  !  he's  a  wild  fellow. 
Ab.  Indeed  he's  a  very  fad  man,  madam. 
Lady.  He's  young,  Abigail,  'tis  a  thoufand  pitiei 
he  mould  be  loft  j  I  mould  be  mighty  glad  to  reform 
him. 

Ab.  Reform  him !  marry,  hang  him  ! 
Lady,   Has  not  he  a  great  deal  of  life  ? 
Ab.  Ay,  enough  to  make  your  heart  ake. 
Lady.  I  dare  fay  thou  think  ft  him  a  very  agreeable 
fellow. 

Ab.  He  thinks  himfelf  fo,  I'll  anfwer  for  him, 
Lady.  He's  very  g6od-natur'd. 
Ab.  He  ought  to  be  fo,  for  he's  very  filly. 
Lady.  Doft  thou  think  he  loves  me  ? 
Ab.  Mr.  Fan  tome  did,  I  am  fure. 
Lady.  With  what  raptures  he  talk'd  ! 
Abm  Yes,  but 'twas  in  praife  of  your  jointure-houfe. 
Lady.  He  has  kept  bad  company. 
Ab.  They  muft  be  very  bad  indeed,  if  they  were 
worfe  than  himfelf. 

Lady.  I  have  a  ftrong  fancy  a  good  woman  might 
reform  him. 

Ab.  It  wou'd  be  a  fine  experiment,  if  it  fhou'd  not 
fucceed. 

Lady.  Well,  Abigail,  we'll  talk  of  that  another 
time;  here  comes  the  fteward,  I  have  no  further  oc- 
calion  for  you  at  prefenu  [Exit  Abigail. 

Enter 
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Enter.  Vellum. 

VeL  Madam,  is  your  ho-nour  at  leifure  to  look  in- 
to the  account  of  the  laft  week  ?  They  rife  very  high 
--  Houfe-keeping  is  chargeable  in  a  houfe  that  is 
haunted. 

Ladj.  How  comes  that  to  pafs  ?  I  hope  the  drum 
neither  eats  nor  drinks!  But  read  your  account,  Vel- 
lum. 

Vel.  [Putting  on  and  off  bii  fpettacles  in  this  /cene.] 
A  hoglhead  and  a  halt  of  ale  -  It  is  not  for  the 
ghoft's  drinking  —  but  your  ho-nour's  fervants  fay  they 
jnuft  have  fomething  to  keep  up  their  courage  againft 
^this  ftrange  noife.  They  tell  me  they  expeft  a  dou- 
ble quantity  of  malt  in  their  fmall-beer,  fo  long  as 
the  houfe  continues  in  this  condition. 

Lady.  At  this  rate  they'll  take  care  to  be  frighten'd 
all  the  year  round,  I'll  anfwer  for  'em.  But  go  on. 

VeL.  Item,  Two  fheep,  and  a  —  Where  is  the  ox  i  — 
Oh,  here  I  have  him  -  and  an  ox  -  Your  ho-nour 
muft  always  have  a  piece  of  cold  beef  in  the  houfe, 
for  the  entertainment  of  fo  many  ftrangers,  who  come 
from  all  parts  to  hear  this  drum.  If  em,  Bread,  ten 
'peck  loaves  —  They  cannot  eat  beef  without  bread  — 
Item,  Three  barrels  of  table-beer  —  They  mult  have 
drink  with  their  meat. 

Lady.  Sure  no  woman  in  England  has  a  fteward 
that  makes  fuch  ingenious  comments  on  his  works. 


Vel.  Item*  To  Mr.  Tinfel's  fervants  five  bottles  of 
jport  wine  —  It  was  by  your  ho-nour's  order  -  hem, 
three  bottles  of  fack,  for  the  ufe  of  Mrs.  Abigail. 

Lady*  I  fuppofe  that  was  by  your  own  order. 

Vel.  We  have  been  long  friends,  we  are  your  ho- 
nour's antient  fervants.  Sack  is  an  innocent  cordial, 
and  gives  her  fpirit  to  chide  the  fervants,  when  they 
are  tardy  in  their  bufmefs  ;  he,  he,  he  !  pardon  me 
for  being  jocular. 

Lady.  Well,  I  fee  you'll  come  together  at  laft. 

Vel.  Item,  A  dozen  pounds  of  wax  lights,  for  th« 
«fe  of  the  fervants. 

Lady.  For  the  ufe  of  the  fervants  !  What  are  the 
g  rogues 
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rogues  afraid  of  fleeping  in  the  dark  !  What  an  un- 
fortunate woman  am  I  !  This  is  fuch  a  particular 
diirrefs,  it  puts  me  to  my  wits  end.  Vellum,  what 
wou'd  you  advife  me  to  do  ? 

VeL  Madam,  your  ho-nour  has  two  points  to  con- 
fider.  Imprimis,  To  retrench  thefe  extravagant  ex- 

pences,  which  fo  many  ftrangers  bring  upon  you. 

Secondly,  To  clear  the  hoafe  of  this  invifible  drummer. 

Lady.  This  learned  divifion  leaves  me  juit  as  wife 
as  I  was.  But  how  mull  we  bring  thefe  two  points  to 
bear  ? 

Vel.  I  befeech  your  ho-nour  to  give  me  the  hearing. 

Lady.  I  do.  But  pr'ythee  take  pity  on  me,  and 
be  not  tedious. 

Vel.  I  will  be  concife.  There  is  a  certain  perfon 
arrived  this  morning,  an  aged  man,  of  a  venerable 
afpeft,  and  of  a  long  hoary  beard,  thatreacheth  down 
to  his  girdle.  The  common  people  call  him  a  wizard* 
a  white-witch,  a  conjurer,  a  cunning-man,  a  necro- 
mancer, a 

Lady.  No  matter  forliis  titles.  But  what  of  all 
this  ? 

Vel.  Give  me  the  hearing,  good  my  lady  !  he  pre- 
tends to  great  (kill  in  the  occult  fciences,  and  is  come 
hither  upon  the  rumour  of  this  drum.  If  one  may 
believe  him,  he  knows  the  fecret  of  laying  ghofls,  or 
of  quieting  houfes  that  are  haunted. 

Lady.  Pho,  thefe  are  idle  ftories,  to  amufe  the 
country-people,  this  can  do  us  no  good. 

Vel.  It  can  do  us  no  harm,  my  lady. 

Lady.  I  dare  fay  thou  dolt  not  believe  there  is  any 
thing  in  it  thyfelf. 

Vel.  I  cannot  fay  I  do  ;  there  is  no  danger  how- 
ever in  the  experiment.  Let  him  try  his  {kill ;  if  it 
mou'd  fucceed,  we  are  rid  of  the  drum ;  if  it  fhcu'd 
not,  we  may  tell  the  world  that  it  has,  and  by  that 
means  at  leaft  get  out  of  this  expenfive  way  of  living ; 
fo  that  it  mull  turn  out  to  your  advantage,  one  way 
or  another. 

Lady.  I  think  you  argue  very  rightly.  But  where 
is  the  man  ?  I  would  fain  fee  him  !  He  mult  be  a  cu- 
riofity. 

B  Fel. 
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Vel.  I  have  already  difcoursM  him,  and  he  is  to  be 
with  me,  in  my  office,  half  an  hour  hence.  He  afics 
nothing  for  his  pains  till  he  has  done  his  work ;  no 
cuie,  no  money. 

Lady.  That  circumftance,  I  muft  confefs,  wou'd 
make  one  believe  there  is  more  in  his  art  than  one 
would  imagine.  Pray,  Vellum,  go  and  fetch  him 
hither  immediately. 

Vel.  I  am  gone.  He  fhall  be  forth-coming  forth- 
with. {Exeunt. 
'Enter  Cutler,  Coachman,  and  Gardener. 

But.  Rare  news,  my  lads,  rare  news  ! 

Gard.  What's  the  matter  ?  haft  thou  got  any  more 
vales  for  us  ? 

But.  No,  'tis  better  than  that. 

Coach.  Is  there  another  ftranger  come  to  the  houfe  ? 

But.  Ay,  fuch  a  ftranger  as  will  make  all  our  lives 


eafy. 
Ga 


lard.  V/hr.t  !  Is  he  a  lord  ! 

B-ut.  A  lord  !  No,  nothing  like  it — He's  a  conjurer. 

Coach.  A  conjurer  !  what,  is  he  come  a  wooing  to 
my  lady? 

But.  No,  no,  you  fool ;  he's  come  a  purpofe  to  lay 
the  fpirit. 

Coach.  Ay  marry,  that's  good  news  indeed  :  but 
where  is  he  ? 

But.  He  is  lock'd  up  with  the  fteward  in  his  office, 
they  are  laying  their  heads  together  very  clofe.  I 
fancy  they  are  cafting  a  figure. 

Card.  Pr'ythee,  John,  what  fort  of  a  creature  is  a 
conjurer  ? 

But.  Why,  he's  made  much  as  other  men  are,  if  it 
was  not  for  his  long  grey  beard. 

Coach.  Look  ye,  Peter,  it  ftands  with  reafon,  that  a 

conjurer  fhould  have  a  long  grey  beard for  did  ye 

ever  know  a  witch  that  was  not  an  old  woman  i" 

Card.  Why  I  remember  a  conjurer  once  at  a  farr, 
tHat  to  my  thinking  was  a  very  fmock-fac'd  man,  and 
yet  he  fpew'd  curt  fifty  yards  of  green  ferret.  I  fancy, 
John,  if  thoud'it  get  him  into  the  pantry,  and  give 
him  a  cup  of  ;i!c,  he'd  mew  us  a  few  tricks.  DC  :; 

thiuii 
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think  we  cou'd  not  perfuade  him  to  fwailow  one  of 
thy  cafe-knives  for  his  divenlon  !  He'll  certainly  bring 
it  up  again. 

But.  Peter !  thou  art  fuch  a  wife-acre  !  Thou  doft 
not  know  the  difference  between  a  conjurer  and  a  jug- 
ler.  This  man  mull  be  a  very  great  mafter  qt  his 
trade.  His  beard  is  at  kaft  half  a  yard  long,  he'* 
drefled  in  a  ftrange  dark  cloke,  as  black  as  a  coal  : 
your  conjurer  always  goes  in  mourning. 

Card.  Is  he  a  gentleman  ?  Had  he  a  fword  by  his 
fide? 

But.  No,   no,  he's  too  grave  a  man  for  that ;    « 

conjurer  is  as  grave  as  a  judge but  he  had  a  long 

white  wand  in  his  hand. 

Coach.  You  may  be  fure  there's  a  good  deal  of  virtue 
in  that  wand 1  fancy  'tis  made  out  of  witch-elm. 

Card.  I  warrant  you  if  the  ghoft;  appears,  he'll' 
whiflc  ye  that  wand  before  his  eyes,  and  ftrike  you 
the  drum-Hick  out  of  his  hand. 

But.  No  ;  the  wand,  look  ye,  is  to  make  a  circle,, 
and  if  he  once  gets  the  ghoft  in  a  circle,  then  he  has 
him — let  him  get  out  again  if  he  can.  A  circle,  you 
muft  know,  is  a  conjurer's  trap. 

Coach.  But  what  will  he  do  with  him,  when  he  has 
him  there  ? 

But.  Why,  then  he'll  overpower  him  with  .his  learn- 
ing. 

Card.  If  he  can  once  compafs  him,  and  get  him  in 
Lob's  pound,  he'll  make  nothing  of  him,  but  fpeak  a 
few  hard  words  to  him,  and  perhaps  bind  him  over  to 
his  good  behaviour,  for  a  thoufand  years. 

Coach.  Ay,  ay,  he'll  fend  him  packing  to  his  grave 
•again,  with  a  flea  in  his  ear,  I  warrant  him. 

But.  No,  no,  I  wou'd  advife  madam  to  fpare  no 
coft.  If  the  conjurer  be  bat  well  paid,  he'll  take 
pains  upon  the  ghoft,  and  lay  him,  look  ye,  in  the  Red 
Sea — and  then  he's  laid  for  ever. 

Coach.  Ay  marry,  that  would  fpoil  his  drum  for  him. 

Card.  Why  John,  there  muft  be  a  power  of  fpirits 
in  that  fame  Red  Sea— -I  warrant  ye  they  are  as 
plenty  as  Lin. 

B  2  Coaclr. 
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Coach.  Well,  I  wifh,  after  all,  that  he  may  not  be 
too  hard  for  the  conjurer  1  I'm  afraid  he'll  find  a  tough 
bit  of  work  on't. 

Gard.  I  wifli  the  fpirit  may  not  carry  a  corner  of  the 
houfe  off  with  him. 

But.  As  for  that,  Peter,  you  may  be  fure  that  the 
fteward  has  made  his  bargain  with  the  cunning-man, 
before-hand,  that  he  mall  itand  to  all  colts  and  da- 
mages.— But  hark  !  yonder's  Mrs.  Abigail,  we  mall 
have  her  with  us  immediately,  if  we  do  not  get  off. 

Gard.  Ay,  lads  !  if  we  could  get  Mrs.  Abigail  well 
laid  too— we  fhould  lead  merry  lives. 

For  to  a  man  like  me  that's  flout  and  bold, 
A  ghoft  is  not  fo  dreadful  as  a  fcold.         [Exeunt. 
* 

vr.A  I       rnT 

III.    SCENE  optns,  and  difcovers  Sir  George 
///  Vellum's  Office. 

Sir  G.  Y  Wonder  I  don't  hear  of  Vellum  yet.  But  I 
JL  know  his  wifdom  will  do  nothing  rafhly. 
The  fellow  has  been  fo  us'd  to  form  in  bufmefs,  that 
it  has  infected  his  whole  converfation.  But  I  mult  not 
find  fault  with  that  punctual  and  exaft  behaviour, 
which  has  been  of  fo  much  ufe  to  me  ;  my  cftate  is 
the  better  for  it.  [Enter  Vellum.]  Well,  Vellum, 
I'm  impatient  to  hear  your  fuccefs. 

Vel.  Firil  let  me  lock  the  door. 

Sir  G,  Will  your  lady  admit  me  ? 

Vel.  If  this  lock  is  not  mended  foon,  it  will  be  quite 
;    fpoiled. 

Sir  G.  Pr'ythee  let  the  lock  alone  at  prefent,  and 
anfwer  me. 

Vel.  Delays  in  bufinefs  are  dangerous — I  mutt  fend 
for  the  fmith  next  week — and  in  the  mean  time  will 
:take  a  minute  of  it. 

Sir  G.  But  what  fays  your  lady  ? 

Vel.  This  pen  is  naught,  and  wants  mending— 
My  lady,  did  you  fay  ? 

Sir  G.  Does  me  admit  me  ? 

'"'       Vel 
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I'tl.  I  have  gained  admiffion  for  you  as  a  conjurer. 

Sir  G.  That's  enough  !  'I'll  gain  admiffion  for  my- 
felf  as  a  hufband.  Does  Ihe  believe  there's  any  thing 
in  my  art  ? 

yd.  It  is  hard  to  know  what  a  woman  believes. 

SirG.  Did  (he  afk  no  queftions  about  me  I 

I'd.  Sundry— She  defires  to  talk  with  you  herfelf, 
before  you  enter  upon  your  bunnefs. 

Sir  G.  But  when  ? 

Vel.  Immediately  ;  this  inftant. 

Sir  G.  Hugh.  What  haft  thou  been  doing  all  this 
while  ?  Why  didft  not  tell  me  fo  ?  Give  me  my  cloke 
— Have  you  met  with  Abigail  ? 

Vel.  I  have  not  yet  had  an  opportunity  of  talking 
with  her.  But  we  have  interchanged  fowe  languiflung 
glances. 

Sir  G.  Let  thee  alone  for  that,  Vellum.  I  have 
formerly  feen  thce  ogle  her  through  thy  fpe&acles. 
Well  !  this  is  a  moft  venerable  cloke.  After  the  bufi- 
r.t'1  of  this  day  is  over,  I'll  make  thee  a  prefent  ofit. 
'Twill  become  thee  mightily. 

yd.  He,  he,  h;  !  wou'd  you  make  a  conjurer  of 
your  fteward  ? 

Sir  G.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  jocular,  I'm  in  hafte. 
Help  me  on  with  my  beard. 

yd.  And  what  will  your  ho-nour  do  with  your  caft 
beard  ? 

Sir  G.  Why,  faith,  thy  gravity  wants  only  fuch  a 
beard  to  it ;  if  thou  would'ft  wear  it  with  the  cloke, 
thou  would'ft  make  a  moft  compleat  heathen  philofo- 
pher.  But  where's  my  wand  ? 

Vd.  A  fine  taper  ftick  !  It  is  well  chofen.  I  will 
keep  this  till  you  are  fherifF  of  the  county.  It  is  not 
my  cuftom  to  let  any  thing  be  loft. 

Sir  G.  Come,  Vellum,  lead  the  way.  You  muft 
introduce  me  to  your  lady.  Thou'rt  the  fitteft  fellow 
in  the  world  to  be  mailer  of  the  ceremonies  to  a  con- 
jurer.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Abigail  crojjin*  the  ftage.     Tinfel  fdlowing. 
fin.  Nabby,  Nabby,  whither  fo  fait,  child  ? 

•  B    3  At. 
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Ab.  Keep  your  hands  to  yourfelf.  I'm  going  to 
call  the  ft  e  ward  to  my  Ir.dv. 

Tin,  What,  Goodman  Twofold  ?  I  met  him  walk- 
ing  with  a  ftrange  old  fellow  yonder.  J  fuppofe  he 
belongs  to  the  family  too.  He  looks  very  antique.  He 
inuft  be  fome  of  the  furniture  of  this  old  manfion- 
houfe. 

Ab.  What  does  the  man  mean  ?  Don't  think  fo 
palm  me,  as  you  do  my  lady, 

7/Vi.  Pr'ythec,  Nab  by,  tell  me  one  thing  ;  what's 
the  reafon  thou  art  my  enem}  ? 

Jl.  M-.rry,  becaufe  I'm  a  friend  to  my  lady. 
V'/'/r.   Dolt  thou  fee  any  thing  about  me  thou  doft 
not  like  ?  Come  hither,  hufly,  give  me  a  kifs.  Doa'fr 
1-c  iii-natur'd. 

Ab.  Sir,  I  know  how  to  be  civil.  [Kffis  ker.~\ — , 
This  rogue  will  carry  oif  my  lady,  if  1  don't  tako 
care.  [-4**. 

i    ?'i«.  Thy  lips  are  as  foft  as  velvet,  Abigail.     I 
muft  get  thee  a  hufband. 

Ab.  Ay,  now  you  don't  fpeak  idly,  I  can  talk  to 
you. 

fin.  I  have  one  in  my  eye  for  thee.     Doft  fhot 
love  a  young  lufty  fon  of  a  whore  ? 
Ab'.  Lud,  how  you  talk  f 
7'iK.  This  is  a  thundering  dog. 
Ab..  What  is  he? 
{Tin.  A  private  gentleman. 
Ab.  Ay  1  where  does  he  live  ! 

7V».  In  the  Horfe-Guards But  he  has  one  fault 

J  muft  tell  thee  of.     If  thou  can'ft  bear  with  that, 
he's  a  roan  for  thy  purpofe. 

Ab.  Pray,  Mr.  Tinfel,  what  may  that  be  ? 
¥111.  He's  but  fiVe-and-twenty  years  old. 
Ab.  Tis  no  matter  for  his  age,  if  he  has  been  well 
•educated. 

Tin.  No  man  better,  child ;  he'll  tie  a  wig,  tofs 
a  die,  make  a  pafs,  and  fwear  with  fach  a  grace, 
as  would  make  thy  heart  leap  to  hear  him. 

Ab.  Half  thefe  accompliftiments  will  do,  provided 
be  has  an  eflate— — Pray  what  has  he  ? 

Tie. 
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Tin.  Not  a  farthing. 

Ab.  Pox  on  him',  what  do  I  give  him  the  hearing 
for  !  (#fflK 

Tin.  But  as  for  that  I  would  make  it  up  to  hir.i. 

Ab.  How? 

Tin.  Why,  look  ye,   child,  as  foon  as  I  hr.v- 
ricd  thy  lady,  I  defign  to  clifcharge  this  old  prig  of  a 
fleward,  and  to  put  this  honeft  gentleman  I  am  (peak- 
ing of  into  his  place. 

Ab.  [AJtJt.]  This  fellow's  a  fool  --  I'll  have  no 
more  to  fay  to  him.  --  Hark  !    mv  lady's  a  coming  ? 

Tin.  Depend    upon    it,  Nab,   Til    remember   my 
promife. 

Ab.  Ay,  and  fo  will  I  too—  to  your  coft.       \_df.tL'. 

\Exit  Abigail. 

Tin.  My  dear  \\  purely  fitted  up  with  a  maid  —  Cut 
\  {hall  rid  the  hc_ 

'Enter  Lady. 

lady.  On,  Mr.  Tir.fe!,  lam  glad  to  meet  you  here. 
I  rm  gping  to  give  you  an  entertainment^  that  won't 
be  diiugre.eable  to  a  ir:;.n  of  wit  and  pleafure  of  the 
town.  There  may  be  fomething  diverting  in  a  con- 
beLvjeen  a  coiiju^er  and  this  conceited  afs'. 


Tin.  She  loyes  me  to  dJitraftion,  I  fee  that. 
—  Pr'ythce,  widow,  explain  thyfelf. 

,  You  mult  knov/  here  is  a  ftrange  fort  of  a 
man  come  to.  town,  who  undertakes  to  free  the  houib 
from  this  diiturbance.  The  fteward  believes  him  a 
conjurer. 

Tin.  Ay  ;  thy  fteward  is  a  deep  one  ! 

Lady.  He's  to  be  here  immediately  It  is  indeed 
$n  odd  figure  of  a  man. 

Tin.  Oh  !  I  warrc!i:  you  he  has  fiudied  the  black 
art!  Ha,  ha,  ha!  L  he  not  an  Oxford  fcholar?  - 
Widow,  thy  ho'ufe  is  'the'-  molt  extraordinarily  inha- 
bited of  any  >vidow's  this  clay  in  Chriltendom.  -  1 
think  thy  f'^ur  chief  Joincilics  arc  —  a  wither'd  Abi- 
gail —  a  fuperannuatcJ.  fie  \vard  —  a  ghod—  and  a  con- 
jurer. 


Lady.  [M'^/r^-Tinfel.]   And  you  would  have  it 
13  4  inhabited 
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inhabited   by  a   fifth,  who  is   a  more  extraordinary 
perfon  than  any  of  all  thefe  four. 

Tin.   'Tis    a  fure  fign  a  woman  loves  you,  when 
fhe    imitates    your  manner.    {Afide.~\  —  Thou'rt  very 
Jmart,  my  dear.     But  fee  !   fmoke  the  dodor. 
Enter  Vellum,  and  Sir  George  in  bis  conjurer's  laiit. 

Vel.  I  will  introduce  this  profound  perfon  to  your 
Jadyfhip,  and  then  leave  him  with  you  -  Sir,  this 
is  her  ho-nour. 

Sir  G.  1  know  it  well.  [Exit  Vellum. 


,  walking  in  a  niufing  pofture.  ]  That  dear  wo- 
man, the  fight  of  her  unmans  me.  I  cou'd  weep  for 
tt-ndernefs,  did  not  I,  at  the  fame  time,  feel  an  in- 
dignation  rife  in  me,  to  fee  that  wretch  after  her  : 
and  yet  1  cannot  but  fmile  to  fee  her  in  the  company 
of  her  firft  and  fecond  hulband  at  the  fame.  time. 

Lady.  Mr.  Tinfel,  do  you  fpeak  to  him  j  you  are 
us'd  to  the  company  of  men  of  learning. 

Tin.  Old  gentleman,  thou  dolt  not  look  like  an 
inhabitant  of  this  world  ;  I  fuppofe  thou  art  lately 
come  down  from  the  ftars.  Pray,  what  news  is  ftir- 
ring  in  the  Zodiac? 

Sir  G.  News  that  ought  to  make  the  heart  of  a 
coward  tremble.  Mars  is  now  entering  into  the  firfl 
houfe,  and  will  fhortly  appear  in  all  his  domal  dig- 
nities - 

Tin.  Mars  ?  Pr'ythee,  Father  Grey-beard,  explain 
thyfelf. 

Sir  G.  The  entrance  of  Mars  into  his  houfe,  por- 
tends the  entrance  of  a  matter  into  this  family-—— 
and  that  foon. 

Tin.  D'ye  hear  that,  widow  ?  The  ftars  have  cut 
me  out  for  thy  hufband.  This  houfe  is  to  have  a 
matter,  and  that  foon  —  Hark  thee,  old  Gad  bury  ? 
Is  not  Mars  very  like  a  young  fellow  call'd  Tom 
Tinfel  ? 

Sir  G.  Not  fo  much  as  Venus  is  like  this  lady. 
Tin.  A  word  in   your  ear,  dodlor  ;  thefe  two  pla- 
nets will  be  in  conjunction  by   and  by;  I  can  tell 
y«u  that. 

Sir  G.  [•d/ide,  walking  difturb'd.']    Curfe   on  this 

impertinent 


THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE.  33 
impertinent  fop  !  I  fhall  fcarce  forbear  difcovering 
myfelf  —  Madam,  I  am  told  that  your  houfe  is  vifited 
with  ftrange  noifes. 

Lady.  And  I  am  told  that  you  can  quiet  them.  I 
muft  confefs  J  had  a  curiofity  to  fee  the  perfon  I  had 
heard  fo  much  of;  and,  indeed,  your  afpeft  fhevvs 
that  you  have  had  much  experience  in  the  world. 
You  muft  be  a  very  aged  man. 

Sir  G.  My  afpea  deceives  you  :  what  do  you  think 
is  my  real  age  ? 

Tin.  I  mould  guefs  thee  within  three  years  of  Me- 
thufeiah.  Pr'ythee  tell  me,  Waft  not  thou  born  be- 
fore the  Flood  ? 

Lady.  Truly  I  mould  guefs  you  to  be  in  your  fe- 
cond  or  third  century.  '  I  warrant  you,  you  have 
'  great  grand-children  with  beards  a  foot  long.' 
.  .Sir  G.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  If  there  be  truth  in  man,  I 
was  but  five-and-thirty  laft  Auguit.  O  !  the  ftudy 
of  the  occult  fciences  makes  a  man's  beard  grow  fafter 
than  you  wou'd  imagine. 

Lady.  What  an  efcape  you  have  had,  Mr.  Tinfel, 
that  you  were  not  bred  a  fcholar  ! 

Tin.  And  fo  I  fancy,  dodtor,  thou  think'ft  me  an 
illiterate  fellow,  becaufe  I  have  a  fmooth  chin  ? 

Sir  G.  Hark  ye,  fir,  a  word  in  your  ear.  You  are 
a  coxcomb,  by  all  the  rules  of  phyfiognomy  :  but  let 
that  be  a  fecret  between  you  and  me.  \Afede  to  Tinfel. 

Lady.  Pray,  Mr.  Tinfel,  what  is  it  the  doctor 
whifpers  ? 

Tin.  Only  a  compliment,  child,  upon  two  or 
three  of  my  features.  It  does  not  become  me  to  re- 
peat it. 

Lady.  Pray,  doftor,  examine  this  gentleman's 
face,  and  tell  me  his  fortune. 

Sir  G.  If  I  may  believe  the  lines  of  his  face,  he 
likes  it  better  than  I  do,  or—  than  you  do,  fair  lady. 

Tin.  Widow,  I  hope  now  thou'rt  convinc'd  he's  a 
cheat. 

Lady,  For  my  part,  I  believe  he's  a  witch  —  '•  —  ga 
on 


Sir  G.  He  will  be  crofs'd  in  love  ;  and  that  r 
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Tin.  Pr'ythee,  Doaor,  tell  us  the  truth.  Deft 
not  thou  live  in  Moorfields  ? 

Sir  G.  Take  my  word  for  it,  thou  malt  never  live 
in  my  Lady  Truman's  maniion-houfe. 

Tin.  Pray,  old  geatleman,  haft  thou  never  been 
pluck'd  by  the  beard  when  thou  wert  faucy  ? 

Lady.  Nay,  Mr.  Tinfel,  you  are  angry  !  do  you 
think  I  would  marry  a  man  that  dares  not  have  his 
fortune  told  ? 

Sir-G.  Let  him  be  angry 1  matter  not H* 

is  but  fliort-liv'd.     He  will  foon  die  of 

'Tin.  Come,  come,  fpeak  out,  old  Hocus,  he,  he, 
he  !  This  fellow  makes  me  burft  with  Itfughing. 

[Forces  a  laugh. 

Sir  G.  He  will  foon  die  of  a  fright or  of  the— - 

kt  me  fee  your  nofe Ay 'tis  fo  ! 

Tin.  You  fon  of  a  whore  !  I'll  run  ye  thro*  t'h« 
body.  I  never  yet  made  the  fun  mine  thro'  a  con- 
jurer  

Lady.  Oh,  fy;  Mr.  Tinfel!  you  will  not  kill  an 
613  man'? 

Tin.  An  old  man  !  the  dog'fnys  he's  but  five-and- 
tlwrty. 

Lady.   Oh,  fy  ;  Mr.  Tinfel,  I  did    not  think  you 
could   have   been   fo  pafiionate.     I  hate  a  pafiionate* 
iaan.     Put  up  your  fword,  or  I  muft  never  fee  you 
again. 

Tin.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  was  but  in  jcft,  my  dear.  I 
had  a  mind  to  have  made  an  experiment  upon  the 
dodlor's  body.  I  would  but  have  drill'd  a  little  eye- 
let hole  in  it,  and  have  fee  a  whether  he  had  art 
enough  to  clofe  it  up  again. 

StrG.  Courage  is  but  ill  mown  before  a  lady.  But 
know,  if  ever  1  meet  thee  again,  thou  fhalt  iind  this 
arm  can  wield  other  weapons  befides  this  vvan'd. 
Tin.  Ha,  ha>  ha  ! 

Lady.  Well,  learned  fir,  you  are  to  give  a  proof 
of  your  art,  not  of  your  cour.^..  Oi  if  you  will 

vlhe<.v  your  courage,  let  it   be  at  nine  o'clock for 

that  is  the  time  the  noife  js  generally  heard. 
.  Tin.  And  look   ye,  old,  gentlc'irtan,  'if  thou  'doll 
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not  do  thy  btifinefs  well,  I  can  tell.thee,  by  the  little 
fkUl  I  have, 'th'r.t  th'ou  wilt"  be'.'tbfs'd' in  a  blanket 
before  ten.  We'll  do  our  endeavour  to  fend  thee 
back  to  t,he  ftars  again. 

SirG.  I'll  go  and  prepare  myfelf  for  the  ceremo- 
nies— And,  lady,  as  you  expect  they  fhou'd  fucceed 
to  your  wifhes,  treat  that  fellow  with  the  contempt 
jxe  deferves.  [Exit  Sir  George. 

Tin.  The  faucielt  dog  I  ever  talked  with  in  my 
whole  life ! 

Lady.  Methinks  he's  a  diverting  fellow  ;  one  may 
fee  he's  no  fool. 

Tin.  No  (90! !  Ay,  but  thou  doft  not  take  him 
for  a  conjurer. 

Lady.  Truly  I  don't  know  what  to  take  him  for; 
I  ain  refolv'd  to  employ  him,  however.  When  a 
jicknefs  is  defpcrate,  we  often  try  remedies  that  we 
have  no  great  feuh  in. 

Enter  Abigail. 

4.t>-  Mada.m,  .the  tea  is  ready  in  the  parlour  as  you 
ordered. 

Latjly.  Come,    Mr.  Tinfel,   we  may  there  talk  of 
the  fubjedt  more  at  leifure.    [Exeunt  Lady  and  Tinfel. 
Abigail  fola. 

Sure  never  any  lady  had  fuch  fervants  as  mine  has ! 
Well,  if  I  get  this  thoufand  pound,  I  hope  to  have 
fome  of  my  own.  Let  me  fee — I'll  have  a  pretty 
tight  girl—  j uft  fuch  as  I  was  ten  years  ago  (I'm. 
afraid  I  may  fay  twenty)  fhe  {hall  drefs  me  and  flat- 
ter me — for  I 'will  be  flatter'd,  that's  pos  !  My  lady's 
call  fuits  will  ferve  her  after  I  have  given  them  the 
wearing.  Eefides,  when  I  am  worth  a  thoufan.<l 
pound,  I  fhall  certainly  carry  off  the  ftev/ard — Ma- 
<ia:n  Vellum — how  prettily  that  will  found  !  here, 

bring  out  MaJarn  Vellum's  chaife Nay,  I  do 

jjot  know  but   it  may  be  a  chariot — It  will  break  the 

attorney's    wife's  heart for  I   (hall  take  place  of 

every  body  in  the  parilh  but  my  lady.  •  If  I  have  a 
fon  he  fliall  be  call'd  Fantome.  But  ice  Mr.  Vellum, 
as  I  cou'd  wi(h.  I  know  his  humour,  and  will  do 
jrv  IT.. veil  to  gain  bis  heart. 

B  6  Enttr 
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Enter  Vellum  ivith  a  pint  of  fack. 

Pel.  Mrs.  Abigail,  don't  I  break  ia  upon  you  un- 
feafonably  ! 

Ab.  Oh,  no,  Mr.  Vellum,  your  vifits  are  always 
feafonable  ! 

Pel.  I  have  brought  with  me  a  tafte  of  frefli  canary, 
which  I  think  is  delicious. 

Ab.  Pray  fet  it  down 1  have  a  dram-glafs  jufl 

by [Brings  ix  a  rummer. 

I'll  pledge  you ;  my  lady's  good  health. 

Pel.  And  your  own  with  it fweet  Mrs.  Abi- 
gail. 

Ab.  Pray,  good  Mr.  Vellum,  buy  me  a  little  par- 
cel of  this  fack,  and  put  it  under  the  article  of  tea— 
I  would  not  have  my  name  appear  to  it. 

PeL  Mrs.  Abigail,  your  name  feldom  appears  in 

my  bills  and  yet if  you  will  allow  me  a  merry 

expreffion — You  have  been  always  in  my  books,  Mrs. 
Abigail.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Ab.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Mr.  Vellum,  you  are  fuch  a  dry 
jetting  man  ! 

VeT.  Why,  truly  Mrs.  Abigail,  I  have  been  look- 
ing over  my  papers and  I  find  you  have  been  a 

long  time  my  debtor. 

Ab.  Your  debtor!  For  what,  Mr.  Vellum  ! 

Vel.  For  my  heart,  Mrs.  Abigail And  our  ac- 
counts will  not  be  balanc'd  between  us  till  I  have 
yours  in  exchange  for  it.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ab.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  You  are  the  moll  gallant  dun, 
Mr.  Vellum. 

Vel.  But  I  am  not  us'd  to  be  paid  by  words  only, 
Mrs.  Abigail  ;  when  will  you  be  out  of  my  debt  ? 

Ab.  Oh,  Mr.  Vellum,  you  make  one  blulh— — 
My  humble  fen-ice  to  yon. 

'yd.  I  muft  anfwer  you,  Mrs.  Abigail,  in  the 

country  phrafe. Your  love  is  fujpcient.  Ha,  ha, 

ha  ! 

Ab.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well,  I  muft  own,  I  love  a  merry 
man  ! 

Vel.  Let  me  fee,  how  long  is  it,  Mrs.  Abigail, 

fiuce  I  firH  broke  my  mind  to  you It  was,  I  think,. 

uneiecimo 
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undetimo  Gulielmi We    have    converfed    together 

thefe  fifteen  years and  yet,   Mrs.  Abigail,  I  muft 

drink  to  our  better  acquaintance.     He,  he,   he 

Mrs.  Abigail,  you  know  J  am  naturally  jocofe. 

Ab.  Ah,  you  men  love  to  make  fport  with  u*  filly 
creatures. 

Vel.  Mrs.  Abigail,  I  have  a  trifle  about  me,  which 
I  would  willingly  make  you  a  prefent  of.  It  is  in- 
deed but  a  little  toy. 

Ab.  You  are  always  exceedingly  obliging. 

Pel.  It  is   but  a  little   toy fcarce    worth  your 

acceptance. 

Ab.  Pray  don't  keep  me  in  fufpence ;  what  is  it, 
Mr.  Vellum  ? 

Pel.   A  filver  thimble. 

Ab.  I  always  faid  Mr.  Vellum  was  a  generous 
lover. 

Vel.  But  I  muft  put  it  on  myfelf,  Mrs.  Abigail 

You  have  the  prettieft  tip  of  a  finger — I  mull  take 
the  freedom  to  falute  it. 

*  Ab.  Oh  fy  !  you  make  me  afham'd,  Mr.  Vel- 
'  lum  ;  how  can  you  do  fo  ?  I  proteft  I  am  in  fuch  a 
'  confufion [A  feign'd  ftr'uggle. 

'  VeL  This  finger  is  not  the  finger  of  idleness  ;  it 
*  bears  the  honourable  fears  of  the  needle' — But  why 
are  you  fo  cruel  as  not  to  pair  your  nails  ? 

Ab.  Oh,  I  vow  you  prefs  it  fo  hard  !  pray  give  me 
my  finger  again. 

Vel.  This  middle  finger,  Mrs.  Abigail,  has  a  pret- 
ty neighbour A  wedding-ring  would  become  it 

mightily He,  he,  he. 

Ab.  You're  fo  full  of  your  jokes.  Ay,  but  where 
muft  I  find  one  for't  ? 

Vel.  I  defign  this  thimble  only  as  the  forerunner 
of  it,  they  will  fet  off  each  other,  and  are — indeed  a 
twofold  emblem.  The  firft  will  put  you  in  mind  of 
being  a  good  houfewife,  and  the  other  of  being  a 
good  wife. .  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ab.  Yes,  yes,  I  fee  you  laugh  at  me. 

VeL  Indeed  I  am  ferious. 

Ab,  I  thought  you  had  quite  forfaken  me— I  am 

fure 
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fure  you  cannot  forget  the  many  repeated  VQWS  ^nd 

promifes  you  formeriy  made  me. 

Pel.  I  ihould  as  foqn  forget  the  multiplication  ta- 
ble. 

Ab.  I  have  always  taken  your  part  before  jtny  lady. 

Pel.  You  have  fo,  and  I  have  item'd-it  in  my  mc- 
onory. 

Ab.  For  I  have  -always  look'd  upon  your  intcreft 
as  my  own. 

Vel.  It  is  nothing  but  your  cruelty  can  hinder 
them  from  being  fo. 

Ab.  I  mull  ftrike  while  the  iron's  hot.  \_AJi  de.~\ — 
Well,  Mr.  Vellum,  there  is  no  refufmg  you,,  you 
have  fuch  a  bewitching  tongue  ! 

Vel.  How  ?  Speak  that  again  ! 

Ab.  Why  then,  in  plain  Englifh,  I  love  you. 

•Yr     t        T  -ill 

Vel.  I  am  overjoy'd! 

Ab.  I  niufl  own  my  paffion  for  you. 

Vd.  I'm  tranfported  !        \Catcbuig  her  in  bit  arnu. 

Ab.  Dear  charming  man  ! 

Pel.  Thou  fum  .total  of  all  my  happinefs  !  I  fhnll 
grow  extravagant!  I  can't  fprbear  ! — to  drink  thy 
virtuous  inclinations  in  a  bumper  of  fack.  Your 
lady  muft  make  haile,  my  duck,  or  we  mail  provide 
a  young  fteward  ,to  the  eitate,  before  Ihe  has  an  heir 

to  it pr'ythee,  my  dear,  does  fhe  intend  to  marry 

-Mr.  Tinfel. 

Ab.  Marry  him  !  my  love.  No,  no !  we  mutt  take 
care  of  that !  there  wou'd  be  no  Haying  in  the  houfe 
for  .us  if  fhe  did.  That  young  rake- hell  wou'd  fend 
all  the  old  fervants  a  grazing.  You  aod  I  fhou'd  be 
difcarded  before  the  honey-moon  was  at  an  end. 

Vel.  Pr'ythee,  fweet  one,  does  not  this  drum  put 
the  thoughts  of  marriage  out  of  her  head  ? 

Ab.  This  drum,  my  dear,  if  it  ,be  well  manag'd, 
will  be  no  lefs  than  a  tjioufand  pound  in  qur  way. 

Pel.  Ay,  fay 'it  thou  fo,  my  turtle  ? 

Ab.  Since  we  are  now  as  good  as  man  and  wife:— 

I  mean  almoft  as  good  as   man  and  wife 1  QUght 

to  conceal  nothing  from  you. 

Vel.  .Certainly,  my  dove,  not  from  thy  yoke-fel- 
low, thy  help-mate,  thy  own  flelh  and  blood  ! 

5  M» 
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Ab.  Hufh  J I  hear  Mr.  Tinfel's  laugh ;  my  lady  and 
he  are  a  coming  this  way  ;  if  you  will  take  a  turn  with* 
out,  I'll  tell  you  the  whole  contrivance. 

Vel.  Give  me  your  hand,  chicken. 

Ab.  Here  take  it,  you  have  my  heart  already. 

Vel.  We  fhall  have  much  iflu*.  [Exeunt, 


ACT     IV. 

Enter  Vellum  and  Butler. 

Pel.  TOHN,  I  have  certain  orders  to  give  you — and 
J    therefore  be  attentive. 

But.  Attentive  !  Ay,  let  me  alone  for  that— I  fup- 
poie  he  means  being  fober.  [AfiJe, 

Vel.  You  know  I  have  always  recommended  to  you 
a  method  in  your  bufinefs;  I  would  have  your  knives 
and  forks,  your  fpoons  and  napkins,  your  plate  and 
glafles  laid  in  a  method. 

But.  Ah,  Mafter  Vellum,  you  are  fuch  a  fweet- 
fpoken  man,  it  does  one's  heart  good  to  receive  your 
orders. 

Vel.  Method,  John,  makes  bufinefs  eafy,  it  baniihes 
all  perplexity  and  confufion  oat  of  families. 

But.  How  he  talks !  I  could  hear  him  all  day. 

Vel.  And  now,  John,  let  me  know  whether  your  ta- 
ble-linen, your  fide-board,  your  cellar,  and  every  thing 
elfe  within  your  province,  are  properly  and  methodi- 
cally difpos'd  for  an  entertainment  this  evening. 

But.  Mafter  Vellum,  they  ftiall  be  ready  at  a  quar- 
ter of  an  hour's  warning.  But  pray,  fir,  is  this  enter- 
tainment to  be  made  for  the  conjurer. 

Vel.  It  is,  John,  for  the  conjurer,  and  yet  it  is  not 
for  the  conjurer. 

But.  Why,  Icok  you,  Mafter -Vellum,  if  it  be  for 
the  conjurer,  the  cook-maid  tfiould  have  orders  to  get 
him  fome  difhes  to  his  palate.  Perhaps  he  may  like 
a  little  brimftone  in  his  fauce. 

Vel.  This  conjurer,  John,  is  a  complicated  creature, 
an  amphibious  animal,  a  perfon  of  a  two-fold  nature 
— But  he  eats  and  drinks  like  other  men. 

But. 
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But.  Marry,  Mafter  Vellum,  he  fhou'd  eat  and  drink 
as  much  as  two  other  men,  by  the  account  you  give  of 
him. 

Vd.  Thy  conceit  is  not  amifs,  he  is  indeed  a  double 
man,  ha  !  ha!  ha! 

But.  Ha  !  I  underftand  you,  he's  one  of  your  her- 
maphrodites, as  they  call  'em. 

Vel,  He  is  married,  and  he  is  not  married He 

hath  a  beard,  and  he  hath  no  beard.  He  is  old,  and 
he  is  young. 

But.  How  charmingly  he  talks !  I  fancy,  Mafter 
Vellum,  you  could  make  a  riddle.  The  fame  man 
old  and  ypungl  How  do  you  make  that  out,  Mailer 
Vellum  ? 

Vel.  Thou  haft  heard  of  a  fnake  calling  his  tin, 
and  recovering  his  youth.  Such  is  this  fage  perfon. 

But.  Nay,  'tis  no  wonder  a  conjurer  mould  be  dike 
a  ferpent. 

Vel.  When  he  has  thrown  aiide  the  old  conjurer's 
flough  that  hangs  about  him,  he'll  come  out  as  fine  a 
young  gentleman  as  ever  was  feen  in  this  houfe. 

But.  Does  he  intend  to  fup  in  his  flough  ? 

Vtl.  That  time  will  mow. 

But.  Well,  I  have  not  a  head  for  thefe  things.  In- 
deed Mr.  Vellum,  I  have  not  underltood  one  word  you 
have  faid  this  half  hour. 

Vel.  I  did  not  intend  thou  mould'ft But  to  our 

bufmefs—  Let  there  be  a  table  fpread  in  the  great  hall. 
Let  your  pots  and  glafles  be  wafli'd,  and  in  a  readi- 
nefs.  Bid  the  cook  provide  a  plentiful  fupper,  and 
fee  that  all  the  fervants  be  in  their  belt  liveries. 

But.  Ay !  now  I  underftand  every  word  you  fay. 
But  I  wou'd  rather  hear  you  talk  a  little  in  that  t'other 
way. 

Vd.  I  mall  explain  to  thee  what  I  have  faid  by  and 
by—Bid  Sufan  lay  two  pillows  upon  your  lady's  bed. 

But.  Two  pillows  !  Madam  won't  fleep  upon  'cm 
both  !  She  is  not  a  double  woman  too  ? 

Vd.  She  will  fieep  upon  neither.  But  hark,  Mrs. 
Abigail,  I  think  J  hear  her  chiding  the  cook-maid. 

But.  Then  I'll  away,  or  it  will  be  nay  turn  next : 

She 


ShelanT  fure,  fpeaks  plain  Englifh,  one  may  cafily 
underftand  every  word  fhe  fays.  [£*•;/  Butler. 

Vellumyc/t'.r. 

Vel.  Servants  are  good  for  nothing  unlefs  they  have 
an  opinion  of  the  perfon's  underftanding  who  has  the 
direction  of  them — But  fee,  Mrs.  Abigail !  me  has  a 
bewitching  countenance,  I  wifh  I  may  not  be  tempted 
to  marry  her  in  good  earneft. 

Enter  Abigail. 

Ab.  Ha!  Mr.  Vellum. 

Vel.  What  brings  my  Tweet  one  hither? 

Ab,  I  am  coming  to  fpeak  to  my  friend  behind  the 
wainfcot.  It  is  fit,  child,  he  mould  have  an  account 
of  this  conjurer,  that  he  may  not  be  furpriz'd. 

Vel.  That  would  be  as  much  as  thy  thoafand  pound 
is  worth. 

Ab.  I'll  fpeak  low— Walls  have  ears. 

[Pointing  at  the  Wainfcot. 

Vel.  But  hark  you,  duckling  !  be  fare  you  don't  tell 
him  that  I  am  let  into  the  fecret. 

Ab.  That's  a  good  one  indeed  !  as  if  I  fliould  ever 
tell  what  pafles  between  you  and  me. 

Vel.  No,  no,  my  child,  that  muft  not  be!  he!  he ! 
he  !  that  muft  not  be  ;  he  !  he  !  he! 

Ab.  You  will  always  be  waggifli. 

Vel.  Adieu,  and  let  me  hear  the  refult  of  your  con- 
ference. 

Ab.  How  can  you  leave  one  fo  foon  ?  I  mall  think 
it  an  age  'till  I  fee  you  again. 

Vel.  Adieu,  my  pretty  one. 

•jib.  Adieu,  fweet  Mr.  Vellum. 

Vel.   My  pretty  one [As  he  is  going  of. 

Ab.  Dear  Mr.  Vellum. 

Vel.  My  pretty  one  !  [Exit  Vellum. 

Abigail  fola. 

Ab.  I  have  him If  I  can  but  get  this  thoufand 

pound. 

[Fan tome  gives  three  raps  upon  his  drum  behind  the 
nvainfcot. 

Ha !  Three  raps  upon  the  drum !  the  fignal 
Mr.  Fantome  and  I  agreed  upon,  when  he  had  a  min<i 
to  fpeak  with  me.  [Fantome  rapt  again. 

Ab. 
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Ab.  Very  well,  I  hear  you  ;  come,  Fox,  come  out 
of  your  hole. 

SCENE  opens,  and  Fantome  comes  out. 

You  may  leave  your  drum  in  the  wardrobe,  'till 
you  have  occaiion  for  it. 

Fan.  Well,  Mi's.  Abigail,  I  want  to  hear  what's  do- 
ing in  the  world. 

Ab.  You  are  a  very  inquifitive  fpirit.  But  I  muft 
tell  you,  if  you  do  not  take  care  of  ycurfelf,  you  will 
be  laid  this  evening. 

Fan.  I  have  overheard  fomethiug  of  that  matter. 

But  let  rne  alone  for  the  doclor Fll  engage  to  givd 

a  good  account  of  him.  I  am  more  in  pain  about 
Tinfel.  When  a  lady's  in  the  cafe,  I'm  more  afraid 
of  one  fop  than  twenty  conjurers. 

Ab.  To  tell  you  truly,  he  preiles  his  attacks  with,  fo 
much  impudence.,  that  he  has  made  more  progrefs  with 
Hiy  lady  in  two  days,  than  you  did  in  two  mouths. 

Fan.  I  mall  attack  her  irv  another  manner,  if  thott 
canft  but  procure  me  another  interview.  There's  no- 
thing makes  a  lover  fo  keen,  as  being  kept  up  in  th« 
dark. 

Ab.  Pray  no  more  of  your  diftant  bows,  your  re- 
ipe&ful  compliments — Really,  Mr.  Fantome,  you're 
only  fit  to  make  love  acrofs  a  tea-table. 

Fan.  My  dear  girl,  J  can't  forbear  hugging  thcer 
for  thy  good  advice. 

Ab.  Ay,  now  I  have  foine  hopes  of  you  ;  but  whjr 
don't  you  do  fo  to  my  lady  ? 

F an.  Child,  I  always  thought  your  lady  lov'd  to  be 
treated  with  refpea. 

Ab.  Believe  me,  Mr.  Fantome,  there  is  not  fo  great 
a  difference  between  woman  and  woman,  as  you  ima- 
gine. You  fee  Tinfel  has  nothing  but  his  faucinefs 
to  recommend  him. 

Fan.  Tinfel  is  too  great  a  coxcomb  to  be  capable 
pf  love — And  let  me  tell  thee,  Abigail,  a  m»n,  who 
is  fincere  in  his  paffion,  makes  but  a  very  aukward 
profeiTion  "of  it 'But  I'll  mend  my  manners. 

Ab.  Ay,  or  you'll  never  gain  a  widow — Come,  I 

muft 
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muft  tutor  you  a  little;  fuppofe  me  to  be  my  lady,  ^nd 
let  me  fee  how  you'll  behave  yourielf. 

Fan.  I'm  afraid,  child,  we  han't  time  for  fuch  a 
piece  of  mummery. 

Ab.  Oh,  it  will  be  quickly  over,  if  you  play  your 
part  well. 

Faa.  Why  then,  dear  Mrs.  Ab — I  mean,  my  lady 
Truman. 

Ab.  Ay  !  but  you  han't  faluted  me. 

Fan.  That's  right ;  faith  I  forgot  that  circurnftance. 
[Kijes  her.]  Neftar  and  Ambrofia  ! 

A!>.  That's  very  we'll 

Fan.  How  long  muft  I  be  condemn'd  to  langnim ! 
when  fhall  my  fufferings  have  an  end !  My  life,  my 
happinefs,  my  all  is  wound  up  in  you 

Ab.  Well !  why  don't  you  fqueeze  my  hand  ? 

Fan.  What,   thus? 

Ab.  Thus?    Ay Now  throw  your  arm  about 

my  middle  :  Hug  me  clofer. You  are  not  afraid  of* 

hurting  me  !  Now  pour  forth  a  volley  of  rapture  and 
nonfenfe  till  you  are  out  of  breath. 

Fan.  Tranfport  and  ecftafy  !  where  am  I ! — say  life, 
my  blifs !  •  •  I  rage,  I  burn,  I  bleed,  I  die. 

Ab.  Go  on,  go  on. 

Fan.  Flames  and  darts — —Bear  me  to  the  gloomy 
lhade,  rocks,  and  grottoes  ————Flowers,  zephyrs, 
and  purling  itreams. 

Ab.  Oh !  Mr.  Fantome,  you  have  a  tongue  wou'd, 
undo  a  veltal  !  You  were  born  for  the  ruin  of  our  fcx. 

Fan.  This  will  do  then,  Abigail  ? 

Ab.  Ay,  this  is  talking  like  a  lover,  though  I  only 
reprefent  my  lady,  I  take  a  pleafure  in  hearing  you. 
Well,  o'my  confidence  when  a  man  of  fenfe  has  a  lit- 
tle dafh  of  the  coxcomb  in  him,  no  woman  can  refift 
him.  Go  on  at  this  rate,  and  the  thoufand  pound  is 
as  good  as  in  my  pocket. 

Fan.  1  mall  think  it  an  age  till  I  have  an  opportu- 
nity of  putting  this  leflbn  in  praftice. 

Ab.  You  may  do  it  foon,  if  you  make  good  ufe  ofr 
your  time ;  Mr.  Tinfel  will  be  here  with  my  lady  at 
eight,  and  at  nine  the  conjurer  is  to  take  you  in  hand- 

Fan.  Let  me  alone  with  both  of  them. 
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M.  Well!  forewarn'd,  forearm'd.  Get  into  your 
box,  and  I'll  endeavour  to  difpofe  every  thing  in  your 
favour.  [Fan tome  goes  in.  £*/'/ Abigail. 

Enter  Vellum. 

VeL  Mrs.  Abigail  is  withdrawn. 1  was  in  hopei 

to  have  heard  what  pafs'd  between  her  and  her  invili- 
ble  correfpondent. 

Enter  Tinfel. 

Tin.  Vellum  !  Vellum  ! 

VeL  [djide.~\  Vellum  !  We  are  methinks  very  fami- 
liar; I  am  not  us'd  to  be  call'd  fo  by  any  but  their 
ho-nours What  would  you,  Mr.  Tinfel  ? 

Tin.  Let  me  beg  a  favour  of  thee,  old  gentleman. 

VeL  What  is  that,  good  fir  ? 

Tin.  Pr'ythee  run  and  fetch  me  the  rent-roll  of  thy 
lady's  eftate. 

VeL  The  rent-roll  ? 

Tin.  The  rent-roll  ?  Ay,  the  rent-roll !  Doft  not 
underiland  what  that  means  ? 

VeL  Why,  have  you  thoughts  of  purchafmg  it ! 

Tin.  Thou  haft  hit  it,  old  boy  j  that  is  my  very  in- 
tention. 

VeL  The  purchafe  will  be  confiderable.    . 

Tin.  And  for  that  reafon  I  have  bid  thy  lady  very 

high- She  is  to  have  no  lefs  for  it  than  this  entire 

perfon  of  mine. 

'VeL  Is  your  whole  eftate  perfonal,  Mr.  Tinfel— he  ! 
he!  he! 

Tin.  Why,  you  queer  old  dog,  you  don't  pretend  to 
jeft,  d'ye?  Look  ye,  Vellum,  if  you  think  of  being 
continued  my  ftevvard,  you  muft  learn  to  walk  witn 
your  toes  out. 

VeL  [Afede.~\  An  infolent  companion  ! 

Tin.  Thou'rt  confounded  rich,  I  fee,  by  that  dang- 
ling of  thy  arms. 

Vcl.  [Afede.~\  An  ungracious  bird! 

Tin.  Thou  malt  lend  me  a  couple  of  thoufand 
po.unds. 

VeL  [Aficte.}  A  very  profligate! 

Tin.  Look  ye,  Vellum,  I  intend  to  be  kind  to  you 
—I'll  borrow  fome  money  of  you. 

/>/.  I  cannot  but  fmile  to  confidcr  thedifappointment 

thU 


THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE.  45 
this  young  fellow  will  meet  with ;  I  will  make  myfelf 
merry  with  him.  [djtde.]  And  fo,  Mr.  Tinfel,  you  pro- 
mife  you  will  be  a  very  kind  matter  to  me 

{Stifling  a  laugh. 

'Tin.  What  will  you  give  for  a  life  in  the  houfe 
you  live  in  ? 

Vel.  What  do  you  think  of  five  hundred  pounds  ? — 
Ha!  ha!  ha! 

'Tin.  That's  too  little. 

yd.  And  yet  it  is  more  than  I  mail  give  you — And 
I  will  offer  you  two  reafons  for  it. 

Tin.  Pr'ythee  what  are  they  ? 

Vel.  Firft,  becaufe  the  tenement  is  not  in  your  dif- 
pofal,  and,  Secondly,  becaufe  it  never  will  be  in  your 
difpofal,  and  fo  fare  you  well,  good  Mr.  Tinfel.  Ha  ! 
ha !  ha  !  You  will  pardon  me  for  being  jocular. 

[Exit  Vellum. 

Tin.  This  rogue  is  as  faucy  as  the  conjurer  :  I'll  be 
hang'd  if  they  are  not  akin. 

Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  Mr.  Tinfel !  what,  all  alone  !  You  free-think- 
ers are  great  admirers  of  folitude. 

Tin.  No,  faith,  I  have  been  talking  with  thy  ftew- 
ard  ;  a  very  grotefque  figure  of  a  fellow,  the  very  pic- 
ture of  one  of  our  benchers.  How  can  you  bear  his 
converfation  ? 

Laity.  I  keep  him  for  my  fleward,  and  not  my  com- 
panion. He's  a  fober  man. 

Tin.  Yes,  yes,  he  looks  like  a  put,  a  queer  old  dog, 
as  ever  I  faw  in  my  life  :  We  muft  turn  him  off,  widow. 
He  cheats  thee  confoundedly,  I  fee  that. 

Lady.  Indeed  you're  miilaken ;' he  has  always  had 
the  reputation  of  being  a  very  honefl  man. 

Tin.  What !  1  fuppofe  he  goes  to  church. 

Lady.  Goes  to  church  !  fo  do  you  too,  I  hope. 

Tin.  I  would  for  once,  widow,  to  make  fure  of  you. 

Lady.  Ah,  Mr.  Tinfel,  a  hufband  who  would  not 
continue  to  go  thither,  would  quickly  forget  the  pro- 
mifes  he  made  there. 

Tin.  Faith,  very  innocent,  and  very  ridiculous"! 
Well  then,  I  warrant  thee,  widow,  thou  wouldlt  not 
for  the  worlti  marry  a  fabbath-breaker ! 

3  Lady. 
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Lady,  Truly  they  generally  come  to  3.  bad  e«d.  "I 
remember  the  conjurer  told  you,  you  were  /liort-liv'd, 

Tin,   The  conjurer  !  Ha!  ha!  ha  ! 

Lady.   Indeed  you're  very  witty  ! 

'  Tin.  Indeed  you'reveryhandfbme.[-£/^<fj  her  hand. 

'  Lady.  I  wifh  the  fool  does  not  love  me.'  [djitie. 
•  Tin.  Thou  art  the  idol  I  adore  :  Here  muft  I  pay  my 

devotion Pr'ythee,  widow,  haft  thou  any  timber 

upon  thy  eftate. 

Lady.  The  moft  impudent  fellow  I  ever  met  with. 


MUe. 

Id  plate 


Tin.  I  take  notice  thou  haft  a  great  deal  of  olc 
tiere  in  the  houie,  widow. 

Lady.  Mr.  Tinfel,  yon  are  a  very  obferving  man. 

Tin.  Thy  large  filver  ciftern  would  make  a  very 
good  coach ;  and  half  a  dozen  falvers  that  I  faw  on 
the  fide-board,  might  be  turned  into  fix  as  pretty 
horfes  as  any  that  appear  in  the  ring. 

Lady.  You  have  a  very  good  fancy,  M».  Tinfel. — 
What  pretty  transformations  you  could  make  in  my 
Jhoufe But  I'll  fee  where  'twill  end.  \_Afide. 

Tin.  Then  I  obferve,  child,  you  have  two  or  three 
Services  of  gilt  plate  ;  we'd  eat  always  in  china,  my 
dear. 

Lady.  I  perceive  you  are  an  excellent  manager 

How  quickly  you  have  taken  an  inventory  of  my 
goods ! 

Tin.  Now,  hark  ye,  widow,  to  fhew  you  the  love 
that  I  have  for  you 

Lady.  Very  well;  let  me  hear. 

Tin.  You  have  an  old-famion'd  gold  caudle  cup, 
•with  a  figure  of  a  faint  upon  the  lid  on't. 

Lady.  I  have  ;  What  then  ? 

Tin.  Why  look  ye,  I'd  fell  the  caudle-cup  with  the 
old  faint  for  as  much  money  as  they'd  fetch,  which  I 
would  convert  into  a  diamond  buckle,  and  make  you 
a  prefent  of  it. 

Lady.  Oh  you  are  generous  to  an  extravagance. 
But,  pray,  Mr.  Tinfel,  don't  difpofe  of  my  goods 
before  you  are  fure  of  my  perfon.  I.nnd  you  have 
taken  a  great  affe&ion  to  my  moveables. 

Titi.  My  dear,  I  love  every  thing  that  belongs  to  you. 

Latly. 
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Lady.  1  fee'you  do,  fir ;  you  need  not  make  any  pro- 
teftations  upon  that  fubjeft. 

Tin.  Pho,  pho,  my  dear,  we  are  growing  ferious  ; 
and  let  me  tell  you,  that's  the  very  next  Hep  to  being 
dull.  '  Come,  that  pretty  face  was  never  made  to  look 

*  grave  with.' 

Lady.  Believe  me,  fir,  whatever  you  think,  marriage 
is  a  ferious  fubjeft. 

Tin.  For  that  very  reafon,  my  dear,  let  us  run  over 
it  as  fall  as  we  can. 

'  Lady.  I  mould  be  very  much  in  hafte  for  a  hufband, 
-«  if  1  married  within  fourteen  months  after  Sir  George's 

*  deceafe. 

'  Tin.  Pray,  tny  dear,  let  me  afk  you  a  queftion  : 
«  Doft  not  thou  think  that  Sir  George  is  as  dead  at 
'  prefent  to  all  intents  and  purpofes,  as  he  will  be  a 
'  twelve-month  hence  ? 

'  Lady.  Yes;  but  decency!  Mr.  Tinfel.' 

'  Tin.  Or  doft  thou  think  thou'lt  be  more  a  widow 

*  then,  than  thou  art  now  ? 

'  Lady.  The  world  would  fay  I  never  lov'd  my  fir  ft 
'  hufband. 

*  Tin.  Ah,  my  dear,  they  would  fay  you  lov'd  your 
'  fecond  ;  and  they  would  own  I  deferv'dit,  for  I -A all 

*  love  thee  moft  inordinately. 

'    Lady.  But  what  would  people  think? 

'  Tin.  Think !  why  they  would  think  thee  the  mir- 

'  ror  of  widowhood That  a  woman  fhould  live 

'  fourteen  whole  months  after  the  deceafe  of  her 
'  fpoufe,  without  having  engag'd  herfelf.  Why, 
'  about  town,  we. know  many  a  woman  of  quality's 
'  fecond  hufband,  feveral  years  before  the  death  of 

*  the  firft. 

*  Lady.  Ay,  I  know  you  wits  have  your  common- 

*  place  jefts  upon  us  poor  widows.' 

Tin.  I'll  tell  you  a  ftory,  widow;  I  know  a  certain 
lady,  who,  confidering  the  crazinefs  of  her  hufband, 
had,  in  cafe  of  mortality,  engag'd  herfelf  to  two  young 
fellows  of  my  acquaintance.  They  grew  fuch  defpe- 
rate  rivals  for  her,  while  her  hufband  was  alive,  that 
one  of  them  pink'd  the  other  in  a  duel.  But  the  good 
Jr.dy  was  no  fooner  a  widow,  but  what  did  my  dow- 
ager 
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ager  do  ?  Why,  faith,  being  a  woman  of  honour,  flic 
married  a  third,  to  whom,  it  feems,  Ihe  had  given 
her  firft  promife. 

Lady.  And  this  is  a  true  ftory  upon  your  own  know- 
ledge? 

Tin.  Every  tittle,  as  I  hope  to  be  married,  or  never 
believe  Tom  Tinfel. 

Lady.  Pray,  Mr.  Tinfel,  do  you  call  this  talking 
like  a  wit  or  like  a  rake  ? 

'   Tin.  Innocent  enough.      He  !   he !   he  !    why, 

*  where's  the  difference,  my  dear  ? 

*  Lady.  Yes,  Mr,  Tinfel,  the  only  man  I  ever  lov'd 
'  in  my  life,  had  a  great  deal  of  the  one,  and  nothing 

*  of  the  other  in  him.' 

Tin.  Nay,  now  you  grow  vapourifli ;  thou'lt  begin 
to  fancy  thou  hear'ft  the  drum  by  and  by. 

Lady.  If  you  had  been  here  laft  night  about  this 
time,  you  would  not  have  been  fo  merry. 

'Tin.  About  this  time,  fay'ft  thou!  Come,  faith, 
for  humour's  fake,  we'll  fit  down  and  litteH. 

Lady.  I  will,  if  you'll  promife  to  be  feriou?. 

Tin.  Serious !  never  fear  me,  child,  ha  J  ha !  ha ! 
Doft  not  hear  him  ? 

Lady.  You  break  your  word  already.  '  Pray  Mr. 
'  Tinfel,  do  you  laugh  to  mew  your  wit  or  your  teeth  r 

*  Tin.  Why  both,  my  dear I'm  glad,  however, 

'  that  Ihe  has  taken  notice  of  my  teeth.   [Afide.'\  Buc 

*  you  look  ferious,  child ;  I  fancy  thou  hear'il  the  drum, 
'  doft  not  ? 

'  Lady.  Don't  talk  fo  rafhly.' 

Tin.  Why,  my  dear,  you  could  not  look  more 
frighted  if  you  had  Lucifer's  drum-major  in  your 
houfe. 

*  Lady.  Mr.  Tinfel,  I  muft  defire  to  fee  you  no 
more  in  it,  if  you  do  not  leave  this  idle  way  of  talk- 
ing. 

'  Tin.  Child,  I  thought  I  had  told  you  what  is  my 
opinion  of  fpirits,  as  we  were  drinking  a  difh  of  tea 

but  juft  now There  is  no  fuch  thing,  I  give  thee 

my  word. 

«  Lady.  Oh,  Mr.  Tinfel,  your  authority  muft  be  of 

great  weight  to  thofc  that  know  you. 

«  Tin. 
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«  Tin.  For  my  part,  child,  I  have  made  myfelf  eafy 
c  in  thofe  points. 

'  Lady.  Sure  nothing  was  ever  like  this  fellow's 
*  vanity,  but  his  ignorance.  [Afide. 

'  Tin.1  I'll  tell  thee  what  now,  widow— —I  would 
engage  by  the  help  of  a  white  fheet,  and  a  penny- 
worth of  link  in  a  dark  night,  to  frighten  you  a  whole 
country  village  out  of  their  fenfes,  and  the  vicar  into 
the  bargain.  [Drttm  teats.]  Hark!  hark!  what  noife 
is  that!  Heaven  defend  us !  This  is  more  than  fancy. 

Lady.  It  beats  more  terrible  than  ever. 

Tin,  'Tis  very  dreadful !  What  a  dog  have  I  been 
to  fpeak  againft  my  confcience  only  to  (hew  my  parts! 

Lady.  It  comes  nearer  and  nearer.  I  wifh  you  have 
not  anger'd  it  by  your  foolifh  difcourfe. 

Tin.  Indeed,  madam,  I  did  not  fpeak  from  my 
heart :  I  hope  it  will  do  me  no  hurt,  for  a  little  harm- 
lefs  rallery. 

Lady.  Harmlefs,  d'ye  call  it?  It  beats  hard  by  us, 
as  if  it  wou'd  break  thro'  the  wall ! 

Tin.  What  a  devil  had  I  to  do  with  a  white  meet  ? 
\_Sane  opens,  and  discovers  Fantome. 
Mercy  on  us  !  it  appears. 

Lady.  Oh!  'tis  he!  'tis  hehimfelf!  'tis  Sir  George! 
'tis  my  hulband  !  [She  faints. 

Tin.  Now  would  I  give  ten  thoufand  pounds  thac 
I  were  in  town.  [Fantome  advances  to  bint  drumming.] 
I  beg  ten  thoufand  pardons :  I'll  never  talk  at  this 
rate  any  more,  [le&ntomeftill  advances  drumming.]  By 
my  foul,  Sir  George,  I  was  not  in  earneft.  [Falls  on 
his  knees. ,]  Have  compaffion  on  my  youth,  and  conli- 
der  1  am  but  a  coxcomb — [Fantome  points  to  the  door.] 

But  fee  he  waves  me  off Ay,  with  all  my  heart 

•  -  What  a  devil  had  I  to  do  with  a  white  meet  ? 
\Hr.fteah  offtbeftage,  mending  bis  pace  as  the  drum  beats. 

Fan.  The  fcoundrel  is  gone,  and  left  his  millrefs 
behind  him  ;  I'm  miflaken  if  he  makes  his  love  in  this 
houfe  any  more.  I  have  now  only  the  conjurer  to  deal 
with.  I  don't  queftion  but  I  mail  make  his  reverence 
fcamper  as  faft  as  the  lover;  and  then  the  day's  my 
own.  But  the  fervants  are  coming,  I  muft  get  into 
my  cupboard.  [He goes  in. 

C  Enter 
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.Eitier  Abigail  and  Servants. 

Ab.  Oh,  my  poor  lady  1  This  xvicked  drum  has 
frighted  Mr.  Tinlel  out  of  his  wits,  and  my  lady  into 
a  fwoon.  Let  me  bend  her  a  little  forward.  She  re- 
vives. Here,  carry  her  into  the  frefh  air,  rind  (he'll 
recover.  [They  carry  ber  off.']  This  is  a  little  barbarous 
to  my  lady;  but  'tis  all  for  her  good  :  And  I  know  her 
fo  well,  that  (he  would  not  be  angry  with  me,  if  (he 
knew  what  I  was  to  get  by  it.  And  if  any  of  her 
friends  mould  blame  me  for  it  hereafter, 

/'//  clap  my  hand  upon  my  furfe,  and  tell  ycm, 
'Twasfor  a  thonfand pounds,  and  Mr.  Vellum. 

• 


•ituds  wJ  3orn  s?9riT      j 

l£"A*  C  T    V. 

uoo   0|iV/       ,aio4/^-J»IqiT)   ajb  «3mo3 
Enter  Sir   George  in  bis  conjurer's  kabit,  the  Butler 
marching  before  him  ewitb  two  large  candles,  (tttd  the 
tnvo  fervants  earning  afier  him,  one  bringing  a  little 
table,  and  another  a  chair. 

Butler.    A   N'T  pleafe  your  worfhip,  Mr.  Conjurer, 
£\.  the  Steward  has  given  us  all  orders  to  do 
whatfoever  you  {hall  bid  us,  and  to  pay  you  the  fame 
refpeft,  as  if  you  were  our  matter. 

Sir  C.  Thou  fay'ft  well. 

Card.  An't  pleafe  your  conjurer's  worfhip,  (hall  I 
fet  the  table  down  here  ? 

Sir  G.  Here,  Peter. 

Card.  Peter! He  knows  my  name  hyhis  learn- 
ing. Wfide. 

Coach.  I  have  brought  you,  reverend  fir,  the  largeil 
elbow-chair  in  the  houfe ;  'tis  that  the  Steward  fits  in 
when  he  holds  a  court. 

Sir  G.  Place  it  there. 

But.  Sir,  will  you  pleafe  to  want  any  thing  elfe  ? 

Sir  G.  Paper,  and  a  pen  and  ink. 

But.  Sir,  I  believe  we  have  paper  that  is  fit  for 
your  purpofe !  my  lady's  mourning  paper,  that  is 
black'd  at  the  edges'-  <  .Would  you  dioofe  to  Write 
with  a  crow-quill  ? 

Sir  G. 
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Sir  G.  There  is  none  better. 

But.  Coachman,  go  fetch  the  paper  and  ftandifh 
out  of  the  little  parlour. 

Coach.  [To  Card.}  Peter,  pr'ythee  do  thou  go  along 

with  me I'm  afraid You  know  I  went  with  you 

kit  night  into  the  garden,  when  the  cook-maid  wanted 
a  handful  of  parfley. 

But.  Why,  you  don't  think  I'll  ftay  with  the  con- 
jurer by  myfelf! 

Card.  Come,  we'll  all  three  go  and  fetch  the  pen 
and  ink  together.  [Exeutit  frrvants. 

Sir  G.Jolus.  There's  nothing  I  fee  makes  fuch  itrong- 
alliances  as  fear.  Thefe  fellows  are  all  enter'd  into  a 
confederacy  againft  the  ghoft.  There  muft  be  abun- 
dance of  bufinefs  done  in  the  family  at  this  rate.  But 
here  comes  the  triple-alliance.  Who  could  have 
thought  thefe  three  rogues  cou'd  have  found  each  of 
'em  an  employment  in  fetching  a  pen  and  ink  ! 
Enter  Gardiner  with  a  jheet  of  paper,  Coachman  with 
ajiandijh,  and  Butler  with  a  pen. 

Gard.   Sir,  there  is  your  paper. 

Coach.  Sir,  there  is  your  ftandifh. 

But.  Sir,  there  is  your  crow-quill  pen I'm  glad 

I  have  got  rid  on't.  \_Afide. 

Gard.  [AJide.~\  He  forgets  that  he's  to  make  a  circle 
— Doftor,  (hall  I  help  you  to  a  bit  of  chalk? 

Sir  G.  It  is  no  matter. 

But.  Look  ye,  fir,  I  fhow'd  you  the  fpot  where  he's 
heard  ofteneft,  if  your  worfhip  can  but  ferret  him  out 
of  that  old  wall  in  the  next  room 

Sir  G.  We  (hall  try. 

Gard.  That's  right,  John.  His  worfhip  muft  let 
fly  all  his  learning  at  that  old  wall. 

But.  Sir,  if  I  was  worthy  to  advife  you,  I  wou'd 
have  a  bottle  of  good  Oftober  by  me.  Shall  I  fet  a 
cup  of  ftingo  at  your  elbow  ? 

Sir  G.  1  thank  thee We  mail  do  without  it. 

Gard.  John,  he  feems  a  very  good-natur'd  man  for 
a  conjurer. 

But.  I'll  take  this  opportunity  of  enquiring  after  a 

bit  of  plate  I  have  loft.     I  fancy,  whilft  he  is  in  my 

C  2  lady's 
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la'dy's  yay,  one  may  hedge  in  a  queftion  or  two  into 

the  bargain.     Sir,  fir,  may  I  beg  a  word  in  your  ear? 

Sir  G.  What  vvouldft  thou  t 

But.  Sir,  I  know  I  need  not  tell  you,  that  I  loft  one 
•f  my  filver  fpoons  laft  week. 

Sir  G.  Mark  d  with  a  fwan's  neck — 

But.  My  lady's  creft?  He  knows  every  thing. \_AJtJt. 
How  wou'd  yonr  worfhip  adviie  me  to  recover  it  again  t 

SirG.  Hum  ! 

But.  Wljat  muft  I  do  to  come  at  it  ? 

Sir  G.  Driiik  nothing  bat  fin  all-beer  for  a  fortnight — 

But.  Small-beer  !  roc-gut  ! 

SirG.  If  thou  drink'it  a  fmgle  drop  of  ale  before 

fifteen  days  are  expir'd It  is  as  much as  thy 

fpoon is  worth. 

But*.  I  Ihall  never  recover  it  that  way ;  I'll  e'en  buy 
a  new  one.  [AJide. 

Coaeh.  D'ye  mind  hov/  they  whifpor  ? 

GarJ.  I'M  be  hang'd  if  he  be  not  afltin*  him  fome- 
thing  ab.iut  Nell.  

Cotich,  I'll  take  this  opportunity  of  putting  a  queltion 
to  him  about  poor  Dobbing:  I  fancy  he  could  give  me 
better  counfel  than  the  farrier. 

£ut.  [7'eGard.]  A  prodigious  man  !  he  knows  every 
thing:  now  is  the  time  to  find  out  thy  pick-ax. 

Gard.  I  have  nothing  to  give  hira  ;  does  not  he  ex- 
ped  to  have  his  hand  crofs'd  with  filver? 

Coach.  [To  Sir  G.]  Sir,  may  a  man  venture  to  afk 
you  a  queftion  ? 

Sir  G.  Afk  it. 

Coach.  I  have  a  poor  horfe  in  the  ftable  that's  be- 
witch* d — — — — . 

Sir  G.  A  bay  gelding. 

Coach.  How  cou'd  he  know  that  ?  [d/ide. 

Sir  G.  Bought  at  Banbury. 

Coach.  Whew — fo  it  was  o'my  confcience.  \Wbijllt*. 

SirG.  Six  years  old  laft  Lammas. 

Coach.  To  a  day.  [Afde.]  Now,  fir,  I  would  know 
whether  the  poor  bealt  is  bewitch'd  by  goody  Crouch 
Or  goody  Fly. 

Sir  G.  Neither. 
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-  Coach.  Then  it  muft  be  goody  Gurton  ;  for  (he  is.  the 
next  oldeft  woman  in  the  parilh. 

Card.  Haft  thou  done,  Robin  ? 

Coach.  [To  Gard.}  He  can  tell  thee  any  thing. 

Gard.  [To  Sir  G.]  Sir,  I  wou'd  beg  to  take  you  a 
little  further  out  of  hearing 

Sir  G.   Speak. 

Gard.  The  Butler  and  I,  Mr.  Doftor,  were  both  of 
us  in  love  at  the  fame  time  with  a  certain  perfon. 

Sir  G.  A  woman. 

Gard.   How  cou'd  he  know  that  ?  [Afide. 

Sir  G.   Go  on. 

Gard.  This  woman  has  lately  had  two  children  at 
a  birth. 

Sir  G.  Twins. 

Gard.  Prodigious !  where  could  he  hear  that?  [AfiJe. 

Sir  G.   Proceed. 

Gard.  Now,  becaufe  I  us'd  to  meet  her  fojnetimes 
in  the  garden,  Ihe  has  laid  them  both 

Sir  G.  To  thee. 

Gard.  What  a  pow'r  of  learning  he  muft  have  !  he 
knows  every  thing.  [A/ide. 

Sir  G.   Haft  thou  done  ? 

Gard.  I  wou'd  defire  to  know  whether  I  am  really 
father  to  them  both. 

Sir  G.  Stand  before  me,  let  me  furvey  thee  round. 
[Lays  hi;  wand  upon  hif  bead  and  makes  him  turn  about .  J 
.  Coach.  Look  yonder,  John,  the  lilly  dog  is  turning 
about  under  the  conjurer's  wand.  If  he  has  been  fauiy 
to  him,  we  {hall  fee  him  pulfd  off  in  a  whirlwiud  im- 
mediately. 

Sir  G.  Twins,  doft  thou  fay?         [Stittturajqg&flt* 

Gard.   Ay,  are  they  both  mine,  d'ye  think  t 

Sir  G.  Own  but  one  of  them. 

Gard.  Ay,  but  Mrs.  Abigail  will  have  me  take  care 

of  them  both She  is  always  for  the  Butler 

if  my  poor  mafter  Sir  George  had  been  alive,  he  wou'd 
have  made  him  go  halves  with  me. 

Sir  G.   What,  was  Sir  George  a  kind  mafter  : 

Gard.  Was  he !  Ay,  my  fellow-fervaiits  will  bear 
me  witnefs. 

C  3  Sir  G. 
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Sir  G.  Did  ye  love  Sir  George  ? 

But.  Every  body  lov'd  him 

Coach.  There  was  not  a  dry  eye  in  theparifh  at  the 
news  of  his  death 

Card.  He  was  the  beft  neighbour— 

But.  The  kindeft  hutband — 

Coach.  The  trueft  friend  to  the  poor— — — 

But.  My  good  lady  took  on  mightily,  we  all 
thought  it  would  have  been  the  death  of  her 

Sir  G.  I  proteft  thefe  fellows  melt  me  !  I  think  the 
time  long  till  I  am  their  matter  again,  that  I  may  be 
kind  to  them.  \_Ajide. 

Enter  Vellum. 

Vtl.  Have  you  provided  the  doctor  every  thing  he 
has  occafion  for  ?  if  fo — you  may  depart. 

[  Exeunt  ferntants. 

Sir  G.  I  can  as  yet  fee  no  hurt  in  my  wife's  beha- 
viour :  but  ftill  have  fome  certain  pangs  and  doubts, 
that  are  natural  to  the  heart  of  a  fond  roan.  '  I  muft 

*  take  the  advantage  of  my  difguife,  to  be  thoroughly 

*  fatisfied.     It  would  neither   be  for  her  happinefs, 
'  nor  mine,  to  make  myfelf  known  to  her,  till  I  am 
'  fo.  \AJide.*~\  Dear  Vellum  !  I  am  impatient  to  hear 
fbme  news  of  my  wife  ;  how  does  (he  after  her  fright  ? 

Vel.  It  is  a  faying  fomewhere  in  my  lord  Coke, 
that  a  widow 

Sir  G.  I  afk  of  my  wife,  and  thou  talk'ft  to  me  of 

my  lord  Coke Pr'ythee  tell  me  how  me  does,  for 

I  am  in  pain  for  her. 

Vel.  She  is  pretty  well  recover'd.  Mrs.  Abigail 
has  put  her  in  good  heart ;  and  I  have  given  her 
great  hopes  from  your  (kill. 

Sir  G.  That,  I  think,  cannot  fail,  fince  thou  haft 
got  this  fecret  out  of  Abigail  !  But  I  could  not  have 
thought  my  friend  Fan  tome  would  have  ferv'd  me 
thus 

Vel.  You  will  fancy  you  are  a  living  man— — 

Sir  G.  That  he  (hould  endeavour  to  enfnare  my 

Vel.  You  have  no  right   in  her  after  your  demife. 

Death  extinguimes  all  property— Quoad  bunc It  is 

a  maxim  in  the  law. 

Sir  G. 
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Sir  G.  A  pox  on  your  learning  5  Well,  but  what 
is  become  of  Tinfel  ? 

VeL  He  rufh'd  out  of  the  houfc,  call'd  for  his  horfe, 
clapp'd  fpurs  to  his  fides,  and  was  out  of  fight  in  lefj 
time  than  I can tell— —ten. 

Sir  G.  This  is  whimfical  enough  !  My  wife  will 
have  a  quick  fucceffion  of  lovers,  inone  day — —Fan- 
tome  has  driven  out  Tinfel,  and  I  {hall  drive  out 
Fail  tome. 

VeL  Even  as  one  wedge  driveth  oat  another— he, 
he,  he  !  you  muft  pardon  me  for  being  jocular. 

Sir  G.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  provoking  blockhead? 
but  he  means  me  well — *  Well,  I  muft  have  fatisfac- 

•  tion  of  this  traitor  Fan  tome  ;  and  cannot  take  a 

*  more  proper  one,  than  by  turning  him  out  of  my 
«  houfe,   in  a  manner   that  mail  throw  fhame  upon 
«  him,  and  make  him  ridiculous  as  long  as  he  lives.' 
—You  muft  remember,  Vellum,  you  have  abundance 
of  bufinefs   upon  your  hands,  and  I  have  but  juft 
time  to  tell  it  you  over;  all  I  require  of  you  is  dif- 
patch,  therefore  hear  me. 

Pel.  There  is  nothing  more  requifite  in  bufinefs 
than  difpatch—— 

Sir  G.  Then  hear  me. 

FeL  It  is  indeed  the  life  of  bufinefs 

Sir  G.  Hear  me  then,  I  fay. 

VeL  And  as  one  has  rightly  obferv'd,  the  benefit 
that  attends  it  is  fourfold.  Firft 

Sir  G.  There  is  no  bearing  this  !  Thou  art  going 
to  defcribe  difpatch,  when  thou  fhould'ft  be  pracliifing 
it. 

Vel.  But  your  ho-nour  will  not  give  me  the  hear- 
ing  _ 

SirG.  Thou  wilt  not  give  me  the  hearing.  [Anrrih, 

VeL  I  am  ftill. 

Sir  G.  In  the  firft  place,  you  are  to  lay  my  wig-, 
hat,  and  fword  ready  for  me  in  the  clofet,  and  one  of 
my  fcarlet  coats.  You  know  how  Abigail  has  de- 
fcribed  the  ghoft  to  you. 

Vel.  It  mail  be  done. 

Sir  G.  Then  you  muft  remember,  whilft  I  am  Jay- 

ing 
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ing  this  ghoft,  you  are  to  prepare  my  wife  for-the  re- 
ception of  her  real  hufband  ;  tell  her  the  whole  -ftory, 
and  do  it  with  all  the  art  you  are  mailer  of,  that  the 
furprife  may  not  be  too  great  for  her. 

yd.  It  fhall  be  done— But  fmce  her  ho-nour  has 
feen  this  apparition,  me  defiresto  fee  you  once  more, 
before  you  encounter  it. 

Sir  G.  I  mall  expeft  her  impatiently.  For  now  I 
can  talk  to  her  without  being  interrupted  by  that  im- 
pertinent rogue  Tinfel.  I  hope  thou  haft  not  told 
Abigail  any  thing  of  the  fecret. 

Vel.  Mrs.  Abigail  is  a  woman  ;  there  are  many 
reafons  why  fhe  mould  not  be  acquainted  with  it :  I 
lhall  only  mention  fix  •  ••• 


Sir  G.  Hufh,  here  fhe  comes  !  O  my  heart  ! 


Enter  Lady  and  Abigail. 
[4JiJe,  while  Vellum  talks  in  dumb-jbenu  to  Lady.] 
O  that  lov'd  woman  !  How  I  long  to  take  her 
in  ray  arms  I  If  I  find  I  am  ftill  dear  to  her  memory, 
it  will  be  a  return  to  life  indeed  !  But  I  muft  take 
care  of  indulging  this  tendernels,  and  put  on  a  beha- 
viour more  fgitablc  to  my  prefent  character.  \Walks 
at  a.  dijiance  in  a.penji've  pcjlure,  waving  his  ivand.] 

Lady.  \to  Vellum.]  This  is  furpriliug  indeed  !  So 
all  the  fervants  tell  me ;  they  iay  he  knows  every 
thing  that  has  happened  in  the  family. 

jib.  [djide.']  A  parcel  of  credulous  fools,  they  firft 
tell  him  their  fecrets,  and  then  wonder  how  he  comes 
to  know  them. 
[Exit  Vellum,  exchanging  fond  looks  ivtih  Abigail.] 

Lady.  Learned  fir,  may  I  have  fome  converfation 
with  you,  before  you  begin  your  ceremonies  P 

Sir  G.  Speak  !  but  hold— firft  let  me  feel  your 
pulfe. 

Lady.  What  can  you  learn  from  that? 

SirG.  I  have 'already  learn'd  a  fecret  from  it,  that 
will  aftonifli  you. 

JWy.  Pray  what  is  it  ? 

Sir  G.  You  will  have  a  hufbaid  within  this  half 
hour. 

Ab.  \4JMe.]  I  an  glad  to  hear  that— He   muft 
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mean  Mr.  Fantome  ;  I  begin  to  think  there's  good 
deal  of  truth  in  his  art. 

Lady.  Alas !  I  fear  you  mean  I  (hall  fee  Sir  George's 
apparition  a  fecond  time. 

Sir  G.  Have  courage,  you  mall  fee  the  apparition 
no  more.  The  hufband  I  mention  mall  be  as  much 
alive  as  I  am. 

Ab.  Mr.  Fantome,  to  be  fure.  [Afide. 

Lady.  Impoflible  !  I  lov'd  my  fir  ft  too  well. 

Sir  G.  You  cou'd  not  love  the  iirll  better  than  you 
will  love  the  fecond. 

'  Ab.  \_AJide.~\  I'll  be  hang'd  if  my  dear  fteward 
'  has  not  inftru&ed  him  ;  he  means  Mr.  Fantome,  to 
'  be  fure  ;  the  thoufand  pounds  are  our  own.' 

Lady.    Alas,  you  did  not  know  Sir  George. 

Sir  G.  As  well  as  I  domyfelf — I  faw  him  with  you 
in  the  red  damaflc  room,  when  he  firft  made  love  to 
you ;  your  mother  left  you  together,  under  pretence 
of  receiving  a  vifit  from  Mrs.  Hawthorn,  on  her  return 
from  London. 

Ladj.  This  is  aftonifhing. 

Sir  G.  You  were  a  great  admirer  of*  a  fingle  life  for 
the  firft  half  hour  ;  your  refufals  then  grew  nil!  fainter 
and  fainter.  With  what  ecftacy  did  Sir  George  kifs 
your  hand,  when  you  told  him  you  mould  always  fol- 
low the  advice  of  your  mamma  ! 

LaJj.  Every  circumftance  to  a  tittle  ! 

Sir  G.  Then,  lady,  the  wedding-night !  I  faw  you 
in  your  white  fattin  night  gown  :  you  would  not  come 
out  of  your  dreffing-room,  till  Sir  George  took  you  oat 
by  force.  He  drew  you  gently  by  the  hand — You 

ftruggled — —but  he  was  too  ftroag  for  you You 

blulh'd;  he 

Lady.  Oh  !  Hop  there  !  go  no  further  •  He 
knows  every  thing.  [Ajide. 

j*  Ab.  Truly,  Mr.  Conjurer,  I  believe  you  have  been 
a  wag  in  your  youth. 

£/>  G.  Mrs.  Abigail,  you  know  what  your 
word  coft  Sir  George,  a  purfe  of  broad  pieces, 
Abigail. 
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At.  The  devil's  in  him.  [4&fc.]  Pray,  fir,  face 
you  have  told  fo  far,  you  Ihould  tell  my' lady  that  I 
refus'd  to  take  them. 

Sir  G.  'Tis  true,  child,  he  was  forc'd  to  thruft  them 
into  your  bofom. 

Ab.  This  rogue  will  mention  the  thoufand  pounds 
if  I  don't  take  care.  \_AJide. "\  Pray,  fir,  though  you  are 
a  conjurer,  methinks  you  need  not  be  a  blab 

Lady.  Sir,  fmce  I  have  rtow  no  reafon  to  doubt  of 
your  art,  I  muft  befeech  you  to  treat  this  apparition 
gently — It  has  the  refemblance  of  my  deceas'd  huf- 
band  ;  if  there  be  any  undifcover'd  fecret,  any  thiug 
that  troubles  his  reft,  learn  it  of  him. 

Sir  G.  I  muft,  to  that  end,  be  fmcerely  inform'd  by 
you,  whether  your  heart  be  engag'd  to  another.  Have 
not  you  receiv'd  the  addrefles  of  many  lovers  fmce  his 
death? 

Lady.  I  have  been  oblig'd  to  receive  more  vifits  than 
have  been  agreeable. 

Sir  G.  Was  not  Tinfel  welcome  ? 1  am  afraid 

to  hear  an  anfwer  to  my  own  queftion.  \Afidt. 

Lady.  He  was  well  recommended. 

Sir  G.  Racks  !  [Afide. 

Lady.  Of  a  good  family. 

Sir  G.  Tortures  !  \Aftde. 

Lady.  Heir  to  a  confiderable  eftate. 

Sir  G.  Death!  [AJMe.'}  And  you  ftill  love  him  ?— 
I'm  diftrafted  !  [Afde. 

Lady.  No,  I  defpife  him.  I  found  he  had  a  de- 
fign  upon  my  fortune  ;  was  bafe,  profligate,  coward- 
ly, and  every  thing  that  could  be  expefted  from  a 
man  of  the  vileft  principles. 

Sir  G.  I'm  recover'd.  \Afide. 

Ab.  Oh,  madam,  had  you  feen  how  like  a  Scoun- 
drel he  look'd,  when  he  left  your  ladyfhip  in  a  fwoon ! 
Where  have  you  left  my  lady  ?  fays  I.  In  an  elbow- 
chair,  child,  fays  he.  And  where  are  you  going  ? 
fays  I.  To  town,  child,  fays  he  :  for  to  tell  thee 
truly,  child,  fays  he,  I  don't  care  for  living  under 
the  fame  roof  with  the  devil. 

Sir  G. 
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Sir  G.  Well,  lady,  I  fee  nothing  in  all  this,  that 
may  hinder  Sir  George's  fpirit  from  being  at  rell. 

Lady.  If  he  knows  any  thing  of  what  pafles  in  my 
heart,  he  cannot  but  be  fatisfied  of  that  fondnefs 
which  I  bear  to  his  memory.  My  forrow.for  him  is 
always  freih  when  I  think  of  him.  He  was  the  kind- 
ell,  trueft,  tendereil  —  Tears  will  not  let  me  go  on  — 

Sir  G.  This  quite  overpowers  me—  1  fliall  difcover 
myfelf  before  my  time.  \AJide.  ]  —  Madam,  you  may 
now  retire,  and  leave  me  to  myfelf. 

Lady.  Succefs  attend  you  ! 

Ab.  I  wifti  Mr.   Fantome  gets  well  off  from  this 
old  Don-  -  1  know  he'll  be  with  him  immediately. 
[Exeunt  Lady  and  Abigail. 

Sir  George  folus. 

Sir  G.  My  heart  is  now  at  eafe  ;  me  is  the  fame 
dear  woman  I  left  her  —  Now  for  my  revenge  upon 
Fantome.  -  1  fhall  cut  the  ceremonies  fhort  —  A  few 
words  will  do  his  bufmefs  --  Now  let  me  feat  my- 
felf in  form  --  A  good  eafy  chair  for  a  conjurer-  this  ! 
-  Now  for  a  few  mathematical  fcratches  —  a  good 
lucky  fcrawl  that  --  Faith,  I  think  it  looks  very 
aitrological  —  Thefe  two  or  three  magical  pot-hooks 
about  it,  make  it  a  compleat  conjurer's  fcheme. 
[Drum  beats.}  Ha,  ha,  ha,  fir,  are  you  there  i  [Enter 
Drummer.}  Now  muft  1  pore  upon  my  paper. 

Enter  Fantome   beating  his  drum. 
Pr'ythee  don't   make  a  noife,  I'm  bufy.     [Fantome 
hats.}  A  pretty  march!  pr'ythee  beat  that  over  again. 
s  .]  [Rifa'g- 


\_He  teats  and  advances  .]  [Rifa'g-}  Ha!  you're  very 
perfect  in  the  ftep  of  a  gholt.  You  italk  it  majefti- 
cally.  [Fantome  advances.]  How  the  rogue  ftares, 
he  acts  it  to  admiration  ;  I'll  be  hang'd  if  he  has  not 
b,-en  praitifing  this  half  hour  in  Mrs.  Abigail's  ward- 
robe. [Fantome  ftartf,  gives  a  rap  upon  bis  drum.'} 
Pr'ythee  don't  play  the  fool.  [Fantome  beats.}  Nay, 
nay,  enough  of  this,  good  Mr.  Fantome. 

Faff.  [Afuie.}  Death!  I'm  difcover'd.  This  jade 
Abigail  has  betray'd  me. 

Sir  G\  Mr.  Fantome,  upon  the  word  of  an  aftrp- 
3  loger, 


THE    DRUMMER:    Or, 
loger,  your  thoufand  pound  bribe  will  neyer  gain 
my  lady  Truman. 

Fan.  'Tis  plain,  flie  has  told  him  all.  \Afide. 

Sir  G.  Let  me  advife  you  to  make  off  as  faft  as  yoa 
can,  orl  plainly  perceive  by  my  art,  Mr.  Ghoft  will 
have  his  bones  broke. 

Fan.  [To  Sir  G.]  Look  ye,  old  gentleman,  I  per- 
ceive you  have  learnt  this  fecret  from  Mrs.  Abigail. 

Sir  G.  I  have  learnt  it  from  my  art. 

Fan.  Thy  art  I  pr'ythee  no  more  of  that.  Look 
ye,  I  know  you  are  a  cheat  as  much  as  I  am.  And 
if  thou'lt  keep  my  counfel,  I'll  give  thee  ten  broad 
pieces. 

Sir  G.  1  am  not  mercenary  !  Young  man,  I  fcorn 
thy  gold. 

Fan.  I'll  make  them  up  twenty. 

SirG.  A  vaunt!  and  that  quickly,  or  I'll  raife  fuch 
an  apparition  as  mall 

Fan.  An  apparition,  old  gentleman  !  you  miftake 
your  man,  I'm  not  to  be  frighten'd  with  bugbears  !  — 

Sir  G.  Let  me  retire  but  for  a  few  moments,  and 
I  will  give  thee  fuch  a  proof  of  my  art 

Fan.  Why,  if  thou  halt  any  hocus-pocus  tricks  to 
play,  why  can'ft  thou  not  do  them  here  ? 

Sir  G.  The  raifing  of  a  fpirit,  requires  certain  fe- 
rret myfteries  to  be  performed,  and  words  to  be  mut- 
tered in  private 

Fan.  Well,  if  I  fee  through  your  trick,  will  you 
promife  to  be  my  friend  ? 

Sir  G.  I  will attend  and  tremble.  [Exit. 

Fan  tome  folus. 

Fan.  A  very  folemn  oldals  !  But  I  fmokehim 

lie  has  a  mind  to  raife  his  price  upon  me.  I  cou'd 
not  think  this  flut  wou'd  have  us'd  me  thus.— I  be- 
gin to  grow  horribly  tir'd  of  my  drum.  I  wifh  I  was 
well  rid  of  it.  However  I  have  got  this  by  it,  that 
it  has  driven  off  Tinfel  for  good  and  all ;  I  fhan't 
have  the  mortification  to  fee  my  miitrefs  carry'd  off 
hy  fuch  a  rival.  Well,  whatever  happens,  I  muft 
itop  this  old  fellow's  mouth,  I  mull  not  not  be  fpar- 
ing  in  hum-money.  But  here  he  comes. 

Enttr 
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Enter  Sir  George  in  his  own  habit. 

Fan.  Ha  !    what's    that !    Sir   George   Truman  ! 

This  can  be  no  counterfeit.  His  drefs  !  his  fliape  !  his 

face  !  the  very  wound  of  which  he  dy'd  !  Nay,    then. 

'tis  time  to  decamp  !  {Rum  o]f. 

Sir  G.    Ha,    ha,    ha !    Fare   you   well,    good  Sir 

George The  enemy  has  left  me  mailer  of  the 

field  ;  here  are  the  marks  of  my  victory.  This  drum 
will  I  hang  up  in  my  great  hall  as  the  trophy  of  the 
day. 

Enter  Abigail. 
Sir  George  Jiands  'with  his  hand  b  fore  bis  face  in 

a  mujing  pofturc. 

Ab.  Yonder  he  is.  O'  my  confcience  he  has  dri- 
ven off  the  conjurer.  Mr.  Fantome,  Mr.  Fantome  ! 
I  give  you  joy,  I  give  you  joy.  What  do  you  think 
of  your  <houfand  pounds  now  ;  why  does  not  the  man 
fpeak  ?  [Pulls  him  by  thejlee<ve. 

Sir  G.   Ha  !  [Taking  his  hand  from  his  face. 

Ab.   Oh  !  'tis  my  matter  !  [Shrieks. 

[Running  a<way,   he  catches  her. 
Sir  G.   Good  Mrs.  Abigail,  not  fo  faft. 
Ab.  Are  you  alive,  fir:   He  has  given  my  moulder 
fuch  a  curfed   tweak  !  they  muft   be  real  lingers  ;  I 
feel  'em,  I'm  fure. 

Sir  G.  What  doft  thou  think  ? 
Ab.  Think,    fir  ?    think  ?    Troth    I   don't   know 
what  to  think.     Pray,  fir,  how. 

SirG.  No  queftions,  good  Abigail;  thy  curlofity 
(hall  be  fatisfied  in  due  time.  Where's  your  lady  I 

Ab.  Oh,  I'm  fo  frighted  ! and  fo  glad 

Sir  G.   Where's  your  lady  !  I  afk  you  .    .... 

Ab.  Marry,  I  don't  know  where  I  am  myfelf   • 

I  can't  forbear  weeping  for  joy 

SirG.  Your  lady  !  I   fay  your  lady  !  I  muft  bring 

you  to  yourfelf  with  one  pinch  more 

Ab.  Oh  !  me  has  been  talking  a  good  while  with 
the  iteward. 

Sir  G.  Then  he  has  cpen'd  the  whole  ftory  to  her. 

I'm  glad  he  has  prepar'J  her.     Oh  !  here  flje  comes. 

D  Enter 
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Enter  Lady  follow*/  by  Vellum. 

Lady.  Where  is  he  f  let  me  fly  into  his  arms  !  my 
life  !  my  foul !  my  hulband  ! 

Sir  G.  Oh  !  let  me  catch  thee  to  my  heart,  deareft 
of  women. 

Lady.  Are  you  then  ftill  alive,  and  are  you  here  ! 
I  can  fcarce  believe  my  fenfes  !  Now  am  I  happy  in- 
deed ! 

Sir  G.  My  heart  is  too  full  to  an  Aver  thee. 

*  Lady.  How  could  you  be  fo  cruel  to  defer  giving 

*  me   that  joy  which  you  knew  I  muft  receive   from 
'  your  prefence  r  Y.ou  have  robb'd  my  life  of  fome 

*  hours  of  happinefs  that  ought  to  have  been  in  it. 

'  Sir  G.  It  was  to  make  our  happinefs  the  more 
'  fincere  and  unmixt :  There  will  be  now  no  doubts 

*  to  dam  it.     What  has   been  the  affliction  of  our 
'  lives,  has  given   a  variety  to  them,  and  will  he're- 

*  after  fupply  us  with  a  thoufand  materials  to  talk 

*  of. 

'  Lady.  I  am  now  fatisfied  that  it  is  not  in  the 

*  power  of  abfence  to  leffen  your  love  towards  me. 

'  Sir  G.  And  I  am  fntisfied  that  it  is  not  in  the 
'  power  of  death  to  deftroy  that  love  which  makes 

*  me  the  happieft  of  men.' 

Lady.  Was  ever  woman  fo  bled  !  to  find  again  the 
darling  of  her  foul,  when  fhe  thought  him  loft  for 

*  ver  !  to   enter  into  a  kind  of  fecond  marriage  with 
the  only  man  whom  fhe  was  ever  capable  of  loving  ! 

Sir  G.  May  it  be  as  happy  as  our  firft,  I  defire  no 
more  !  Believe  me,  my  dear,  I  want  words  to  e.f- 
prefs  thofe  tranfpoits  of  joy  and  tendernefs  which  are 
every  moment  rifing  in  my  heart  whilft  I  fpeak  to 
thee. 

Entfr  Servant!. 

But.  Juft  as  the  ftcward  told  us,  lads !  Look  you 
lheret  if  he  ben't  with  my  lady  already? 

Card.  He  !  he  !  he  !  what  a  joyful  night  will  this 
be  for  madam  ! 

Coach.  As  I  was  coming  in  at  the  gate,  a  ftrange 
gentleman  whifk'd  by  me ;  but  he  took  to  his  heels, 
and  made  away  to  the  George.  If  I  did  not  fee  maf- 
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ter  before  me,  I  fliould  iiave  fworn  it  had  been  his 

Card.  Haft  thou  given  orders  for  the  bells  to  be 
fet  a. ringing?  ^  *Z'. 

Coach.  Never  trouble  thy  head  about  that,  'tis 
done. 


Sir  G.  [To  Lady.]  My  dear,  I  long  as  much  to  tell 
you  my  whole  ilory,  as  you  do  to  hear  it.  .' 
mean  while  I  am  to  look  upon  tins  as  my  wedding- 
day.  1'il  have  nothing  but  the  voice  of  mirth  and 
feafting  in  my  houfe.  My  poor  neighbours  and  my 
fervants  (hall  rejoice  with  me.  My  hall  mall  be  free 
to  every  one,  and  let  my  cellars  be  thrown  open. 

But.  Ah  !  blefs  your  honour,  may  you  never  die 
again  ! 

Coach.  The  fame  good  man  that  ever  he  was  ! 

Card.  Whurra  ! 

SirG.  Vellum,  thou  haft  done  me  much  fervice 
to-day.  I  know  thou  lov'ft  Abigail,  but  fhe's  dif- 
appointed  in  a  fortune.  I'll  make  it  up  to  both  of 
you.  I'll  give  thee  a  thoufand  pounds  with  her.  It 
is  not  fit  there  mould  be  one  fad  heart  in  my  houfe 
to-night. 

'  Lady.  What  you  do  for  Abigail,  I  know  is  meant 
'  as  a  compliment  to  me.  This  is  a  new  inflance  of 

Ab.  Mr.  Vellum,  you  are  a  well-fpoken  man  : 
Pray  do  you  thank  my  matter  and  my  lady. 

Sir  G.  Vellum,  I  hope  you  are  not  difpleafed  with 
the  gift  I  make  you. 

Vel.   The  gift  is  twofold.     1  receive  from  yau 
A  -virtuous  partner,  and  a  portion  too  ; 
For  ivhich  in  humble  ivije,  I  thank  the  donors  ; 
And  fa  ive  bid  good -night  to  both  your  bo—niti,-:. 


F    P    T 

r.  r  i- 


EPILOGUE, 

fT'O-night,  the  poet's  advocate  I  ft  and  \ 

And  he  defervcs  the  favour  at  my  hand, 
Who  in  my  equipage  their  caufe  debating, 
Has  placed  two  lovers,  and  a  third  in  waiting  : 
If  both  the  ftrft  Jhould  from  their  duty  fwerve, 
There's  one  behind  the  wainfcot  in  referve. 
In  his  next  play,  if  I  'would  take  this  trouble* 
tie  promised  me  to  make  the  number  double  : 
In  troth  'twas  fpohe  like  an  obliging  creature, 
For  though  'tisjimple,  yet  it  jhews  good -nature* 

My  help  thtts  ajk'd,  I  could  not  choofe  but  grant  iff. 
And  really  I  thought  the  play  would  want  it, 
Void  as  it  is  of  all  the  ufual  arts 
To  warm  your  fancies,  and  to  fteal  your  hearts.  : 
No  court-intrigue,  tier  city-cuckoldom, 

No  fong,  no  dance,  no  mufec but  a  drum— — 

No  fmutty  thought  in  doubtful  phrafe  expreft, 
And,  gentlemen,   if  fo,  pray  where 's  the  j eft  ? 
When  we  would  raife your  mirth,  you  hardly  know 
Whether,  in  ftrifinefs,  you  Jhould  laugh  or  no  ; 
But  turn  upon  the  ladies  in  the  pit, 
And  if  they  redden,  you  are  Jure  'tis  wit. 

ProtecJ  him  then,  yt  fair  ones  ;  for  the  fair 
Of  all  conditions  are  his  equal  care. 
fie  draws  a  widow,  who,   of  blatnelefs  carriage* 
True  to  her  jointure,  hates  a  fecond  marriage  ; 
And,  to  improve  a  virtuous  wife's  delights, 
Out  of  one  man  contrives  two  wedding  nights ; 
Nay,  to  oblige  the  f ex  in  ev'ry  ftate, 
A  nymph  of  Jive-  and- forty  finds  her  mate. 

7*00  long  has  marriage,  in  this  taftehfs  agtt 
With  ill-bred  rattery  fupptyd  the  ftage  : 
No  lit  tie  fcribbler  is  ofwitfo  tare, 
But  has  his  f  ing  at  the  poor  wedded  pair. 
Our  author  deals  not  in  conceits  fo  ft  ale  : 
For  jhould  t/S  examples  of  his  play  pteva;l, 
No  man  need  blujh,  though  true  to  marriage-vowrt 
Nor  be  ajfft,   though  he  Jhould  love  his  Jpoufe. 
Thus  has  he  done  you  Bririjh  con/or is  right, 
Wtfofe  hujlands,  fooiild  they  pry  like  mine  to-night f 
Would  never  find y-u  in  your  condufl  flipping, 
Though  they  turned  conjurers  to  take  you  tripping. 
FINIS. 
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PROLOGUE. 

O/  NC  E  plays  are  but  a  kind  of  publick  feajls, 
^   Where  tickets  only  make  the  welcome  guejls  ; 
Met  kinks,  inftead  of  grace,  we  jhould  prepare, 
Tour  tajles  in  Prologue,  withy  cur  bill  of  fare. 
Wbe n  you  foreknow  each  courfe,  tho1  this  may  teaze  ycut 
'Tis  Jive  to  one,  but  one  o*  th'  five  may  pleafe you. 
Firft,  for  you  criticks,  we've  your  darling  cbear,  "f 

Faults  without  number,  more  than  fen fe  can  bear.  S 

You  re  certain  to  be  pleased  where  errors  are.  j 

From  your  difpleafure,  I  dare  vouch  we're  fafe  ; 
You  newer  frown,   but  where  your  neighbours  lattgh. 
Kciv,   you  thai  never  know  whatjpleen  or  hate  is,  -» 

Who  for  an  acl  or  two,  are  welcome  gratis,  L 

1 "hat  tip  the  wink,  and  fo  J'neak  cut  with  nunquam  fatis  ;  J 
For  your /mart  taftes  we've  tofs'dyou  up  afop, 
We  hope  the  neweft  that's  of  late  come  up  ; 
The  fool,  beau,  wit,  and  rake,  fo  mixt  he  carries, 
He  Jeems  a  ragou,  piping  hot  from  Paris, 
But  for  thefcfterfex,  whom  mcft  we'd  move, 
We've  what  the  fair  and  chafte  were  form' d for,  love. 
An  artlefs  pajjicn,  fraught  with  hopes  and  fears,  J 

And  neareji  happy,  when  it  moj}  def pairs.  C 

Formajks,  we've  fcandal,  flnd for  beaus,  French  airs.  _> 
To  pleafe  all  tajh-s,  we'll  do  the  btjl  we  can  ; 
For  the  galleries,  we've  Dicky  and  Will  Penkethman. 
Now,  Jirs,  you're  welcome,  and  you  know  your  fart ;         1 
But  pray,  in  charity,  the  founder  fpare, 
Left  you  deftroy  at  once,  the  poet  and  the  player.  + 
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A  C  T     I.     S  G  E  N  E,  an  Hall... 
Enter  Antonio  and  Charino. 

Ant.  "I  T  71THOUT  compliment,  my  old  friend,  r 
VV  Ihall  think  myfelf  much  honour'd  in  you 
alliance;  our  families  are  both  ancient,  our  children 
young,  and  able  to  fupport  'em ;  and,  1  think,  the 
iboner  we  fet  'em  to  work,,  tke  better. 

C.ha.  Sir>  yo*i  olFer  fair  and  nobly,  and  fhall  find  I 
d;;re  meet  you  in  the  fame  line  of  honour ;  and,  I  hope, 
ilnce  1  have  but  one  girl  in  the  world,  you  won't  think 
me  a  troublefome  old  fool,  if  I  endeavour  to  beftow  her 
to  her  worth  ;  therefore,  if  you  pleafe,  before  we  make 
hands,  a  word  or  two  by  the  bye,  for  I  have  fome  con- 
fiderable  quelHons  to  aflc  you. 

Ant.  Afk  'em. 

Cha.  Weil,  in  the  firll  place,  you  fay  you  have  .two 
fens  ? 

Ant.  Exaftly. 

C.ba.  And  you  are  willing  that  one  of 'em  ihall  majxy 
mv  daughter  ? 

'Ant.  Willing. 

Cha.   My  daughter  Angelina  ! 

Ant.  Angelina. 

Cbd.  And  you  are  likewife  content  that  the  faid  An- 
~ gelir.a  mall  furvey  'em   both,  and  (with  my  allowance)  . 
take  to  her  lawful  hulband,  which  of  'em  Ihe  pleafes  ? 

Ant.   Content. 

Cha.  And  you  farther  promife,  that  the  perfon  by  her 

(and  me)  ib  choJen  (be  it  elder  or  younger)  Ihall  be 

A  3  your 
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your  fole  heir ;  that  is  to  fay,  (hall  be  in  .1  conditional 
pofiefiion,  of  at  leaft  three  parts  of  your  eihte.  You 
know  the  conditions,  and  this  you  positively  promife  ? 

Ant.  To  perform. 

Cba.  Why  then,  as  the  laft  token  of  my  full  confent 
and  approbation,  I  give  you  my  hand. 

Ant.  There's  mine. 

Eta.  Is't  a  match? 

Ant.  A  match. 

Cba.  Done. 

Ant.  Done. 

Li.a.  And  done  ! that's  enough.— —Cnrla,  the 

cMer,  you  fay  is  a  great  fchclar,  fpencis  his  whole  life  in 
the  univerfity,  and  loves  his  itudy. 

Ant.  Nothing  more,  f:r. 

CL-a.  But  Clcdio,  the  younger,  has  feen  the  world, 
and  is  very  well  known  in  the  court  of  France ;  a  fprightly 
fellow,  ha? 

Ant.  Mettle  to  the  back,  fir. 

Cba.  Well !  how  far  either  of  'em  may  go  with  my 
daughter,  I  can't  tell ;  fhe'il  be  eafily  pleas'd  where  I 

am- 1  have  given  her  fome  documents  already.  Hark ! 

what  noife  without? 

Ant.  Odfo  !  'tis   they— "—they're  come 1  have 

expected  'em  thefe  two  hours.  Well,  firrah,  who's 
without  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  'Tis  Sanc&o,  fir,  with  a  waggon-load  of  my 
matter's  books. 

Cba.  What,  does  he  always  travel  with  his  whole  ft  tidy  ? 

Ant.  Never  without  them,  fir,  'tis  his  humour. 
Enter  Sancho,  laden  nvitb  books. 

San.  Pedro,  unload  part  of  the  library ;  bid  the  porter 
open  the  great  gates,  and  make  room  for  t'other  dozen 
of  carts  ;  I'll  be  with  you  prefently. 

Ant.  Ha!  Sancbo  !  where's  my  Carlos!  fpeak,  boy, 
wfrere  didft  thou  leave  thy  mailer  ? 

San.  Jogging  on,  fir,  in  the  highway  to  knowledge, 
both  hands  employ'd,  in  his  book,  and  his  bridle,  ftr; 
but  he  has  fent  his  duty  before  him  in  this  letter,  fir. 

Ant.  What  have  we  here,  fotbooks  and  andirons? 

San. 
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Sart.  Potbeoki  !  O  !  dear  fir  ! 1  beg  your  pardon 

— — No,  fir,  this  is  Arabick,  'tis  to  the  Lord  Abbot,  con-  . 

cerning  the  tranflation,  fir,  of  human  bodies a  new 

way  of  getting  out  of  the  world.     There's  a  terrible 
wile  man  *  has  written  a  very  fmart  book  of  it. 

Cha.  Pray,  friend,  what  will  that  fame  book  teach  a 
man  ? 

San.  Teach  you,  fir !  why,  to  play  a  trump  upon  death, 
and  (hew  yourfelf  a  match  for  the  devil. 

Cha.  Strange  I 

San.  Here,  fir,  this  is  your  letter.  [To  Ant.. 

Cha.  Pray,  fir,  what  fort  of  life  may  your  mafter  lead  ? 

San  Life  fir !  no  prince  fares  like  him  ;  he  breaks  his 
fail  with  Arijlctk,  dines  with  Tally ,  drinks  at  Helicon, 
fups  with  Seneca  ;  then  walks  a  turn  or  two  in  the  milky 
way,  and  after  fix  hours  conference  with  the  ftars,  fleepj 
with  old  Err  a  Pater. 

Cha.  Wonderful  ! 

Ant.  So,  Carlos  will  be  here  prefently  Here, 

take  the  knave  in,  and  let  him  eat. 

San.   And  drink  too,  fir, and   pray  fee   ycur 

mafler's  chamber  ready.  \Knocking  again* 

Well,  fir,  who's  at  the  gate  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Monjieitr,  fir,  from  my  young  mafter  Clodic. 
Enter  Monfieur. 

Ant.  Well.  Monfaur,  what  fays  your  mafter  r  When 
will  he  be  here  ? 

Monf.  Sire,  he  vill  be  here  in  de  leis  time  dan  von 
quarter  of  de  hour  ;  he  is  not  quite  tirty  mile  off. 

Ant.  And  what  came  you  before  for  ? 

Monf.  Sire,  me  come  to  provide  de  pulvile,  and  de 
effence  for  his  peruque,  dat  he  may  approache  to  your 
vorftiipe  vid  de  reverence,  and  de  belle  air. 

Ant.  What !  is  he  unprovided  then  ? 

Monf.  Sire,  he  vas  enrage,  and  did  break  his  bottel 
d'orangerie,  becaufe  it  vas  not  defame  dat  is  prepare  for 
Monfeigneur  le  Dauphin. 

Ant.  Well,   f:r,  if  you'll  go  to  the  butler,  he'll—— 
help  you  to  fome  oil  for  his  periwig. 
*  Mr.  Ajgil. 
A    . 
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]\>fon/.  Sire,  me  tank  yon.  [Exit  Monfi«ur,. 

Cba.  A  very  notable  fpark  this  Clodio.     Ha  !   what 
trampling  of  horfes  is  that  without? 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  my  young  matters  are  both  come. 

./>//.  That's  well  \  now,  fir,  now!  now  obferve  their 
feveral  difpofitions. 

Exter  Carlos. 

Car.  My  father  !   Sir,   your  blefling. 

4nt.  Thou  hatt  it,  Carlos  ;  and  now  pray  know  this 
genclemnn  ;  Charino,  fir,  my  old  friend,  and  one  in 
whom  vou  may  have  a  particular  intereft. 

Car.  I'll  ftudy  to  deferve  his  love,  fir. 

Cha.  Sir,  as  for  that  matter,  you  need  not  ftudy  at  all. 

[The)  Jalute. 
Enter  Clodio. 

Clo.  Hey  !  La  Fah'ere  !  bid  the  groom  take  care  our 
hunters  be  well  rubb'd  and  cloath'd  ;  they're  hot,  and 
oiir-ftript  the  wind. 

Cha,  Ay,  marry  fir,  there's  mettle  in  this  young  fel- 
low. 
'  Clo.  Where's  my  father  ? 

Ant.  Ha,  my  dear  Clcdy,  thou'rt  welcome  !  '  let  me 
'  kifs  thee.' 

Clo.  '  Sir, you  kifs  pleafingly  I  love  to  kifs 

'  a  man  ;  in  Paris  we  kifs  nothing  elfe.'  Sir,  being  my 
father's  friend,  I  am  your  mod  obliged,  faithful,  humble 
fervant.  [To  Cha. 

Cha.  Sir, 1— I— I  like  yon.  [Eagerly. 

Clo.  Thy  hand — — kifs I'm  your  friend. 

C/ja.  Faith,  thou  art  a  pretty  humour'd  fellow. 

Clo.  Who's  that  ?  Pray,  fir,  who's  that  ? 

Ar.t.  Your  brother,   Cloaj. 

Clo.  Odfo  !  I  beg  his  pardon  with  all  my  heart—— 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  did  ever  mortal  fee  fuch  a  book-worm  ?— — - 
Brother,  how  is't  :  [Carelejly. 

Car.  I'm  glad  you  are  well,  brother.  [Reads. 

Clo.  What,  does  he  draw  his  book  upon  me  ?  then  I 
will  draw  my  wit  upon  him — Gad,  I'll  puzzle  him  —  Hark 
you,  brother,  pray  what's— Latin  for  a  fword-knot  ? 

Car.  The  Remans  wore  none,  brother. 

Clo.. 
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CJo.  No  ornament  upon  their  fwords,  fir  ? 

Car,  Q  yes,  feveral,  conqueil,  peace,  and  honour—— 
an  old  uufaihionable  wear. 

Clo.  Sir,  no  man  in  France  (I  may  ns  well  fav  breath- 
ing, fc  r  not  to  live  there,  is  not  to  breathe)  wears  a  more 
futhionable  fwordthanldo;  he  coft  me  fifteen  lous-d'or's 
in  Paris There,  fir, fe^'l  him, try  him,  fir. 

Car.  I  have  no  (kill,  fir. 

Clo.  No  (kill,  fir!  why,  this  Avord  would  make  a  cow- 
ard fight aha!  fa!  fa!  ha!  rip ha!  there  I 

had  him.  [Fencing. 

Car.  Take  heed,  you'll  cut  my  cloaths,  brother. 

Clo.  Cut 'em  !   ha,  ha, no,  no,  they  are  cut 

already,  brother,  to  the  grammar-rules  exactly:  Pfha, 
prithee  man  leave  off  this  college-air. 

Car.  No,   brother,  I  think  it  wholefome,  the  foil  and  : 
fituation  pleafant. 

Clo.  A  put,  by  Jupiter!  he  don't  know  the  air  of  a 

gentleman,  from  the  air  of  the  country  : Sir,  I  mean 

the  air  of  your  cloaths  ;  I  would  have  you  change  your 
taylor,  and  drefs  a  little  more  en  cavalier:  lay  by  your 
book,  and  take  out  your  fnuff-box ;  cock,  and  look 
fmart,  hah  ! 

••da.  Faith,  a  pretty  fellow  ! 

Car.  I  read  no  ufe  in  this  brother;  and  for  mycloaths, 
the  half  of  what  I  wear  already,  feems  to  me  fuper- 
fiuous  :  what  need  I  outward  ornaments,  when  I  can  deck 
inyleif  with  underltanding  ?  Why  mould  we  care  for  anv 
tJUBg,  but  knowledge  ?  or  looJc  upon  the  follies  of 
mankind,  but  to  condemn  or  pity  thofe  that  feek  'em  ? 

[Reads  again. 

Cls.  Stark  mad  !  fpiit  me. 

Cb:'..   Piha,   this  fcilow  will   never  do — — he'as 

no  foul  in  him.  4 

Clo.  Hark  you,  brother,  what  da  you  think  of  a  pret- 
ty plump  uench  now  ? 

Car.  I  feldo;n  think  that  way  ;  women  are  book  I 
have  not  read  yet. 

C.lc.  Gad,  I  could  fet  you  a  fweet  leflbn,  brother. 

Car.  I  am  as  weil  here,  fir.  [Reatfr. 

Cha.  Good  for  uo  earthly  thing;  a  floclc  \  ah,  that 
Cl*iy!  A  5  .  Enth- 
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Enter  Monfieur. 

Mcnf.  Sire,  here  be  de  feveral  forte  of  de  jaffimine 
d'orangerie  vidout,  if  you  pleafe  to  mak  your  flioice. 

C!o.  Mum,-  -fir!  I  mult  beg  pardon  for  a  moment;  a 
moft  important  bufinefs  calls  me  afide,  which'  I  will  dif- 
putch  with  all  imaginable  celerity,  and  return  to  the  re- 
petition of  my  defire  to  continue,  fir,  your  moft  oblig'd 
and  faithful  humble  fervant.  [Exit  Clody  lowing* 

Cka.  Faith,  he's  a  pretty  fellow. 

Ant.  Now,  fir,  if  you  pleafe,  fince  we  have  got  the 
other  alone,  we'll  put  the  mr.tter  a  little  clofer  to  him. 

Cbti.  'Tis  to  little  purpofe,  I  am  afraid  :  but  ufe  your 
pleafure,  fir. 

Car.  Plato  differs  from  Socrates  in  this.       [7o  birnfelf. 

jfnt.  Come,  come,  prithee  Carles,  lay  'em  by,  let 
'em  agree  at  leifure.  What,  no  hour  of  interruption  ? 

Car.  Man's  life,  fir,  being  fo  fhort,  and  then  the  way 
fhat  leads  us  to  the  knowledge  of  ourfelves,  fo  hard  and 
tedious,  each  minute  Ihould  be  precious. 

Ant.  Ay,  but  to  thrive  in  this  world,  Carlos,  you  muft 
part  a  little  with  this  bookifh  contemplation,  and  prepare 
yourfelf  for  aftion.  If  you  will  ftudy,  let  it  be  to  know 
what  part  of  my  land's  fit  for  the  plough  ;  what  for  pafture; 
to  buy  and  fell  my  ftock  to  the  beft  advantage,  and  cure 
my  cattle  when  they  are  over-grown  with  labour.  This 
ucwwou'd  turn  to  fome  account. 

Car.  This,  fir,  may  be  done  from  what  I've  read  :  for 
what  concerns  tillage,  who  can  better  deliver  it  than 
firgi/  in  his  Georgia  ?  And,  for  the  core  of  herds,  hi? 
Bucolics  are  a  mafter-picce  ;  but  when  his  art  defcribes 
the  common-wealth  of  bees,  their  induftry,  there  more 
than  human  knowledge  of  the  herbs  from  which  they 
Anther  honey,  their  laws,  their  government  among  them  - 
itv.-e.  ,  their  orderin  going  forth,  and  comingladcn  homr, 
their  Ariel  obedience  to  their  king,  his  juit  rewards  to  fiu  h 
as  labour,  his  punifhment  inflicted  only  on  the  flothfwl 
drone  ;  I'm  ravifli'd  with  it,  then  reap  indeed  my  har- 
veit,  receive  the  grain  my  cattle  bring  me,  and  there  find 
wax  and  honey 


Ant.  Heyday!  Ceorg  et  !  and  Blue-flicks, 
What,  artthoumad! 

Cba. 
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Cba.  Raving,  raving  ! 

Car.  No,  fir,  the  knowledge  of  this  guards  me  from  it. 

Ant.  Bat  can  you  find,  among  all  your  mufty  manu- 
fcripts,  what  pleafure  he  enjoys  that  lies  in  the  arms  of 
a  young,  rich,  well-fhap'd,  healthy  bride :  anfvver  me 
that,  ha,  fir  ! 

Car.  'Tis  frequent,  fir,  in  ftory ;  there  I  read  of  all 
kinds  of  virtuous,  and  of  vicious  women;  the  ancient 
Spartan  dames,  the  Roman  ladies,  their  beauties,  their  de- 
formities ;  and  when  I  liq;ht  upon  a  Portia,  or  a  Cornelia^ 
crown'd  with  ever-blooming  truth  and  virtue,  with  fuch 
a  feeling  I  perufe  their  fortunes,  as  if  I  then  had  liv'd,  and 
tafted  of  their  lawful  envy'd  love :  but  when  I  meet  a 
Mcffalina,  tir'd  and  unfated  in  her  foul  defires  ;  a  C/jtem- 
neftra,  bath'd  in  her  hufband's  blood  ;  an  impious  Tullia 
whirling  her  chariot  o'er  her  father's  breathlefc  body,  hor- 
ror invades  my  faculties  ;  comparing  then  the  numerous 
fuilty,  with  the  eafy  count  of  thofe  that  die  in  innocence, 
deteft  and  loath  'em  as  ignorance,  or  atheifm. 

Ant.  And  you  do  refolve  then  not  to  make  payment 
of  the  debt  you  owe  me  ? 

Car.  What  debt,  good  fir? 

Ant.  Why,  the  debt  I  paid  my  father,  when  I  got 
you,  fir,  and  made  him  a  grandlire ;  which  I  expeifl 
from  you.  I  won't  have  my  name  die. 

Car.  Nor  would  I;  my  labour'd  ftudies,  fir,  may 
prove  in  time  a  living  iffiie. 

Ant.  Very  well,  fir;  and  fo  I  mail  have  a  general 
collection  of  all  the  quiddits  from  Adam  'till  this  time, 
to  be  my  grand-child  ! 

Car.  I'll  take  my  beft  care,  fir,  that  \vhat  I  leave 
may'not  fhame  the  family. 

Cha.  A  fad  fellow  this  !  This  is  a  very  fad  fellow.  [AJitff. 

Ant.  Nor  you  won't  take  care  of  my  eilate  ? 

Car.  But  in  my  wiflies,  fir:  for  know  the  \\ingson 
which  my  foul  is  mounted,  have  long  lince  borne  her 
pride  too  high  to  ftoop  to  any  prey  that  foars  not  up- 
wards ;  fordid  and  dunghill  minds,  compos'd  of  earth, 
fix  in  that  grofs  element  their  happinefs;  but  great  and 
pure  fpirits,  making  that  clog  of  human  frailty  off,  be- 
come refin'd,  and  free  as  the  astherealaix. 
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Ant.  So  in  {her:  you  wou'd  not  marry  an  emprcfs ! 
Car.  Give  me  leave  to  er.joy  myfelf";  the  clofet  that  con- 
tains my  chofen  books,  to  me's  a  glorious  court ;  my  ve- 
nerable companions  there,  theoltfisges  andphiJofophers 
fometimes  the  greatelt  kings  and  heroes,  whole  counfek 
I  have  leax-e  to  weigh,  and  call  their  victories,  if  unjaltly 
got,  unto  a  ftricl  account,  and  in  my  fancy  dare  dt-face 
their  ill-plac'd  ftatues.  Can  I  then  part  with  foliJ  con- 
ilantpleafures,  to  clafp  uncertain  vanities:  No,  fir,  be  it 
your  care  to  fwell  your  heap  of  wealth,  mnrrv  m  v  brother, 
and  let  him  get  you  bodies  of  your  name-;  I  rather  wou'U 
inform  it  with  a  foul. — I  tire  you,  fir — your  pardon,  and 
your  leave. — Lights  there  for  'my  Itudy.  {Exit  Carlos. . 
Ant.  Was  ever  man  thus  transported  from  the  common 
•fenfe  of  his  own  happinefs  ?  A  itupid  wife  rogue,  1  cou'cL 
heat  him.  Now,  if.  it  were  not  for  my  hopes  in  young 
Cloffy,  I  might  fairly  conclude  my  name  were  at  a  period. 
Cha.  Ay,  ay,  he's  the  match  for  my  money,  and  my 
girl's  too,  I  warrant  her.  What  lay  you,  fir,  lhall  we  tell 
'em  apiece  of  our  mind,  and  turn  'em  together  inilantly  ? 
Ant.  This  minute,  fir,  and  here  comes  my  young. 
rogue  in  the  very  nick  of 'his  fortune. 

Enter  CiodiO- 
Ant.  Ctcdy,  a  word  ! 

Clf.  To  the  wife  is  enough  :  your  plenfare,  fir  ?' 
A>:t.  In  the  mean  time,  lir,  if  you  pleafe  to  fond  your 
daughter  notice  of  our  intended  vifit.  [To  Cha_ 

Cbq.  rildo'l— hark  you  fncnd.    [Wi/fen  a  fcrvaHt. 

Enter  Sancho  behind. 

San.  I   doubt  my  mailer  has  found  but   rough  wel- 
come !   He's    gone   fupperlefs   into  his   itudy ;  I'd    fain 

know  the  reafon It  may  be  form:  body  has  borrow'd 

one  of  his  books,  or  fo '• 1  mull  find  it  out. 

i&M&ijfJe. 

Clo.  Sir,  yon  could  not  have  ftarted  any  thing  more 

agreeable  to  my  inclination- ;  and  for  the  young  lady's  firr 

if  this  old  gentleman  will  pleafe  to  give  me  a  fight  of  her, 

you  ftiall  fee  me  whip  into  hers,  in  the  cutting  of  a  caper. 

Cha.  Well !  purfue,  and  conquer  ;  tho'  let  me  tell  jrouv 

ur>  m}'  g'rl  nas  w'tj    an<^  w'^  S've  )ou 
bring  ;  ihe  has  a  {man  way,  fa. 
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Clo.  Sir,  I  will  be  as  ijruirt  as.  me;.  I  have  my.fhare 
ot  courage  ;  I  fear  no  v.'om;>.n  alive,  iir,  having  always 
found,  that  love  and  affurance  ought  to  be  as  in  Separable 
companions,  as  a  beau  and  a  fnuir-Lox,  or  a  curate  and 
a  tohacco-itopper. 

Cba.  Faith. thou>are  a  pleafanfc  rogue  ;  J'gad  me  niuf* 
like  thee. 

Clo.  I  know  how  to  tickle  the  ladles,  fir In  Paris 

I  had  cor.llantly  two  challenges  every  morning  came  up 
with  my chrcolate,  only  for  being  pleafaru  company 
the  night  before  with  the  firlt  ladies  of  quality. 

Cha..  Ah,  filly  envious  rogues !  Prithee,  what  do  you 
do  to  their  ladiea? 

San.  Pofitiyely,  nothing.  [Afide. 

Clo.  Why,  the  truth  i.-,  I  did  make  the  jades  dnnlc-.a. 
litcle  too  fmartiy  ;  for  which.,  the  poor  dogs   the 
cou'd  not  endure  inc. 

Cha.  Why,  hait  thou  really  convers'd  with  the 
family  ? 

.  Clo.  Convers'd  with  'em  !  Ay,  rot  'em,  ay  !  ay ! — 
you- mult  know  fomc  of  'em  came  with  me  half  a  day's 
journey,  to  fee  me  a  little  on  my  way  hither:  hut  1'gad 
I  lent  young  Louis  back  again  to  M'arli  as  drunk  as  a 
tinker,  by  ^foiie  !  Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  T  can't  but  laugh  tOtihiuk 
how  old  Monarchy  grcui'd  at  him.  next  mdrning-,  > 

Cha.  Gad-a-mcrcy,  boy!  well!  and  1  warrant,  thou 
wert  as  intimate  with  their  ladies  too! 

San.  Juit  alike,  I  dare  anfwerfcr  him.        ,  '    [sl/i'de. 

Clo,  Why,  you  lhail  judge  now,   you  fhall  judgi- 
Let  me  fee  !  there  \va.«,  J  and  MsxtLui-' — -no  !  no,'!  no! 

Monjitur  did  not  iup  with  ur. There  w.is  I  and.'P/ince 

Crandmoul,    Duke  de  Bongrace,  Duke  fie  Ecllegraclc • 

(ttelltgrade yes—  yes,.  Jai*    was    there1.)     C 

rEfprit,  Marefcbal  Bombard,  and  that  plcafant  dog  the 
Prince  tie  Hanttnha;.  We  f::<  now  were  all  at  fypp^/, 
all  in  good  humour,  Champaign  was  the  word,  and 
wit  flew  about  the  room,  like  a  pack  of  lofing^ords 

. Now,   fir,    in   Hr.a'am's    adjacent  lodgings,  ,t,h.cie 

kappen'd  to  be  the  ft  If- fa  me  number  of  ladies,  after 
the  fatigue  of  a  baJl.it,  diverting  theiafeK'e^  with  £a~ 
tifa,  and  the  fplccii ;  fo  dull,  th-  •  able  to 

talk, 
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talk,  tho'  it  were  fcandaloufly  even  of  their  beft  f; icmb  : 
fo,  fir,  after  a  profound  "iilence  at  laft  one  of  'em  gap'd 
•  Q  gad  !  fays  the,  would  that  pleafant  dog  Clody 

were  here  to  badiner   a  little. Hey,   fays  a   fecond, 

and  ftretch'd.     Ah  !  Man  Dieit .'    fays  a  third and 

wak'd. Cou'd  not  one  find  him,  fays  a  fourth  ? 

and  leer'd. O  !  burn  him,  fays  a  fifth,  I  faw  him  go 

out  with  the  nafty  rakes  of  the  Blood  again in    a- 

pet.——  Did  you  fo,  fays  a  fixth Pardie  !  we'll  fpoil 

that  gang  prefently — in   a  paffion.     Whereupon,  fir,  in 

two  minutes,  I  receiv'd  a  billet  in  four  words- Cbien 

nous  vcus  demandons :  fufcrib'd,  Grandmont,  Bongrace, 
Bellegratle,  I' ' Efprit,  Bombard,  Haittenbas. 

Cba.  Why,  thefe  are  the  very  names  of  the  princes 
you  fupp'd  with, 

Clo.  Every  foul  of  'em  the  individual  wife  or  fifter  of 
every  man  in  the  company  !  fplit  me !  Ha!  ha  I 

Cha.  AndJnt.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

San.  Did  ever  two  old  gudgeons  fwallowfo  greedily? 

[Aftde. 

Ant.  Well !  and  didft  thou  make  anighton't,  boy  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  I'gad,.  and  morning  too,  fir;  for  about  eight 
o'clock  the  next  day,  flap  they  all  fous'd  upon  their 
knees,  kifs'd  round,  burnt  their  commodes,  drank  my 
health,  broke  their  glafles,  and  fo  parted. 

Ant.  Gad-a-mercy  Clody  !  nay,  'twas  always  a  wild 
young  rogue  : 

Cha.  I  like  him  the  better  for't he's  a  pleafant 

one,  I'm  fure. 

Ant.  Well,  the  rogue  gives  a  rare  account  of  his 
travels. 

Clo.  I'gad,  fir,  I  have  a  cure  for  the  fpleen ;  a  ha  !  I 
know  how  to  riggle  myfelf  into  a  lady's  favour—— give 
me  leave  when  you  pleafe,  fir. 

Cha.  Sir,  you  fhall  have  it  this  moment — faith,  I  like 
him — you  remember  the  conditions,  fir  ;  three  parts  of 
your  eftate  to  him  and  his  heirs. 

Ant.  Sir,  he  deferves  it  all ;  'tis  not  a  trifle  mail  part 
'cm  :  you  fee  Carlos  has  given  over  the  world  ;  I'll 
undertake  to  buy  his  birth  right  for  a  Ihelf  of  new- 
books. 

Cha. 
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Che,  Ay  !  ay  !  get  you  the  writings  ready  with  your 
other  fon's  hand  co  'em  ;  for  unlefs  he  figns,  the  con- 
veyance is  of  no  validity. 

'Ant.  I  know  it,  fir,—  they  mall  be  ready  with  his 
hand  in  two  hours. 

Cha.  Why  then  come  along,  my  lad,  and  now  Ml 
(hew  thee  to  my  daughter. 

Clo.  I  dare  be  fhewn,  fir,'  —  Dillons!  Hey,  Suivont 
I*  Amour.  \_Bingi.  ~\  [Exeunt. 

San.  How!  my  poor  mailer  to  be  disinherited,  for 
Monjieur  !  Sa  !  fa  !  there  ;  and  I  a  looker-on  too  I  If  we 
have  ftudy'd  our  majors  and  our  minart,  antecedents,  and 
ccnfequenij,  to  be  concluded  coxcombs  at  lait,  we  have 
made  a  fair  hand  on't  ;  I  am  glad  I  know  of  this  roguery, 
however;  I'll  take  care  my  mailer's  uncle,  old  Don  Leivis, 
(hall  hear  of  it  ;  for  tho'  he  can  hardly  read  a  proclama- 
tion, yet  he  dotes  upon  his  learning;  and  if  he  be  that 
old  rough  teity  blade  he  us'd  to  be,  we  may  chance  to 
have  a  rubbers  with  'em  firft  -  Here  he  comes,  profeflo. 
Enter  Den  Lewis. 

D.  Lew.  Sancbo  !  Where's  my  boy  Carlos  ?  what, 
is  he  at  it  ?  Is  he  at  it  ?—  «-Deep  —  deep,  I  warrant  him  — 
Sancbo!  a  little  peep  now  -  one  peep  at  him  thro'  the 
key-hole—  1  muft  have  a  peep. 

San.  Have  a  care,  fir,  he's  upon  a  magical  point. 

D.  Lfiv.  What,  has  he  loft  any  thing  ? 

San.  Yes,  fir,  he  has  loft  with  a  vengeance. 

t,  what,  what,  what,  firrah  !  What  is't  ? 


San.    Why,  his  birth-right,  fir,  he  is  di  —  di  —  dis 
difmherited. 


D.  Leiv.  Ha!  how!  when!  what!  where!  who! 
what  dolt  thou  mean  ? 

San.  His  brother,  fir,  is  to  marry  Angelina,  the  great 
heirefs,  to  enjoy  three  parts  of  his  father's  eftate  ;  and 
rny  mailer  is  to  have  a  whole  acre  of  new  books,  for  fet- 
ting  his  hand  to  the  conveyance. 

D.  Lew.  This  muft  be  a  lye,  firrah,  I  will  have  it 
a  lye. 

San.  With  all  my  heart,  fir  ;  but  here  comes  my  old 
matter,  and  the  pick-pocket  the  lawyer  ;  they'll  tell  you 
more. 

2  Enter 
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Enter  Antonio  and  a  Lander. 

.  Ant.   Here,  iir,   this  paper  has  your  full  iniiru&ions  j,t 
pray  be  fpeedy,  fir  ;  I  don't  know  but  we  may  couple/ 
3em  to-morrow;   be  fure  you  make  it  firm. 

LOTM.  Do  you  fecure  hii  hand,  fir,  .1  defy  the  law  to.' 
give  him  his  title  again.  [Exit. 

San.   What  think  you  now,   fir  ? 

D.  Zc-f.  Why,  now  methinks  I'm  pleas'd  -  this 
is  right  -  I'm  pleas'd  --  mull  cut  that  Lawyer's 
throat  tho'  -  mutt  bone  him.-  -  ay!  I'll  have  him 
boa'd-  --  and  potted. 

Ant-*  Brother,  howis't?. 

D.  Le-iv.  O  mighty  well  ••  'mighty  well—————* 
let's  feel  your  pulie  -  feverim. 

[Looks  carneftly  in  Antonio's  face,  and  after  fomt 
pauje,  whijlles  a  piece  of  a  tnx(.  . 

Ant.  You  are  merry,  brother. 

D.  Le:v:.  It's  a  lye»  -^ 

Ant.  How,  brother  ?  ' 

D.  Lew.  A  danin'd  lye  —  T  am  not  merry.     [Smiliug. 

Ant.  What  are  you  then  ?  . 

D.  Le-i>:.  Very  a.ngry.  [Laughing. 

Ant~  Hi.!  hi!  hi!  at  what,  brother?  \Mimif  king  him. 

D.  Lew.  Why,  at  a  very  wife  fettlement  I  have  made 
lately, 

Ant.  What  fettlcment,  good  brother:  I  find  he  has 
heard  of  it.  [AJi(te. 

D.  Leiv.  What  do  you  think  I  have  done  ?  -  1  - 
have  -  this  deep  head  of  mine  has^  -  disinherited  my 
elder  fon,   becautc  his  under/landing's  an  honour  to  myi 
family;  and  .'given  it  all  to.my  younger,  bscaufe  he's  a 
puppy  l.a^puppy! 

Lome,  I  guefs  at  your  mc.inmg,  brother. 

i).  /.,'•!'.•.  Do  you  fo,  fir  ?  Why  then  I  mull  tell  you  flat 
:.iid  plain,  my  boy  C«,l'.s  mull  and  ihall  inherit  it. 

Ant.  I  fay  no,  unlcfs  Carlos  had  a  foul  to  value  his 
fortune  :  what  !  he  mould  manage  eight  thouf;;nd  crowns 
a  year  out  of  the  Mctaptyjtcks  !  Ajtrcnomy  fliould  look  ta 
m  vineards!  Horace  ihoaid  bu  oft"  m  \\ines!  '7r<7- 


my  vineyards!   Horace  ihoaid  buy  oft"  my 

gtdy  fliould   kill   my-;nutton!  Hijlory   mould  •  cut   d^vvjij. 

my  hav  !  Homo-  'fliolild  get  in  my  corn!    7'i/jrc  m    '' 

i.^. 
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tot!<r  look  to  my  fheep!   and  Geometry  bring  my  harveft 
home !  Hark  you,  brother,  do  you  know  what  learning  is  ? 

T).Lc-rv.  vVhat  if  I  don't,  fir,  I  believe  it's  a  fine 
thing,  and  that's  enough — Tho'  I  can  fpeak  no  Greet, 
1  love  and  honour  the  found  of  it,  and  Carlos  fp^aks  it 
loftily;  I'gad,  he  thunders  it  out,  fir;  and  let  me  tell 
you,  fir,  iV  you  had  ever  the  grace  to  have  heard  but  fix: 
JJnes  of  Ife/tetf,  or  firmer,  or  Iliad,  or  any  of  the  Greek 
poets,  ods  heart !  it  would  have  made  your  hair  Hand  art 
end;  fir,  he  has  read  fuch  things  in  my  hearing 

Ant.  But  did  you  underftand  'em,  brother? 

D.  'Lew.  I  tell  you,  no.  What  does  that  fignify  r  the 
very  fouijd's  a  fufficient  comfort  to  an  honcit  man. 

Ant.  Fy  !  fy!  I  wonder  you  talk  fo,  you  that  are  old, 
and  fhould  underftand. 

D.  I«c.  Should,  fir!  Yes,  and  do,  fir:  fir,  I'd  have 
you  to  know,  I  have  lludy'd,  I  have  run  over  hiltory, 
poetry,  philofophy. 

Ant.  Yes,  like  a  cat  over  a  harpfichord,  rare  mufick — 
You  have  read  catalogues,  I  believe.  Come,  come, 
brother,  my  younger  boy  is  a  fine  gentleman. 

D.  Lew.   A  fad  dog I'll  buy  a  prettier  fellow  in  a 

pennyworth  of  ginger-bread. 

Ant.  What  I  propofe,  I'll  do,  fir,  fay  you  your  plea- 

fuie Here  comes  one  I  mult  talk  with— ——Well, 

brother,  what  news  ? 

Enter  Charino. 

Cba.  O !  to  our  wi flies,  fir  ;  C/oJy's  a  right  bait  for 
a  girl,  fir;  a  budding  fprightly  fellow:  (he's  a  little  fliy 
at  firft;  but  I  gave  him  his  cue,  and  the  rogue  does  fo- 
whi(k,  and  frifk,  and  fing,  and  dance  her  about :  odlbud  ! 
he  plays  like  a  greyhound.  Noble  I>on  Lewis,  I  am  your 
humble  fervant :  come,  what  fay  you  r  Shall  I  prevail  with 
you  to  fettle  fome  part  of  vour  eibte  upon  voung  Clody  ? 

D.Le-iv.   Clody! 

Cba.   Ay,  your  nephew,   CloJy. 

D.  Lew.  Settle  upon  him  ! 

Cha.   Ay. 

D.  Lew.  Why,  look  you,  I  han't  much  raiv!  to  fpare  ; 

but  I  ha\i-  an  admirable  horfe-pond I'll  fcctle  that 

upon  liini,  if  you  will. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Come,  let  him  have  his  way,  fir,  he's  old  and  haf-» 
ty;  my  eftate's  fufficient.  How  does  your  daughter,  fir? 

Cba.  Ripe,  and  ready,  fir,  like  a  blufhing  rofe,  fhe 
only  waits  for  the  pulling. 

Ant.  Why  then,  let  to-morrow  be  the  day. 

Cha.  With  all  my  heart  ;  get  you  the  writings  ready, 
my  gid  mall  be  here  in  the  morning. 

D.  Z.f'tu.  Hark  you,  fir,  do  you  fuppofe  my  Carlo  f 
ft  all  -  - 

Cba.  Sir,  I  fuppofe  nothing  ;  what  I'll  do,  I'll  juftify  j 
what  your  brother  docs,  let  him  anfwer. 

Ant.  That  I  have  already,  fir,  and  fo  good-morrow  to 
your  patience,  brother-  \Exeunt, 

D.  Lena.   Sancbo! 

San.   Sir. 

D.  Lew.  Fetch  me  fome  gun-powder—  quick—  quick. 

San.   Sir. 

D.  Lew.  Some  gun-powder,  I  fay,  -  a  barrel—- 

quickly —  and,  d'ye  hear,  three  penny-worth  of  ratfbane  ! 

Hey  !  ay,  I'll  blow  up  one,  and  poifon  the  other. 

San..  Come,  fir,  I  fee  what  you  would  be  at,  and  if 
you  dare  take  my  advice,  (1  don't  want  wit  at  a  pinch, 
fir)  e'en  let  me  try,  if  I  can  fire  my  mailer  enough  with 
the  praifcs  of  the  young  lady,  to  make  him  rival  his  bro- 
ther; that  would  blow  'em  up  indeed,  fir. 

D.  Lew.  Pfha  !  impoffible,  he  never  fpcke  fix  word* 
to  any  woman  in  his  life,  but  his  bed-maker. 

San.  So  much  the  better,  fir;  therefore,  if  he  fpeaki 
at  all,  its  the  more  likely  to  be  out  of  the  road  —  Hark, 
he  rings  -  1  muft  wait  upon  him.  [Exit. 

D.  Lew.  Thefe  damn'd  old  rogues  !  —  I  can't  look  my 
poor  boy  in  the  face:  but  come,  Carlos,  let  'em  go  on, 
thou  malt  not  want  money  to  buy  thee  books  yet 
That  old  fool  thy  father,  and  his  young  puppy,  fliall  not 
fhare  a  groat  of  mine  between  'em  !  Nay,  to  plague  'em,  I 
could  find  in  my  heart  to  fall  fick  in  a  pet,  give  thee  my 
efute  in  a  paffion,  and  leave  the  world  in  a  fury.  [Exit. 

. 
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A     C     T     II. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Sancho. 
.im.  QIR,  he  fhall  have  what's  fit  for  him. 
O   Sa».  No  inheritance,  fir? 

Ant.  Knough  to  give  him  books,  and  a  moderate  main- 
:;:in:uice:  that's  as  much  as  he  cares  for;  you  talk  like 
.  trui,  :\  coxcomb  ;  trouble  him  with  land' 

Safe.    Muft  mailer  Clodio  have  all,  fir? 

Ant.  All,  a'i  ;  he  knows  ho\v  to  ufe  it;  he's  a  man 
bred  in  this  \voild  ;  t'other  in  the  fkies,  his  bu  finds  is 
altogether  above  llairs;  [Bell  rings]  go,  fee  what  he 
wants. 

San.  A  father,  I  am  fure.  [Exit  Sancho. 

Ant.  What,  will  none  of  rny  rogues  come  near  me 
now  ?  O  !  here  they  are. 

Enter  federal  Servants. 

Well,  fir,  in  the  firit  place,  can  you  procure  me  a  plen- 
tiful dinner  for  about  fifty,  within  two  hours?  Your 
young  matter  is  to  be  marry 'd  this  morning;  will  that 
fpur  you,  fir? 

Cook.  Young  matter,  fir !  I  wifh  your  honour  had 
given  me  a  little  more  warning. 

Ant.  Sir,  you  have  as  much  as  I  had  ;  I  was  not  fure 
of  it  half  an  hour  ago. 

Cook.  Sir,  I  will  try  what  I  can  do Hey!   Pedro! 

Gufman!  Come,  ftir, 'ho!  [Exit  Cook. 

Ant.  Butler,  open  the  cellar  to  all  good  fellows;  if 
any  man  offers  to  fneak  away  fober,  knock  him  down  ! 
'  Is  the  mufick  come? 

*  But.  They  are  within,  at  breakfaft,  fir. 

'  Ant.  That's  well :  here,  let  this  room  be  clean'd. 

' You,  huffy,  fee  the  bride-bed  made  ;  take  care  no 

'  young  jade  cuts  the  cords  afunder ;  and  look  the  fheets 

'  be  fine,  and  well-fcented — and  d'ye  hear, lay  on 

'  three  pillows ! away!'  [Exeunt. 

&4  noife  of  chopping  behind.  Carlos  alone  in  his  ftudy.~\ 
ar.  What  a  perpetual  noife  thefe  people  make!  'my 
head  is  broken  with  feveral  noifes  ;  and  in  every  corner  ; 
1  have  forgot  to  ea:  and  fleep,  with  reading;    all  my 

facul- 
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faculties  turn  into  ftudy:  what  a  misfortune 'tis  in  human 

nature,   that  the  body  will  not  live  on  that  which  feeds 

the  mind!  How  unprofitable  a  pleafure  is  eating! — Sanchtf 

Enter  Sancho. 

San.  Did  you  call,  fir?  [Chopping  again, 

Car.   Pr'ythee,  what  noife  is  this  ? 

San.  The  cooks  are  hard  at  work,  fir,  chopping  herbs,, 
and  mincing  meat,  and  breaking  marrow-bones. 

Cat:   And  is  thus  at  even'  dinner? 

San.  No,  fir  ;  but  we  have  high  doings  to-day. 

Car.  Well,  fet  this  folio  in  its  place  again  ;  then  make 

me  a  little  fire,  and  get  a  manchet ;  I'll  dine  alone 

Does  my  younger  brother  fpeak  any  Greek  yet,  Sancho  ? 

Sun.  No,  fir;  but  hefpits  French  like  a  magpye,  and 
that's  more  in  fafliion. 

Car.  He  fteps  before  me  there;  I  think  I  read  it  well 
enough  to  underftand  it,  but  when  I  am  to  give  it  utte- 
rance, it  quarrels  with  my  tongue.  [Chopping  again.]  — 
Again  that  noife  !  pr'ythee  tell  me,  Sancbo,  are  there 
any  princes  to  dine  here  ? 

San.  Some  there  are  as  happy  as  princes,  fir, — your 
brother's  marry  M  to-day. 

.  Car.  What  of  that !  might  not  fix  dimes  ferve  'em  ? 
I  never  have  but  one,  and  eat  of  that  but  fparingly. 

San.  Sir,  all  the  country  round  is  invited  ;  not  a  dog 
that  knows  the  houfe,  but  comes  too :  all  open,  £n 

Cat:  Pr'ythee,  who  is  it  my  brother  marries  ? 

San.  Old  Cbarino's  daughter,  fir,  the  great  heirefs ;  . 
a  delicate  creature  ;  youn-»,  foft,  fmooth,  fair,  plump, 
aud  ripe  as  a  cherry and  they  fay,  modeit  too. 

Car.  That's  ftrange;  pr'ythee  how  docs  thefe  modeft 
women  look  ?  I  never  yet  convers'd  with  any  but  ray  own 
mother ;  to  me  they  ever  were,  but  fhadows,  feen  and 
•unregarded. 

Sun.  A'h  !  wou'd  you  faw  this  lady,  fir,  (he'd  draw 
you  farther  tbfin  your  Arckhnriies  ;  me  has  a  better  fecret 
than  any's  in  Ariflotle,  if  you  ihidy'd  for  it :  I'gad  you'd 
find  her  the  prettieft  natural  philosopher  to  play  with! 

Car.  Is  ihe  fo  fine  a  creature  ? 

&««.  Such  eyes ;  fuch  looks  !  fuch  a  pair  of  pretty 
plump, .  pouting  lips !  fuch  fofcneh.  iii  her  voice!  fuch. 

muficic. 
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mufick  too!  and  when  flie  fmUes,  fuch  roguifli  dimples 
in  her  cheeks  !  fuch  a  clear  fkin  !  white  neck,  and  a 
little  lower,  fuch  a  pair  of  round,  bard,  heaving,  what 

d'ye  call-urns ah  1 

Car.   Why,  thou  art  in  love,  Sancbo. 
Snn.   Ay!   fo  would  you  be,  if  you  faw  her,  fir. 
Car.  \  don't  think  fb.     What  fettleir.ent  does  my  fa- 
ther make  'em  ? 

San.  Only  all  his   dirty  land,  fir,  and  makes  your 
brother  his  fole  heir. 

Ciir.   Mult  I  have  nothing  ? 

San.  Books  in   abundance;  leave  to  lludy  your  eyes 
out,  fir. 

Car.  I  am  the  elder  born,  and  have  a  title  too. 
San.  No  matter  for  that,  fir,  he'll  have  pofieilion —— 
of  the  lady  too. 

Car.  I  wilh  him  happy— —he'll  not  inherit  my  little 
underilanding  too ! 

Stiit.  O,  fir,  he's  more  a  gentleman  than  to  do  that 

• Ods  me  !  fir,  fir,  here  comes  the  very   lady,  the 

bride,  your  fifter  that  mull  be,  and  her  father. 

.Enter  Charino  Mid  Angelina. 
Stand  clofe,  you'll  both  fee  and  hear,  fir. 

Car.  I  ne'er  faw  any  yet  fo  fair !  fuch  fweetnefs  in  her 
look  !  fuch  modefty  1  if  we  may  think  the  eye  the  window 
to  the  heart,  flie  has  a  thoufand  treafur'd  virtues  there. 
-San.   So  !  .the  book's  gone.  [dfide. 

Cha.  Coinejpr'ytheeputonabritkerlookjodfheartjdoil 
tliou  think  in  conscience,  that's  fit  for  thy  wedding-day  .? 
dng.   Sir,  . I  wilh  it  were  not  quite  fo  fudden ;  a  little 
time  for  farther  thought  perhaps  had  made  it  eafier  to 
me  :   to  change  for  ever,  is  no  trifle,  fir. 
Car.   A  wonder ! 

*Cba.  Look  you,  his  fortune  Lhave  taken  care  of,  and 
.hii  perfon  you  have  no  exception  to.  What,  in  the  name 
of  f'cuus,  wo&ld  the  girl  have? 

«,  <dng.  I  never  faid,  of  all  the  world  I  made  him,  fir, 
my  choice:  nay,  tho'  he  be  yours,  I  cannot  fay  I  am 
highly  pleas'd  with  him,  nor  yet  am  averfe  ;  but  1  had  ra- 
;iher  welcome  vour  commands  and  him,  than  difobedience. 

' 

* 
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C/ja.  O !  if  that  be  all,  madam,  to  make  you  eafy, 
my  commands  are  at  your  fervice. 

Aug.  I  have  done  with  my  objections,  fir. 

Car.  Such  underftanding,  in   fo  foft  a  form! 

Happy Happy  brother!—  may  he  be  happy,  while  I 

fit  down  in  patience,  and  alone  !— I  have  gaz'd  too  much 
——Reach  me  an  Ovid.  [Exeunt  Car.  andSzn. 

Cba.  I  fay,  put  on  your  beft  looks,  hufley for 

here  he  comes,  faith. 

Enter  Clodio. 
Ah!   my  dear  C/o^y. 

Clo.  My  dear,  dear  dad.  [Embracing.]  Ha;  Ma 
Princefltt  etes  i>otts  la  done!  A  ha!  NOK,  non.  Je  tie 
me conntis guerre,  &c.  [Sings.~\  Look,  look, —  o'fly-boots; 
what,  flie  knows  nothing  of  the  matter!  But  you  will, 
child. I'gad,  I  mail  count  the  clock  extremely  to- 
night :  Let  me  fee what  time  fliall  I  rife  to-morrow  ? 

—Not  till  after  nine, Ten, Eleven,  fora  piftole. 

'  Ah C"<y?  a  dire  votrecceur  infenftile.  eft  en  Jin  I'ctincu. 

Non,   ncir,   &c.  [Sings  a  fctond -verfe.' 

Enter  Antonio,  Don  Lewis,  and  Lawyer. 

Ant.  Well  faid,  Clody  ;  my  noble  brother,  welcome  : 
my  fair  daughter,  I  give  you  joy. 

Clo.  And  fo  will  I  too,  fir.  '  Aleml  Vivtnt  !  Chan- 
'  /OM  /  Danfons  !  Hey  !  Uautre  jour,  &c. 

\Sings  and  dance S,  fcfr. 

dnf.  Well  fnid  again,  boy.  Sir,  you  and  your  writings 
are  welcome.  What,  my  angry  brother !  nay,  you  muft  have 
your  welcome  too,  or  we  fhall  make  but  a  flat  feaft  on't. 

D.  Lew.  Sir,  I  am  not  welcome,  nor  I  won't  be 
welcome,  nor  no-body's  welcome,  and  you  are  all  a 
parcel  of - 

Cba.  What,  fir? 

D.  Leiv. Miferable  wretches fad  dogs. 

Ant.  Come,  pray,  fir,  bear  with  him,  he's  old  and 
halty ;  but  he'll  dine  and  be  good  company  for  all  this. 

D.  Lew.  A  ftrange  lye,  that. 

Clo.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  poor  Tcfty,  ha,  ha! 

D.  Lew.  Don't  laugh,  my  dear  rogue,  pr'ythee  don't 
laugh  now;  faith,  I  (hall  break  thy  head,  if  thou  doft. 

Clo.  Gad  fo!  why,  then  I  find  you  are  angry  at  me, 
dear  uncle  f 
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D.  Lew.  Angry  at  thee,  hey  puppy!    Why,  what! 
— what  doft  thou  fee  in  that  lovely  hatchet  face  of  thine, 
that's  worth  my  being  out  of  humour  at  ?  Blood  and  fire, 
ye  dog,  get  out  of  my  fight,  or 
Ant,  Nay,  brother,  this  is  too  far 

D.  Lew.  Angry  at  him  !  a  fon  of  a fon's  fon  of 

a  whore ! 

Cha.   Ha,  ha,  poor  peevim— — — 
D.  Lew.  I'd  fain  have  fomebody  poifon  him.     [To 
&imfelf.]   Ah,  that  fweet  creature!   Muft  this  fair  flower 
be  cropp'd  to  ftick  up  i  n  a  piece  of  rafcally  earthen  ware  ? 

I  mult  {peak  to  her Puppy,  Hand  out  of  my  way. 

C!o.  Ha,  ha!  ay,  nowror't. 

D.  I*w,  [To  Angelina.]  Ah! ah! ah!    Ma- 
dam  1  pity  you  ;  you're  a  lovely  young  creature,  and 

ought  to  have  a  handfome  man  yok'd  to  you,  one  of  un- 

derllanding  too  : 1  am  forry  to  fay  ir,  but  this  fellow's 

fcull's  extremely  thick he  can  never  get  any  thing 

upon  that  fair  body,  but  muffs  and  fnuff-boxes  ;  or,  fay, 
he  fhould  have  a  thing  faap'd  like  a  child,  you  can  make 
nothing  of  i:  but  a  taylor. 

Clo.  Ods  me  !  why,  you  are  tefty,   my  dear  uncle. 
D.  Lew.  Will  no-body  take  that  troublefome  dog  out 

of  my  fight 1  can't  ftay  where  he  is I'll  ga  fee 

my  poor  boy  Carlo)  •  I've  difturb'd  you,  madam  ; 
your  humble  fervant. 

Ant.  You'll  come  again,  and  drink  the  bride's  health, 
brother  ? 

D.Lew.  That  lady's  health  I  may;  and,  if  (he'll  give 
me  leave,  perhaps  fit  by  her  at  table  too. 
Clo.  Ha,  ha ;  bye  nuncle. 

D.  Lew.  Puppy,  good  bye [ExitD.  Lewis. 

Jtng.  An  odd-humour'd  gentleman. 
Ant.  Very  odd  indeed,  child ;  I  fuppofe  in  pure  fpite, 
he'll  make  my  fon  Carlos  his  heir. 

Ang.  Methinks  I  would  not  have  a  light  head,  nor 
one  laden  with  too  much  learning,  as  my  father  fays  this 
Carlos  is;  fure  there's  fomcthing  hid  in  that  gentleman's 
concern  for  him,  that  fpeaks  him  not  fo  mere  a  log. 

Ant.  Come,  mail  we  go  and  feal,  brother?  the  prieft 
flays  for  us ;  when  Carles  has  fign'd  the  conveyance,  as 

he 
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hefliall  prefently,  we'lUhen  to  the  wedding,   and  Ib  to 
dinner. 

Cha.  With  all  my  heart,  fir. 

Clo.  j411o»s .'  machcrePrinceJ/e.  [Exeunt. 

Enter   Carlos   Don  Lewis  and  Sancho. 

D.  Leiv.   Nay,  you  are  undone, 

Car.  Then — Imuftftudy,  fir,  to  bear  my  fortune. 

D.  Lew.  Have  you  no  greater  feeling? 

•San.  Y'ou  were  fenfible  of  the  great  book,  fir,  when 
.it  fell  upon  your  head;  and  won't  the  .ruin  of  your  for- 
tune itir  you  ? 

Car.  Will  he  have  my  books  too  ? 

D.  Lew.  No,  no,  he  has  a  book,  A  fine  one  too,  call'd 
ffljt  gentleman's  Recreatiw,  or,  Thefccret  Art  of  getting 
Sons  and  Daughters :  Such  a  creature  !  a  beauty  in  folio  ! 
would,  thou -had  It  her  in  thy  ihidy,  Carlos,  tho'  it  were 
but  to  new-clafp  her. 

San.  He  has  feen  her,  fir. 

D.  Lew.   Well,  and and 

San.  He  flung  away  his  book,  fir. 

D.  Le-iv.  Did  he  faith!  would  he  had  flung  away  his 
humour  too,  and  fpoke  to  her. 

Car.  Mult  my  brother  then  have  all  ? 

D.  Lew.  All,  all. 

San.  All  that  your  father  has,  fir. 

Car.  And  that  fair  creature  too? 

San.   Ay,   fir. 

D.  Lew.  Hey! 

Car.   He  has  enough,  'then.  -[Sighing-. 

D.  Lew.  He  have  her,  Carlos.'  why  wou'd,  wou'd, 
that  is  <  hey ! 

Car.  May  I  not  fee  her,  fometimes,  and  call  her  fif- 
ter?  1'  1  do  her  no  wrong. 

D.  Lew.  I  can't  bear  this !  'Sheart,  I  could  cry  for 
madnefs!  Flefh  and  fire!  do  but  fpeak  to  her,  man. 

Car.  I  cannot,  fir,  her  look  requires  fomething  of 
that  diftant  awe,  words  of  that  foic  refpeft,  and  yet 
fuch  force  and  meaning  too,  that  I  Should  Hand  con- 
founded to  approach  her,  and  yet  I  long  to  wifli  her  joy. 
• O  were  1  born  to  give  it  too  ! 

D.  Leiu.  Why,  thoti  fhalt  wifh  her  joy,  boy;  faith 
flie  i$  a  good-humour'd  creature,  fhc'll  take  it  kindly. 

Car. 
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at   ~\  b- >  •      w^ffe'hfV 

Car.  Do  yon  think  fo,  uncle? 

D.  Lf-iL'.  I'll  to  her,  and  tell  her  of  you. 

Car.  Do,  fir. Stay,  uncle will  fhe  not  think 

me  rude  ?  I  would  not  for  the  world  offend  her. 

D.  Lew.  'Fend  a  fiddle-flick let  me  alone——— 

I'll—I'll. 

Car.  Nay,  but,  fir !  dear  uncle  ! 

D.  Le--w.  A  hum  !  a  hum  !  [Exit  D.  Lewis. 

Enter  Antonio  and  ipe  Lawyer  with  a  writing. 

Ant.  Where's  my  fon  ? 

San.  There,  fir,  calling  a  figure:  what  chopping 
children  his  brother  fhall  have,  and  where  he  mail  find 
a  new  father  for  himfelf. 

dnt.  I  lhail  find  a  ilick  for  you,  rogue,  I  mail. 
Carlos,  how  doft  thou  do  ?  Come  hither,  boy. 

Car.   Your  pleafure,  fir  ? 

Ant.  Nay,  no  great  matter,  child,  only  to  put  your 
name  here  a  little,  to  this  bit  of  parchment ;  I  think 
you  write  a  reafon able  good  hand,  Carlos. 

Car.  Pray,  fir,  t,i  what  ufe  may  it  be  ? 

Ant.  Only  to  pafs  your  title  in  the  land  I  have,  to 
your  brother  Clodio. 

Car.  Is  it  no  more,  fir  ? 

Law.  That's  all,  fir. 

Ar.t.  No,  no,  'tis  nothing  elfe ;  look  you,  you  mall 
fee  provided  for,  you  fhall  have  what  books  you  pleafe, 
and  your  means  fhall  ccme  in  without  your  care,  and 
you  fhall  always  have  a  fervant  to  wait  on  you. 

Car.  Sir,  I  thank  you;  but  if  you  pleafe,  I  had  ra- 
ther fign  it  before  the  good  company  below  ;  it  being, 
fir,  fo  frank  a  gift,  'twill  be  fome  fmall  compliment  to 
have  it  done  before  the  lady  too:  there  I  fhall  fign  it 
chearfully,  and  wifh  my  brother  fortune. 

Ant.  With  all  my  heart,  child ;  it's  the  fame  thing  to  me. 

Car.  You'll  excufe  me,  fir,  if  I  make  uo  great  flay 
with  you. 

Ant.  Do  as  thou  wilt,  thou  malt  do  any  t'-^cr  thou 
hail  a  mind  to.  [Exeunt  Antonio,  Carlos,  and  lawyer. 

San.  Now  has  he  undone  himfelf  for  eve  ;  odn.ta:t, 
I'll  down  into  the  cellar,  and  beftark  drunk  fo-  anger. 

[£.v/V. 
B  7fc, 
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7'ke  SCENE  changes  to  a  dining  room, 
Enter  Charino  <u:ith  Angelina,  Clodio,  Don  Lewis,  La- 
dies,  Plielt,  and  a  Lawyer. 

Law.  Come,  let  him  bring  his  foil's  hand,  and  a-ll's 
done  :  are  you  ready,  fir  ! 

Prieft.  Sir,  I  mall  difpatch  them  prefently,  immedi- 
ately !  for  in  truth  I  am  an  hungry. 

C!o.  I'gad,  I   warrant    you,  the  prieft   and   I  cou'd 

both  fall  to  without  faying   grace Ha  !  you  little 

rogue  !  what,  you  think  it  long  too  ? 

Ang.  I  ind  no  fault,  fir;  better  things  were  well 
done,  than  done  too  hailily Sir,  you  look  melan- 
choly. [To  D.  Lewis. 

D.  Lew.  Sweet  fwelHng  bloflbm  !  ah  that  I  had  the 
gathering  of  thee  !  I  would  ftick  thee  in  the  bofom  of  a 

pretty  young  fellow Ah!  thou  haft  mifs'd  a   m?.n 

(but  that  he  is  fo  bewitch'd  to  his  itudy,  and  knows  no 
other  miftrefs  than  his  mind)  fo  far  above  this  feather- 
headed  puppy 

Ang.   Can  he  talk,  fir  ? 

D.  Le-iv.  Like  an  angel to  himfelf the  devil 

a  word  to  a  woman  :  his  language  is  all  upon  the  high 
bufmefs :  to  Heaven,  and  heavenly  wonders,  to  nature, 
and  her  dark  and  fecret  caufes. 

Ang .  Does  he  fpeak  fo  well  there,  fir  ? 

D.  Le*w.  To  admiration  !  fuch  curiofities  !  but  he 
can't  look  a  woman  in  the  face  ;  if  he  docs,  he  blumcs 
like  fifteen. 

Ang.  But  a  little  converfation,  methinks 

D.  Lew.  Why,  fo  1  think  too  ;  but  the  boy's  be- 
witch'd, and  the  devil  can't  bring  him  to't :  mall  I  try 
if  I  can  get  him  to  wim  you  joy  ? 

Ang.  I  mall  receive  it  as  becomes  his  fiftcr,  fir. 

Clo.  Look,  look,  old  telly  will  fall  in  love  by  and 
by  ;  he's  hard  at  it,  fplit  me. 

C^fl.Lethim  alone,  lhe'11  fetch  him  about,!  warrant  you. 

Clo.  So,  here  my  father  comes!  now,  pridl !  he*  •  my 
brother  too  !  that's  a  wonder  !  broke  like  a  fpirit  from 
his  cell. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Carlos. 

D.  Lew.  Odfo!  here  he  is !  that's  he !  a  litcle  inclining 
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ihe  lean,  or  fo,  but  his  understanding's  the  fatter  for't. 

Ant.  Come,  Carlos,  'twere  your  defire  to  fee  my  fair 
daughter  and  the  good  company,  and  to  feal  before 'em 
all,  and  give  your  brother  joy. 

Cha.  He  does  well;  I  mall  think  the  better  of  him  a* 
•long  as  I  live. 

Car.  Is  this  the  lady,   fir  ? 

Ant.  Ay,    that's  your  futer,  Carlos. 

Car.  Forbid  it,  love  !  \_Afede.'\  Do  you  not  think  fne'll 
grace  our  family  ? 

Ant.  No  doubt  on't  fir. 

Car.  Shou'd  I  not  thank  her  for  fo  unmerited  a  grace  ? 

Ant.  Ay,   and  welcome,  Carlos. 

D.  Lew.  Now,  my  boy  !  give  her  a  gentle  twift  by 
the  fingers  !  lay  your  lips  foftly,  foftly,  clofe  and  plum  to 
her.  [Apart  to  Carlos. 

Car.  Pardon  a  ftranger's  freedom,   lady [Salutes 

Angelina]  Diffolvi-ng  foftnefs  !  O  the  drowning  joy  I—- 
Happy, happy  he  that  fips  eternally  fuch  neclar  down, 
that  unconfin'd  may  lave  and  wanton  there  in  fatelefs 

draughts  of   ever  fpringing   beauty. But   you,    fair 

creature,  mare  by  far  the  higher  joy  ;  if,  as  I've  read, 
-(nay,  now  am  fure)  the  fole  delight  of  love  lies  only  in 
the  power  to  give. 

Ang.  How  near  his  thoughts  agree  with  mine  !  This 

the  mere  fcholar  I  was  told  of!  [jf/Ue.] 1  find,  fir. 

you  have  expcrienc'd  love,  you  feem  acquainted  with 
the  paflion. 

Car.  I've  had,  indeed,  a  dead  pale  glimpfe  in  theory, 
but  never  faw  th'  enlivening  light  before. 

Ang.  Ha  !    before  !  \AftJe 

Ant.  Well,  thefe  are  very    fine  compliments,  Carlos 
but  you  fay  nothing  to  your  brother  yet. 

Car.   O  yes,  and  wifh  him,  fir,  with  any  other  beaut 
(if  pofliblej  more  lading  joy  than  I  could  tafte  with  her. 

Ang.  He  fpeaks  unhappily. 

Clo.  Ha  ! what  do  you  fay,  brother  ? 

Ant.  Nay,  for  my  part,  I  don't  underlland  him. 

Cha.  Nor  I. 

D.  Lew.  Stand  clear,  I  do'  and  that  fweet  crer 

turc  too,  I  hope. 

B    2  An 
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Ang.  Too  well,  I  fear. 
Ant.    Come,   come,    to  the  writing,  Carlos ;   prithee 
leave  thy  ftudying,  man. 

Car.  I'll  leave  my  life  firft  ;  I  ftudy  new  to  be  a  man  ; 
before,   ivhat  man  'was,  was  but   my  argument  ;— — • — •! 
am  now  on  the  proof!  I  find,  I  feel  myielf  a  man 
nay,  I  fear  it  too. 

D.  Lew.  He  has  it !  he  has  it  !    my  boy's  in  for't. 

C/o.  Come,  come,  will  you 

D.  Lew.  Stand  out  of  the  way,  puppy. 

[Infer/>o/tng  with  bis  lack  to  Clody. 
Car.  Whence  is  it,  fair,  that  while  I  offer  ipeech  to 
you,  my  thoughts  want  words,  my  words  their  free  and 
honeft  utterance  ?  Why  is  it  thus  I  tremble  at  your 
touch,  and  fear  your  frown,  as  would  a  frighted  child 
the  dreadful  lightning  ?  Yet  fhould  my  deareit  friend  or 
brother  dare  to  check  my  vain  deluded  wifhes,  O  !  I 

fhould  turn  and  tear  him  like  an  offended  lion 

Is  this,  can  it,  muft  it  be  in  a  filter's  power  ? 
Clo.  Come,  come,  will  you  fign  brother  ? 
D.  Lew.  Time  enough,  puppy. 

Car,  O  !   if  you   knew  with  what  precipitated  hafle 
you  hurry  on  a  deed  that  makes  you  blefs'd,  or  miferable 
for  ever,  ev'n  yet,  near  as  you  are  to  happinefs,   you'd 
find  no  danger  in  a  moment's  paufe. 
Clo.  I  fay,  will  you  fign,  brother? 
Car.  Away,  I  have  no  time  for  trifles  !  Room  for  an 
elder  brother 

D.  Lew.  Why,  did  not  I  bid  thee  Hand  out  of  the 
way  now  ? 

Ant.  Ay,  but  this  is  trifling,  Carlos !  come,  come, 
your  hand,  man.  t 

Car.  Your  pardon,  fir,  I  cannot  feal  yet  ;  hadyouonly 
Ihew'd  me  land,  I  had  refign'd  it  free,  and  proud  to 
havebeilow'd  it  to  your  pleafure  :  'tis  care,  'tis  dirt,  and 
trouble :  but  you  have  open'd  to  me  fuch  a  treafure, 
fuch  unimagin'd  mines  of  folid  joy,  that  I  perceive  my 
temper  flu b born  now,  ev'n  to  a  churlifh  avarice  of  love 

— Heaven  direft  my  fortune. 

Ant.  And  fo  you  won't  part  with  your  title,  fir  ? 
Car.  Sooner  with  my  foul  of  rcafon,  be  a  plant,  a  beaft, 

afiOi, 
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a  filfi,  a  fly,  '  and  only  make  the  number  of  things  up,' 

than  yield  one  foot  ofland if  (he  be  ty'd  to't. 

Cba.  I  don't  like  this  ;  he  talks  oddly,  methinks. 
Ang.  Yet  with  a  bravery  of  foul  might  warm  the  coldeft 
heart.  [Afide. 

Clo.   Piliaw,   pox,   prithee,   brother,  you  had   better 
think  of  thole  things  in  your  ftudy,  man  ! 

Car.  Go  you  and  ftudy,  for  'tis  time,  young  brother  : 
turn  o'er  the   tedious  volumes  I  have  read  ;   think,  and 
digeft  them  well !   the  wholefomeit  food  for  green  con- 
fumptive  minds  ;   «  wear  out  whole  farted  days,   and  by 
the  pale  weak  lamp,  pore  away  the  freezing  nights ;  ra- 
ther make  dim  thy  fight,  than  leave  thy  mind  in  doubt 
and  darkneis  :  confine  thy  ufelefs  travels  to  thy  clofet, 
traverfe  the  wife  and  civil  lives  of  good  and  great  men 
ce;u!  ;  compare'em  with  the  living:  tell  me  why  C*tfar 
peri/h'd  by  the  hand  that  lov'd  him  mofl?  and  why  his 
enemies  deplor'd  him  ?  Diitil  the  fweetnefs  from  the 
poet's  fpring,  and  learn  to  foften  thydefires  ;'  nor  dare 
to  dre.i  71  of  marriage-vows,   'till  thou   has  taught   thy 

frul,  like  mine,  to  love Is  it  for  thee  to  wear  a  jewel 

of  this  ineftimable  worth  ? 

D.  Ltvv.   Ah!  Carlos  \   {Ki/es  him.'}   What  fay  you 
to  the  fcholar  no-.v,  chicken  ? 

Ang.  A  wonder! ts  this  gentleman  your  brother, 

fir !  [To  Clody. 

Clo.  Hey!   no,  my Madam,   not  quite that  is 

he  is  a  little  a-kin  by  the Pox  on  him,  would  he  were 

bury'd 1  can't  tell  what  to  fay  to  him,  fplit  me. 

Ant.  Pofitively,  you  will  not  feal  then,  ha  ? 

Car.  Neither 1  mould  not  blindly  fay  I  will  not 

feal Let    me  intreat   a  moment's  paufe for, 

even  yet,  perhaps,  I  may.  [Sighing. 

Ang.  Forbid  it,  fortune  ! 
Ant.  O,  may  you  fo,  fir  ! 

Clo.  Ay  !  fir,  hey  !  What,  you  are  come  to  youfelf  I 
find,  'fheart ! 

Cba.  Ay,  ay,  give  him  a  little  time,  he'll  think  better 
on't,  I  warrant  you. 

Car.  Perhaps,  fair  creature,  I  have  done  you  wrong, 

whofe  plighted  love  and  hope  went  hand  in  hand  together; 

83  'but 
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but  I  conjureyou,  think  my  life  were  hateful  after  fo  bafe, 

fo  barbarous  an  aft  as  parting  'em  :  '  What !  to  lay  waite 

at  once  forever,  all  the  gay  bloflbms  of  your  forward 

fortune,  the  promis'd  wilhes  of  your  young  defire, 
your  fruitful  beauty,  and  your  fpringing  joy  ;  your 

thriving  foftntfs,  and  your  cluiter'd  killes,  growing  on 
the  lips  of  love,  devour'd  with  an  unthirity  infant's  ap- 
petite !  O  forbid  it,  love  !  forbid  it,  nature  and  hu- 
manity !'  I  have  no  land,  no  fortune,  life,  or  being, 
while  your  neceflity  of  peace  requires  'em  :  fay  !  or  give 
me  need  to  think  your  Imallelr.  hope  depends  on  my  ob- 
jected ruin  ;  my  ruin  is  my  fafety  there  ;  my  fortune,  or 
my  life  refign'd  with  joy,  fo  your  account  of  happy  hour* 
were  thence  but  rais'd  to  any  added  number. 

Cba.  Why  ay  !   there's  fome  civility  in  this. 

Clo.  The  fellow  really  talks  very  prettily. 

Car.  But  if  in  bare  compliance  to  a  father's  will,  you 
now  but  fuffer  marriage,  or  what's  worfe,  give  it  as  an 
extorted  bond,  impos'd  on  the  Simplicity  of  your  youth, 
and  dare  confefs  you  with  fome  honeit  friend  would 
i.ive,  or  free  you  from  its  hard  conditions  ;  I  then  again 
have  land,  have  life,  and  refolution,  waiting  ilill  upon 
your  happier  fortune. 

Clo.  Ha,  ha  !  pert  enough,  that !  I'gad  ;  I  long  to  fee 
what  this  will  come  to  ! 

Priejt.  In  truth,  unlefs  fomebody  is  marry'd  prefently, 

the  dinner  will  be  fpoil'd,  and  then no  body  will  be 

able  to  eat  it. 

Ant.  Brother,  I  fay,  let's  remove  the  lady. 

CLa.  Force  her  from  him  ! 

Car.  'Tis  too  late  !  I  have  a  figure  here  !  fooner  fhall 
bodies  leave  their  made  ;  '  as  well  you  might  attempt  to 
4  Oi  ut  old  Time  into  a  den, and  from  his  downy  wings  wafh 
'  the  fwift  hours  away,  or  itcal  Eternity  to  llop  his  glafs;' 
fo  fix'd,  fo  rooted  here,  is  every  growing  thought  of  her. 

Clo.  Gads  me  ;  what,  now  its  troublefome  again,  is  it? 

Car.  Confider,  fair  one,  now's  the  very  crifis  of  oar  fate: 
you  cannot  have  it  fure,  to  aflt  if  honour  be  the  parent  of 
my  love  :  if  you  can  love  or  live,  and  think  your  heart, 
rewarded  there,  '  like  two  young  vines  we'll  curl  together, 
*  ckcling  our  fouls  in  never-ending  joy ;  we'll  fprmg  to- 

'  gether, 
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1  gether,  and  we'll  bear  one  fruit?'  one  joy  mall  make 
us  fmile,  one  forrow   inourn  ;  one  age  go  with  us,  one    . 
hour   of  death  (hall  clofe  our  eyjs,  and  one  cold  grave 

(hall  hold  us  happy Say  but  you  hate  me  not !  O 

fpeak  !    give  but  the  fofteit  breath  to  that  tranfporting 
thought. 

Ang.   Need  I  then  fpcak ;  to  fay,  I  am  far  from  ha- 
ting you 1  .vDiiIa  lay  more,  but  there  is  nothing  fit 

for  me  to  fav. 

Cba.  I'll  bear  it  no  longer 

slag.   On  t'-iis   vou  may   depend,  I  cannot  like  that 
marriage  was  propos'd  me. 

Car.  How  lhall  my  foul  requite  this  goodnefs  ? 

Cba.  Beyond  patience  !  This  is  downright  infolence  ! 
roguery  L  rape  ! 

Ant.  Part  'em. 

Clo.  Ay,  ay,  part'em,  part'em. 

D.  Lew.  Doll!  dum  !  dum!— — — — 

[  Sings  and  dra-ivs  in  their  drfenct. 

Cha.  Call  an  officer,  I'll  have  'em  forc'd  afunder. 

Ang.  Nay,  then  I  am  reduc'd  to  take  protedioa  here. 

[Goes  to  Carles. 

Car.  O  extafy  of  heart !  tranfporting  joy  ! 

D.  Lew.  Lorra  !  dorrol  !  loll  !  [S**g*  and'  dancci. 

Cba.   A  plot!   a  plot  againft  my  honour!   murder! 
treafon  !  gun-powder  !  Ill  bereveng'd  !  [Exit. 

'  Ant.  Sir,  you  fhall  have  fatis faction.. 

'  Cha.  I'll  be  reveng'd!' 

Ant.  Carlos,  I  fay,  forego  the  lady. 

Car.  Never,  while  I  have  fenfe  of  being,  life,   or  mo- 
tion. 

Clo.  You  won't?  Gadfo!  What,  then  I    find  I  muft 
lug  out  upon  this  bulinefs  ?  AlLns  !   the  lady,   fir  ! 

D.  LC--JJ.  Lorra!  dorrol !  loll ! 

\Prtfentins  his  point  to  Clodio. 

'  Cha.  I'll  have  his  blood!' 

Car.  Hold  uncle  !   Come  brother  !   (heath  your  anger 

—  -   I'll  do  my  befl  to  fatisfy  you  all but  firit  I  would 

intreat  a  bleffing  here. 

Ant.  Out  of  iny  doors,  thou  art  no  fon  of  mine. 

[Exit  Ant, 
B    4  Car* 
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Car.  I  am  forry  I  have  loft  a  father,  fir For  you, 

brother,  fince  once  you  had  a  feeming  hope,  in  lieu  of 
what  you've  loft,  half  of  my  birth-right. 

CIo.  No  halves !  no  halves,  fir  !  the  whole  lady  ! 

Car.  Why,  then  the  whole,  if  you  can  like  the  terms. 

Clo.  What  terms?  what  terms  ?  Come,  quick,  quick. 

Car.  The  firft  is  this ••-  •    [Snatches  Don  Lewis's 

Win  her,  and  wear  her;  for  on  my  fou),  unlefs 
my  body  fail,  my  mind  fhall  never  yield  thee  up  a  thought 
in  love. 

D.  Lew,  Gramercy,  Carlos  !  to  him,  boy!  I'gad,  this 
love  has  made  a  man  of  him. 

Car.  This  is  the  rirft  good  fword  I  ever  pois'd  in  anger 
yet ;  'tis  iharp  I'm  fure  ;  if  it  but  hold  my  putting  home, 

I  fhall  fo  hunt  your  infolence  ! 1   feel   the  fire  of 

ten  ftrong  fpirits  in  me  :  wer't  thou  a  native  fencer,   in 
fofaira  caufe,  I  thus  mould  hold  thee  at  the  worft  defiance. 

Clo.  Look  you,  brother,  take  care  of  yourfelf,  I  fhall 
certainly  be  in  you  the  firft  thruft;  but  if/you  had  rather, 
d;ye  fee,  we'll  talk  a  little  calmly  about  this  bufmefs. 

Car.  Away,  trifler  !  I  would  be  loth  to  prove  thee  a 
coward  too. 

Clo.  Coward !  why  then,  really,  fir,  if  you  pleafe, 
midriff's  the  word,  brother ;  you  are  a  fon  of  a  whore 
— Allons  !  [They  fgbt  and  Clodio  is  dijarm'd. 

'  Cha.  His  b'ood  !  I  fay  his  blood  !  .I'll  have  it,  by  all 
*  the  fears  and  wounds  of  honour  in  my  family.  [Exit.* 

Car.  There,  fir,,  take  your  life and  mend  it— — 

'  be  gone  without  reply.' 

Ang.  Are  you  wounded,  fir  ? 

Car.  Only  in  my  fears  for  you  :  how  fhall  we  beftow 
us,  uncle  ? 

D.  Lew.  Pofitively,  we  are  not  fafe  here,  this  lady 
being  an  heirefs.  Follow  me. 

Car.  Good  angels  guard  us.  [Exeunt  with  Ang. 

Clo.  Gadfo  !  I  never  fenc'd  fo  ill  in  all  my  life 
never  in  my  life,  fplit  me  ! 

Enter  Monfieur. 

Monf.  Sire,  her  be  de  trompete,  de  haute-boy,  de  mu- 
fique,  de  maitre  danfer,  dat  defeer  to  know  if  you  fal  be 
pleafe  to  'ave  de  mafque  begin. 
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Clo.  Hey  !  what  does  this  puppy  fay  now  ? 

Monf.  Sire,  de  mulique. 

Clo,  Why  ay that's  true but — tell  'em—- 
plague on  'em,  tell  'em,  they  are  not  ready  tun'd. 

Monf.  Sire,  dare  is  all  tune,  all  prepare. 

Clo.  Ay  \  Why,  then,  tell  'em  that  my  brother's  wife  a- 
gain,  and  has  fpoil'd  all,  and  I  am  bubbled,  and  fo  I  fhan't 
be  marry'd  till  next  time  :  but  I  have  fought  with  him, 
and  he  has  difarm'd  me  ;  and  fo  he  wont't  releafe  the 

land,  nor  give  me  my   miftrefs  again;  and  I 1  am 

undone,  that's  all.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Charino,  Antonio,  officers,  and  fervants. 

Cha.  Officer,  do  your  duty:  I  fay,  feize  'em  all. 

Ant.  Carry  'em  this  minute  before  a How  now ! 

what,  all  fled  ? 

Cha.  Ha !  my  girl !  my  child  !  my  heirefs  !  I  am 
abus'd  !  I  am  cheated !  I  am  robb'd  !  I  am  ravilh'd  ! 
murder'd  ;  and  flung  in  a  ditch. 

Ant.  Who  let  'em  out  ?  Which  way  went  they, 
villains  ? 

Ser<v.  Sir,  we  had  no  order  to  ftop  them ;  but  they 
went  out  at  that  door,  not  fix  minutes  ago. 

Cha.  I'll  purfue  them  with  bills,  warrants,  aftions, 
writs,  and  malice :  I'm  a  lawyer,  fir  ;  they  (hall  find  I 
underftand  ruin. 

Ant.  Nay,  they  (hall  be  found,  fir;  run  you  to  the 
port,  firrah,  fee  if  any  fhips  are  going  off,  and  bring 
us  notice  immediately. 

Enter  Sancho  drunk, 

San.  Ban,  ban,  cac-caliban  !  [Sings, 

Ant.  Here  comes  a  rogue,  I'll  warrant,  knows  the 
bottom  of  all  !  Where's  my  fon,  villain  ? 

San.  Son,  fir! 

Cha.  Where's  my  daughter,  firrah  ? 

San.  Daughter,  fir  ! 

Cha.  Ay,  my  daughter,  rafcal ! 

San.  Why,  fir,  they  told  me,  jufl  now,  fir— —that 
flic's (he's  run  away. 

Ant.    Dog,  where's  your  matter  ? 

San,  My  mailer  !    why,  they  fay  he  is— — 

Ant.  Where,  firrah  ? 

B  5  San. 
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San.  Why,  he  is he  is gone  along  with  her. 

Ant.  Death !  you  dog,  difcover  him,  or 

San.  Sir,  I  will 1  will. 

Ant.   Where  is  he,   villain  ? 

San.  Where,  fir?  Why,  to  be  fure  he  is he  is 

• upon  my  fou!,   I  don't  know,  fir. 

Ant.  No  more  trifling,  rafcal. 

San.  If  I  do,  fir,  I  wifh  this  may  be  my  poifon.  [Drinks. 

Ant.  Death  !    you  dog,  get  out  of  my   houfe,  or  I'll 
So  fir,  have  you  found  him  ? 
Re-enter  the  fa-want  bajiily,  and  Clodio. 

Clo.  Ay,  fir,  have  you  found  'em  ? 

Serv.    Yes,  fir,  I  had  fight  of 'em;   but  they  were  juft 
oton  board  a  fmall  veffel,  before  I  could  overtake  'cm  ? 

Cha.  Death  and  furies  ! 

Ant.  Whither  were  they  bound,   firrah  ? 

Serv.     Sir,    I    could    not    difcover   that;    but   they 
were  full  before  the  wind,  with  a  very  fmart  gale. 

Ant.  What  fhall  we  do,  brother  ? 

Clo.  Be  as  fmart  as  they,  fir  ;  follow  'em  ;  follow  'em. 

Cha.  Send    to  the  port  this   moment,  and  fecure  a 
fhip  ;  I'll  purfue  'em  thro'  all  the  elements. 

Clo.  I'll  follow  you,  by  the  northern  ftar. 

Ant.  Run  to  the  poit  again,  rogue  ;  hire  a  fhip,   and 
tell  'em  they  mull  hoift  fail  immediately. 

Clo.  And  you  rogue,    run  to  my  chamber,  fill  up  my 

fnufF-box Cram    it     hard,    you   dog,   and   be  here 

again  before  you  g?t  th:         . 

Ant.  What,  will  you  take  nothing  elfe,  bo'y  ? 

Clo.  Nothing,   fi-,    but    fnuft'  and   opportunity—— 
we're  in  hafte.     Aliens  !  hey  ;  je  vole.  \_lLxcunt, 


ACT.     III.     The  SCENE  Lifbon. 


Er.J.cr  Elvira,   Don  Duart,   and  Governor. 

,'v.  T~\  EAR  brother,  let  me  in  treat  you,  ftay  ; 

*>-'   will  you  provoke  your  danger  ? 
D.  DH.  MaUam,   my  honour  mciltbe  fatisficd. 


El-u. 
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EIv.  That's  done  already,  by  the  degrading  blow 
you  gave  him. 

Co-J.  Pray,  niece,  what  is  it  has  incens'd  him  ? 

El-v.  Nothing  but  a  needlefs  quarrel. 

Gc<v.  I  am  forry  for  him To  whom  is  all  this  furyy 

nephew : 

D.  Du.  To  you,  fir,  or  any  man  that  dares  oppofe- 
me. 

GO--V.  Come,  you  are  too  boitfercus,  fir ;  and  this 
vain  opinion  of  your  courage,  taken  on  your  late  fuc- 
cefb  in  duelling,  makes  you  daily  Ihunn'd  by  men  •>£ 
civil  converfation.  For  fhame,  leave  off  thefe  fenfelefs- 
:  if  you  are  valiant,  as  you  would  be  thought, 
turn  out  your  courage  to  the  wars  ;  let  your  king  and 
country  be  the  better  for't, 

D.  Du.  Yes,  fo  I  might  be  general Sir,  no  man 

living  ihall  command  me. 

Go<v.  Sir,  you  f;all  find  that  here  in  Lijlon  I  will : 
I'm  every  hour  fullow'd  with  complaints  of  your  beha- 
viour from  men  of  almoft  all  conditions  ;  and  my  au- 
thority, which  ycu  prefume  will  bear  you  out,  becaufe^ 
you  are  mv  nephew,  no  longer  mall  protect  you  now  r 
expecl  your  next  diforder  to  be  punilh'd  with  as  mucJt 
feverity,  as  his  that  is  a  Itranger  to  my  blood. 

D.  Du.  Punifh  me  !  you,  nor  your  office,  dare  not  do't* 

Go<v.  Away  !  Jinlice  dares  do  any  thing  (he  ought. 

£/-v.  Brother,  this  brutal  temper  muft  be  caft  off: 
when  you  can  mailer  that,  you  (hall  gladly  command  my 
fortune.  But  if  you  itill  perfiit,  expecl  my  prayers  and  vows 
for  your  converfion  only  ;  but  never  means,  or  favour. 

D.  Du.  Fire!  and  furies!  I'm  tutor*  d  here  like  a 
mere  fchool-boy  !  women  mall  judge  of  injuries  in  ho- 
nour ! For  you,  fir 1  \vas  born  fi-ee,  and  will 

not  curb  my  fpirit,  nor  is  it  for  your  authority  to  tempt 
it  :  give  me  the  ufage  of  a  :r:a!i  of  honour,  or  'tis  not 
yo;;r  government  Ihall  protect  you.  [Qxit,- 

Go-'j.  I  am  forry  to  fee  this,  niece,   for  your  fake. 

Liv.   YVou'd  he  were  not  my  brother. 

Enter  Don  Manuel,  \vith  Angelina. 

D.  Mfin.  Divide  the  fpoil  amongft  you  :  this  fair  cap- 
tive I  only  challenge  for  rnyfclf.. 
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Gov.  Ha  !   fome  prize  brought  in. 

'  Sail.  Sir,  (he's  yours;  you  fought,  and  well  deferve  her,' 

Gov.  Noble  Don  Manuel !  welcome  on  flioie  !  I  fee  you 
are  fortunate;  for  I  prefume  that's  fome  uncommon  prize. 

D.  Man.  She  is  indeed Thefe    ten  years  I  have 

known  the  feas,  and  many  rough  engagements  there ; 
but  never  faw  fo  fmall  a  bark  fo  long  defended,  with  fuch 
incredible  valour,  and  by  two  men  fcarce  arm'd  too. 

Gov.  Is't  poffible  ! 

D.  Man.  Nay,  and  their  contempt  of  death,  when 
taken,  exceeds  even  all  they  a&ed  in  their  freedom. 

Go<v.  Pray,  tell  us,  fir. 

D.  Man.  When  they  were  brought  aboard  us,  both 
difarm'd  and  ready  to  be  fetter'd,  they  look'd  as  they 
had  fworn  never  to  take  the  bread  of  bondage,  and  on 
a  fudden  fnatching  up  their  fwords,  (the  younger  taking 
firft  from  this  fair  maid  a  farewel  only  with  his  eyes) 
both  leapt  into  the  fea. 

Gov.  'Tis  wonderful  indeed. 

D.  Man,  It  wrought  fo  much  upon  me,  had  not  our 
own  fafety  hinder'd,  (at  that  time  a  great  fliip  purfu- 
ing  us)  I  wou'd  in  charity  have  ta'en  'em  up,  and  with 
their  lives  they  mould  have  had  their  liberty. 

Aug.  Too  late,  alas  !  they're  loll  !   (Heart-wounding 

thought  !  for  ever  loft  ! 1  now  am  friendlefs,  mifer- 

able-,  and  a  flaTe. 

D.  Man.  Take  comfort,  fair  one,  perhaps  you  yet  again 
may  fee  'em  :  they  were  not  quite  a  league  from  fhore, 
and  with  fuch  ftrength  and  courage  broke  through  the 
rolling  waves,  they  cou'd  not  fail  of  life  and  fafety. 

Jng.  In  that  lalt  hope,  I  broc  k  a  wretched  being : 
but  if  they're  dead,  my  woes  will  find  fo  many  doors  to 
let  out  life,  I  mail  not  longfurvive  'em. 

El<v.  Alas !  poor  lady  !  come,  fir,  mifery  but  weeps 
the  more,  when  me  is  gaz'd  on we  trouble  her. 

GO-J.  I  wait  on  you:   your  fervant,   fir. 

[Exeunt  Elv.  and  Gov. 

D.  Man.  Now,  my  fair  captive,  tho'  I  confcfs  you 
beautiful,  yet  give  me  leave  to  own  'my  heart  has  long 
been  in  another's  keeping  ;  therefore  the  favour  I  am 
;-bout  to  afk,  you  may  atleail  hear  with  Jafety. 

Jng. 
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dng.  This  has  engag'd  me,  fir,   to  hear. 

D.  Man,  Thefe  three  years  have  I  honourably  lov'd 
a  noble  lady,  her  name  Lcuifa,  the  beauteous  niece  of 
great  Ferrara's  duke:  her  perfon  and  fortune  uncon- 
trol'd,  fole  n.iilrefs  of  herfelf  and  me,  who  long  have 
languiih'd  in  an  hopelefs  conltancy.  Now  I  perceive, 
in  all  your  language,  and  your  looks,  a  foft'ning  power, 
nor  can  a  fuit  by  you  promoted  be  deny'd  :  therefore  I 
wou'd  awhile  intreat  your  leave  to  recommend  you,  as 
her  companion,  to  this  lady's  favour:  and  (as  1  am  fure 
you'll  foon  be  near  her  clofeit  thoughts)  if  you  can 
think  upon  the  honeil  courteiies  I  hitherto  have  ihewn 
yaur  modeily,  and  in  your  happy  talk,  but  name  with 
any  mark  of  favour  me,  or  my  unweary'd  love,  'twould 
be  a  generous  aft  wou'd  fix  me  ever  grateful  to  its  memory. 

Ang .  Such  poor  affiftance,  fir,  as  one  diftrefs'd  like 
me,  can  give,  fhall  willingly  be  paid :  '  if  I  can  fteal 
*  but  any  thoughts  from  my  own  misfortunes,  reft  aflur'd, 
'  they'll  be  employ'd  in  healing  yours.' 

D.  Man.  I'll  fludy  to  deferve  this  goodnefs ;  for  the 
prefent,  think  my  poor  houle  your  own  ;  at  night  I'll 
v.ait  on  you  to  the  ladv,  'till  when  I  arn  your  guard. 

Ang.  You  have  bound  me  to  your  fervice         • 

[Exeunt  D.  Manuel  and  Angelina. 
7/'<?  SCENE   changes   to  a  church,  the  wc/pers  Juppos* d 

to  be  j i> ft  ended,  Jc<veral  ivalking  out.      Carlos  and  Don 

Lewis  rifing  near  Louifa  and  Honoria.     Louifa  ol- 
feri:ing  Carlos. 

Hon.  Come,  madam,  mall  we  walk  out  ?  The  croud's 
pretty  well  over  now. 

Lou.  But  then  that  melancholy  foftnefs  in  his  look  ! 

[To  herfclf. 

Hon.   Coufin  !    Donna  Louifa  ! 

Lou.  Ev'n  in  his  devotions  too,  fuch  graceful  adora- 
tion  fo  fweet  a 

Hen.   Coufin,  will  you  go  ? 

Lou.  Plhaw,    time  enough Prithee  let's  walk  a 

little  this  way. 

Hon.  What's  the  matter  with  her  > 

\They  ivalk  from  D.  Lewis  and  Carlos. 

Car. 
3 
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Car.  To  what  are  we  referv'd  ! 

D.  Lenv.  For  no  good,   I  am  afraid  My  I1T 

luck  don't  ufe  to  give  over,  when  her  hand';  in  ;   ihc's 

always  in   hafte One  misfortune  generally 

galloping  in  upon  the  back  of  another Drowning 

we  have  efcap'd  miraculoufly  ;  wou'd  rhe  fear  of  hang- 
ing were  over  too;  our  being  fo  ftrangely  fav'd  from  oney 
fmells  damnable  rank  of  the  other.  Tho'  I  am  oblig'd 
to  thee,  Carlos,  for  what  life  I  have,  and  I'll  thank 
thee  for't,  if  ever  I  fet  foot  upon  my  eftate  acr-in  :  faith, 
I  was  juft  gone;  if  thou  hadil  not  taken  me  upon  thy 
back  the  laf:  hundred  yards,  by  this  time  I  had  been 

food  for  herrings  and  mackrel but  it's  pretty  well 

as  it  is ;  for  there  is  not  much  difference  between  ftarving 

and  drowning all  in  good  time — we  are  poor  enough 

in  conference,  and  I  don't  know  but  two  days  more 
fafting,  might  really  make  us  hungry  too. 

Lou.  They  are  ib-angers  then,  and  feem  in  fome  ne- 
ceffity.  [Afid:. 

Car.  Thefe  arc  light  wants  to  me,  I  find  'em  none, 
when  weigh'd  with  Angelina's,  lofs;  when  I  reflect  on 
her  diftrefs,  the  hard/hips  and  the  crieS  of  helplefs 
bondage  ;  the  infole.it,  the  deaf  defires  of  men  in  power  ; 
O  !  I  cou'd  wifh  the  fate  that  fav'd  us  from  the  ocean's 
fury,  in  kinder  pity  of  our  love's  diitrefs,  had  bury'd  u« 
in  one  wave  embracing. 

Lou.  How  tenderly  he  talks !  this  were  indeed  a 
lover !  [J/it/e. 

D.  Lew.  A  raoft  unhappy  lofs  indeed !  but  come,  don't 
defpair,  boy  ;  the  Ihip  that  took  us  was  a  Portugtiefe,  of 
Lijlon  too,  'l  believe  ;  who  knows  but  fome  way  or  other 
we  may  hear  of  her  yet  ?  Come  don't  be  melancholy. 

'  Car.  In  that  poor  hope  I  live O  thou  dreed 

power!  Itupendous  Authorof  univerfal  being,  and  of  thy 
wondrous  work?,  rh?.t  virgin  wife,  the  mnftei  -piece,  look 
down  upon  her  ;  let  tlie  bright  virtues  of  her  untainted 
mind,  fuc  for,  and  protect  her:  O  let  her  youth,  her 
fpotlefi  innocence,  to  which  all  paflages  in  Heaven  itand 
open,  appear  before  thy  throne  diitrefs'd,  and  meet  fome 
miracle  to  fave  her. 

'  Liu.  Who  would  not  die,  to  be  fo  pray'd  for  ?  [Jf.de. 

'  D.  Leiv. 
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*  D.  Lew.  Faith,   Carles,    thou  hall  pny'd  heartily, 
'  I'll  fay  that  for  thc-e  ;   ib  that  if  any  good  fortune  will 
'  pay  us  a  vifit,  we  are  ready  to  receive  her  now,  as  foon 

*  as  Ihepleafes,  Come  don't  be  melancholy.' 

Car.  Have  I  not  caufe  ?  were  not  my  force  of  faith 
fuperior  to  my  hopelefs  reafon,  I  could  not  bear  the 
infults  of  my  fortune  ;  but  I  have  rais'd  myfelf,  by 
elevated  faith,  as  far  above  defpair,  as  reafon  lifts  me 
from  the  brute. 

D.  Leiv.  Why  now,  would  not  this  make  any  one 
weep,  to  hear  a  young  man  talk  fo  finely,  when  he  is 
almoft  famim'd  r 

Liu.    What  are  you  faying,  coufm  ? 

Hon.  I  wou'd  have  faid,  madam,  but  you  wou'd  not 
hear  me. 

Lou.  Prithee  forgive  me,  I  was  in  the  oddeft  thought: 
let's  walk  a  little.  I'll  have  him  dogg'd.  ^Jlde.~\  Jaques  ! 
[Whifpers  .~\  '  What  was't  you  afk'd  me,  coufin  r 

'  Hon.  The  reafon  of  your  averfion  to  Don  Manuel  ? 
'  you  know  he  loves  you. 

*  Lou.  I  hate  his  love. 

'  Hen.  But  why,  pray?  you  know  'tis  honourable,  and 
'  fo  is  his  family  ;  nor  is  his  fortune  lefs:  I  (hould  think, 
'  the  more  defirable,  becaufe  his  courage  and  his  conJiK  t 
'  on  the  feas  have  rais'd  it;  nay,  with  all  this,  1. 

*  trcmely  modeft  too. 

'  Lou.  Therefore,  I  might  hate  him. 
'  Hon.  For  his  modefty  r 

'  Lou.  Ji>  anything  fo  lleepy,  fo  flat,  and  infupporta- 
'  ble,  as  a  modcit  lover  ? 

'  Hon.  Wou'd  \ou  bear  impudence  in  a  lover? 

'  Lou.  I  don't  know  ;  it's  mere  tolerable  in  a  man,  than 

*  the  woman  ;    and  there   mult  be  impudence  on  the  one 
'  fide,  before  they  can  both  come  to  a  right  undexftaiiding. 

'  Hon.   Why,  what  will  you  have  him  do  ? 

*  Lou.  That's  a  very  home  queftion,  coulin ;    but,  if 
'  I  lik'd  him,  I  could  tell  yon. 

'  Hon.  Suppofeyou  did  like  him  ? 

'  Lou.  Then  I  would  not  tell  you. 

'  Hon.  Why  ? 

'  Lou.  'Caufe  I  mould  have  more  difcrctlon. 

I  '  Hon. 
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'  Hon.  Blefs  me !  fure  you  would  not  do  any  thing 
«  you  would  be  amam'd  to  tell  ? 

*  Lou.  That's   true  ;    but  if  one  fhou'd,  you   know, 

*  twou'd  be  filly  to  tell.     No  woman  would  be  fond  of 
'  fhame,  fure 

'  Hon.  But  there's  no  avoiding  it  in  a  fhameful  aftion. 

'  Lou.  Don't  be  pofitive. 

'  Hon.  All  your  friends  would  fhun  you,  point  at  you. 

'  Lou.  And  yet  you  fee  there's  a  world  of  friendfhip 
'  and  good  breeding  among  all  the  women  of  quality. 

'  Hon.  Suppofe  there  be  ? 

'  Lou.  Why  then,  I  fuppofe,  that  a  great  many  of  them 
'  are  mightily  hurry'd  in  the  care  of  their  reputation. 

*  Hon.  So  you  conclude,  that  a  woman  doing  an  ill  thing, 
'  does  herfelf  no  harm,  while  her  reputation's  fafe. 

'  Lou.  It  does  not  do  herfo  much  harm;  and,  of  two 
'  evils,  I'm  always  for  chafing  the  leaft. 
'  Hon.  What  need  you  chafe  either  ? 

*  Lou.  Becaufe  I  have  a  vaft  fortune  in  my  own  hands, 

*  and  love  dearly  to  do  what  I  have  a  mind  to. 

*  Hon.  Why  won't  you  marry  then  ? 

'  Lou.  Becaufe  then  I  muit  only  do  as  my  hufband  has 

*  a  mind  to  ;  and  I  hate  to  be  govern'd :  on  my  foul,  I 

*  would  not  marry,  to  be  an  Englijh  wife  ;  not  but  the  dear 
'  jolting  of  a  Hackney  coach,  and  an  eafy  hufband,  are 

*  ftrange  temptations ;  but  from  the  cold  comfort  of  a  fine 
'  coach  with  fprings,  and  a  dull  hufband  with  none,  good 
'  Lord  deliver  me  :  but  then,  the  infolence  of  ours  is  in- 
'  fupportable,  becaufe  the  nafty  law  gives  'em  a  power 
'  over  us,  which  nature  never  defign'd  'em.  For  my  part, 
'  I  had  rather  be  in  love  all  days  of  my  life,  than  marry. 

'  Hon.  That  is,  you  had  rather  bear  the  dileafe,  than 

*  have  the  cure. 

*  Lou.  Marriage  is  inded  a  cure  for  love  ;  but  love's  a 
'  difeafe  I  wou'd  never  be  cur'd  of;  therefore,  no  more 

'  phyfick  dear  coufin  ;  no  more  huibnnds 1  hate  your 

'  bitter  draughts not  but  I'm  afraid  I  am  a  little 

'  feverifh you'll  think  me  mad 

*  Hon.  What's  the  matter  ?' 

Lou.  Did  you  obferve  thofe  ftrangers  that  have  walk'd 
by  us. 

Hon. 
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Hon.  Not  much;  but  what  of  them? 

Lou.  Did  you  hear  nothing  of  their  talk  ? 

Hon.  I  think  I  did  ;  one  of 'em,  the  younger,  feem'd 
concern'd  for  a  loft  miilrefs. 

Lou.  Ay,  but  fo  near,  fo  tenderly  concern'd,  his  looks, 
as  well  as  words,  fpeaking  an  inward  grief,  that  could 
not  flow  from  every  common  paflion  :  I  muft  know  more 
of  him. 

Hon.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Lou.  Mull  fpeak  to  him. 

Hon.  By  no  means. 

Lou.  Why,  you  fee  they  are  ftrangers,  I  believe  in  fome 
necefiity  ;  and  fince  they  feem  not  born  to  beg  relief,  to 
offer  it  unafk'd,  would  add  fome  merit  to  the  charity. 

Hon.   Confider. 

Lou.  I  hate  it fir fir . 

D.  Le--u.  Would  you  fpeak  with  me,  madam  ? 

Leu.  Ifyoupleafe,  with  your  friend-— —not  to  inter- 
rupt you,  fir. 

Car.  Your  pleafure,  lady  ? 

Lou.  You  feem  a  ftranger,  fir. 

Car.   A  molt  unfortunate  one. 

Leu.  If  I  am  net  deceiv'd,  in  want :  pardon  my  free- 
dom  if  J  have  err'd,  as  freely  tell  me  fo  ;  if  not,  as 

earned  of  your  better  fortune,  this  trifle  files  for  your 
acceptance. 

D.  Leva.  Take  it,  boy. 

Car.  A  bounty  fo  unmerited,  and  from  an  hand  un- 
known, fills  me  with  furprife  and  wonder:  but  give  me 
leave,  in  honeily,  to  warn  you,  lady,  of  a  too  heedlefs 
purchafe  ;  for  if  you  mean  it  as  the  bribe  to  any  evil  you 
•would  have  me  praftife,  be  not  offended,  if  I  dare  not 
take  it. 

'Leu.  I  low  affably  he  talks  !  how  chaftc  !  how  inno- 

'  cent  hii  thought!  he  muft  be  won! \_Afide. ~\  * 

You  are  too  fcrupulous  ;  I  have  no  hard  defigns  upon 

your  honeily only  this be  wife  and  cautious, 

if  you  ftiould  follow  me  ;  I  am  obferv'd,  farewell.  Jaques! 

•  Will  you  walk,  coufin  r \_Whifpers  Jaques.] 

— and  bring* me  word  immediately 1  am  going 

home.  [Exeunt  Lou.anJHon^ 

D.  Lew. 
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D.  Lew.  Let's  fee,    odfheart !   follow  her,    man 

why,  'tis  all  geld  ! 

Car.  Difpofe  it  as  you  pleafe. 

D.  Lew.  I'll  lirft  have  a  better  title  to't. No,  'tis 

all  thine,  boy 1  hold  an  hundred  piiloles  (lie's  feme 

great  fortune  in  love  with  you 1  !^y,  follow  her — 

fince  you  have  loft  one  wife  before  you  had  her,  I'd  have 
you  ma,ke  fureof  another  before  you  lofe  her. 

Car.  Fortune,  indeed,  his  difpcffefs'd  her  of  my  pcr- 
fon  ;  but  her  firm  title  to  my  heart,  not  all  the  lubtle 
arts  or  laws  of  love  can  fhake  or  violate. 

D.  Lew.  Prithee  follow  her  now!  methinks  I'd  fain 
fee  thee  in  bed  with  fome  body  before  I  die. 

Car.  Be  not  fo  pcor  in  thought ;  let  me  in  treat  you 
rather  to  employ  'em,  fir,  with  mine,  in  fearch  of  An- 
gelina's fortune. 

D.  Lew.  Well,  dear  Carlos,  .don't  chide  me  now. 
J  do  love  thee,  and  I  will  follow  thee.  [Exsunt. 

SCENE  the  Street.     Enter  Antonio  and  Charino. 

Ant.  You  heard  what  the  failor  faid,  brother,  fuch  a 
fhip  has  put  in  here,  and  fuch  perfons  were  taken  ia  it. 
Therefore  my  advice  is,  immediately  to  get  a  warrant 
from  the  government  to  fearch  and  take  'em  up  where- 
ever  we  can  find  'em. 

Cha.  Sir,  you  mull  not  tell  me — I  won't  be  chous'd 
of  my  daughter ;  I  mall  e.vpeft  her,  fir ;  if  not,  I'll 
take  my  courfe  ;  I  know  the  law.  \Jfalks  about. 

Ant.  You  really  have  a  great  deal  of  dark  wit,  bro- 
ther ;  but.  if  you  know  any  courfe  better  than  a  vwr- 
rant  to  fearch  for  her,  in  the  name  of  wifdom,  take  it ; 

if  not,  here's  my  oath,    and  yours,  and hew  now,. 

where's  Clcdy,  ? oh,  here  he  comes 

Enter  Q\o&iot  fcarcbing  his  pockets. 
How  now  !  what's  the  matter,  boy  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  it's  gone,  fplit  me. 

Ant.  What's  the  matter :  \Lcuder. 

Clo.  The  beft  joint  in  chriftendom. 

Ant.   Cletfy! 

Clo.  Sir,  I  have  loft  my  fnuft-box. 

Ant.  Pihaw,  a  trifle  ;  get  thee  another,  nan. 

Clo  Sir,  'tis  not  to  be  had befides,  I  dare  not  mew 

my; 
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my  face  at  Paris  without  it.      What  do  you  think  her 
grace  will  fay  to  me  ? 

Cha.  Well,  upon  fecond  thoughts,  I  am  content  ta 
fearch. 

Clo.  I  have  fearcheJ  all  my  pockets  fifty  times  over, 
to  no  purpofe. 

Cha.  Pockets!     • 

Clo.  It's  impoflible  to  fellow  it,  but  in  Paris I'll 

go  to  Paris,  fpjit  me.  \_Ajide. 

Cha.  To  Paris  !  why  you  don't  fuppofe  my  daughter's 
there,  fir  ? 

Clo.  I  don't  know  but  fhe  may,  fir  :  but  I  am  fure  they 
make  the  belt  joints  in  Europe  there 

Cba.   Joints  ! my  lon-in-law   that  fhou'd  have 

been,  feems  llrangcly  alter'd  for  the  worfe.     But  come, 
let's  to  the  governor. 

Clo.  I'll  have  it  cry'J,  fr.ith  ;  or,  if  thnt  won't  do,  I 
have  a  lucky  thought ;  I'll  offer  thirty  piftolesto  the  finder, 
in  the  Paris  Gazette,  in  pure  compliment  to  the  favours 
of  Madam  la  Ducbefs  de Mum.  I'll  do't,  faith. 

Ant.   Come  along,  Ckdy.    {Exeunt  Ant.  aWCharino. 

Clo.  Sir,  I  muftlook  a  little,  I'll  follow  you  prefently; 
my  poor  pretty  box !  ah,  plague  o'  my  fea-voyage. 
Enter  a  fcr<u ant  baftily  ivitb  a  flambeaux. 

Scr<v.  By  your  leave,  fir,  my  matter's  coming;  pray, 
fir,  clear  the  way. 

Clo.  Ha !  why  thou  art  pert,  my  love ;  prithee,  who 
is  thv  matter,  child  ! 

Serv.  The  valiant  Don  Duart,  fir;  nephew  to  the 
Cv\ernor  of  Lijl-zn. 

Clo.  Well,  cliild,  and  what?  does  he  eat  every  man 
he  meets  ! 

Sfr-j.  No,  fir,  but  he  challenges  every  man  that  takes  the 
wall  of  him,  and  always  fends  me  before  to  clear  the  way. 

Clo.   Ha  !  a  pretty 'harmlefs  humour  that?  Is  this  he, 

child  1 you  may  look  as  terrible  as  you  pleafe,  I  muft 

banter  you,  fplit  me,  \_Afede. 

Enter  Den  D  \izrt,  flatting  up  to  Clodio. 

D.  Du.  Do  you  know  me,  fir  ! 

Clo.   Hey  !   h  »  !  [Looks  car  defy  en  him,  and  gapes. 

D.  Du.  Do  you  know  me,  lir? 
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do.  You  did  not  fee  my  fnuff-box,  fir,  did  you  ? 

D.  Du.  Sir,  in  Lijlon  no  man  afks  me  a  queftion  co- 
ver'd.      [StrHts  off  ClodioV  hat>~\  Now  you  know  me. 

Clo.  Perfectly  well,   fir.— Hi  1  hi !  I  like  you  migh- 
tily  you  are  not  a  bully,  fir  ? 

D.  Du.  Youarefaucy,  friend. 

Clo.  Ay,    it's  a  way  I  have,  after 
Thou  art  really  the  molt  extraordinary — v 
ever  I  met  with !  now,  fir,   do  you  know 

D.  Du.  Knowthee!  take  that,  peafant ! 


:   i  iiKc  you  migii- 

I'm  affronted'  — — 

•y — umph that 

now  me,  fplit  me  ? 

ifanf  « 


[Strikes  him,  and  loth  draw. 
ul,  fir; 


Clo.  I  can't,  upon  my  foul,  fir  ;  allons  !  now  we  fhall 
come  to  a  right  undemanding.  [They  fight, 

Ser*v.  Help  !  murder  !  help  ! 

Clo.  Allons  !  to  our  better  acquaintance,  fir  ;  ahah  ! 
[D.  Du.  falls,}  he  has  it !  never  pulh'd  better  in  my 
life,  never  in  my  life,  fplit  me. 

Seri>.   O  !  my  mafter's  kill'd  !  help  ho  !  murder  help  t 

Clo.  Hey  !  why  faith,  child,  that's  very  true  as  thou 
iay'ft,  and  fo  the  devil  take  the  hindmoft.    [Exit  Clodio. 
Enter  Officers. 

ift  Qffi.  How  now!  who's  that  cries  murder? 

Scr<v.  O,  my  mafter's  murder'd  ;  fome  of  you  follow 
me,  this  way  he  took  !  let's  after  him help  !  mur- 
der !  help  !  [Exit. 

2d  Qffi.  'Tis  Don  Duart. 

lit  Offi.  So,  pride  has  got  a  fall;  he  has  paid  for't 
now  ;  you  have  met  with  your  match,  faith,  fir.  Come, 
let's  carry  the  body  to  the  good  lady  his  fifter  Donna 
Elvira  ;  you  purfue  the  murderer,  I'll  warrant  him  fome 
civil  gentleman  ;  ye  need  not  make  too  much  halte,  for 

if  he  does  'fcape,  'tis  no  great  matter Come  along. 

[Exeunt  with  the  body. 
Enter  Carlos  and  Don  Lewis. 

D.  Lew.  Come  along,  Carlos,  I'm  fure  'tis  me  by 
their  defcription  ;  and  if  that  brawny  dog,  the  captain, 
has  plaid  her  no  foul  play,  me  fhan't  want  ranfom,  if 
all  my  eftate  can  purchafe  it. 

Car.  Now  fortune  guide  us. 

Enter  Jaqucs^WBravoes,  with  a  chair. 

Ja^ua.  That's  he,  the  talleft befure  you  fpare 

his 
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his  perfon only  force  him  into  this  chair,  and  carry 

him  as  dire£ted. 

ill  Bra.  What  muft  be  done  with  the  old  fellow  ? 
Jaqui-s.  We  mult  have  him  too,  left  he  mould  dog  the 
other,  and  be  troubleibme.     If  he  won't  come  quietly, 

bring  him  anyhow. Follow  foftly,    we  lhall  fnap 

'em  as  they  turn  the  corner. 

A  noije  of  follow,    &c.   Enter  Clodio  bajlily  from  the  other 

fede. 

Clo.  Ah !  Pox  of  their  nofes !  the  dogs  have  fmelt 
me  out  !  what  mall  I  do  ?  if  they  take  me,  I  mail  be 

hang'd,  fplit  me  ! ha  !   a  door  open  !  faith  i'll  in 

at  a  venture  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Bravoes  iuitb  Carlos  in  a  chair,  fome  haling  in 
Don  Lewis. 

D.  Le-iv.    O   my  poor  boy  Carlos! Carlos!—* 

help  !  murder  ! 

\jl  Era.  Hold  your  peace,  fool,  if  you'd  be  well  us'd. 
D.  Lew.  Sir,  I  will  not  hold  my  peace;  dogs !  rogues  ! 
villains  !  help  !   murder  ! 

\ft  Bra.  Nay,  then  by  your  leave,  old  gentleman. 
•———So,  bring  him  along. 

D.  LC-M.   Aw  !   aw  !   aw  !      [They  gag  him,  and  carry 

him  head  and  heels.      Exeunt. 

SCENE  a    chamber,  Elvira  and  her    fer-vant    with 

lights. 

EI'u.  Is  not  my  brother  come  home  yet  ? 
Serv.  I  have  not  feen  him,  madam. 
Eh.  Go  and  feek  him  ;    every  where — I'll  not   reft 
till  you  return  ;  take  away  your  lights  too  ;  for  my  de- 
votions are  written  in  my  heart,   and  I    fhall  read  'em 
without  a  taper.  [Exeunt  Jcr-va.-.ts. 

Enter  Clodio  Dealing  in. 

Clo.  Ah!  poorClady!  what  will  become  of  thee?  thy 
condition,  I'm  afraid,  is  but  very  indifferent — follow'd 
behind !  ftopt  before  !  and  hefet  on  both  fides  !  ah '. 
poxo'my  wit !  I  muft  be  bantering,  mult  I?  but  let  me 

lee  !  where  ami!  an  odd  fort  of  an  houfe  this all 

the  doors  open,  and  no  body  in't  !  no  noife  !  no  whifper ! 
no  dog  llirring. 
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Eh.  Who's  that? 

C!o.  Ha  !  a.  woman's  voice. 

El-j.  Who  are  you  ?  Who  waits  there  '  Stephana  !  jfu/ia! 

C!o.  Gadlb  !  ;ti;.  tLe  lady  of  the  houfe  ;  Ihe  can't  fee 
my  unfortunate  face  however.  Faith,  I'll  e'en  make  a 
grave  fpeech,  tell  her  my  cafe,  and  beg  her  protection. 

J£!i'.   Speak!  v, hat  are  your 

Ch.  Madam,  a  moil  unfortunate  yoang  gentleman. 

Elv.  I  am  fure  you  are  a  man  of  rnoft  ill  manners,  to 
prefs  thus  boldly  to  my  private  chamber.  Whither 
wou'd  yr,u  ;  Whr.t  want  you? 

Clo.  Gracious  madam,  hear  me  ;  I  am  a  ftranger 
molt  unfortunate,  and  my  diftrefs  has  made  me  rudelv 
prefs  for  your  protection  :  if  you  refufe  it,  madam,  I 

am  undone  for  ever  by 1  fay,  madam,  I  am  utterly 

undone  !  Twss  coming,  faith  !  \_Afede. 

Elv.  Alas !  his  fear  confounds  him.  What  is'c  pur- 
fues  you,  fir? 

Clo.  An  outcry  of  officers ;  the  law's  at  my  heels,  ma- 
d:im,  tho'  juilice  I'm  not  afraid  of. 

Elv.  How  could  you  offend  the  one,  and  not  the  other  ? 

Clo.  Being  provok'd,  madam,  by  the  infolence  of  my 
rnerny,  in  my  own  defence,  I  juft  now  left  him  dead  in 
tiic  itrcet.  I  am  a  very  young  man,  madam,  and  I  would 
hot  uiiirngly  be  hang'd  in  a  flrange  countiy,  methinks  ; 
which  I  certainly  Hull  be,  unlels  your  tender  charity 

protects  me- Gad,  I  have  a  rare  tongue,  I  have  a 

rare  tongue,  faith  !  [Afide. 

Elv.   Poor  wretch,    I  pity  him  ! 

C.h.  Madam,  your  houle  is  now  my  only  fanctuary, 
my  altar  ;  -therefore  I  beg  you,  upon  my  knees,  ma- 
<*am,  take  pity  of  a  poor  bleeding  victim. 

Elv.   Are  you  a  Cttftfliaitf 

Clo.  No,  madam,  I  was  born  in — in — in — what  d'ye 
call 'um-— in 

E/-v.  Nay,  I  afk  not  witli  purpcfe  to  betray  you  ; 
were  you  ten  thcufand  times  a  Spaniard,  the  nation  we 
Portuguefe  moll  hate,  in  fuch  difticfs,  1  yet  would  give 
you  my  protection. 

Clo    May  I  depend  upon  you,  madam?  am  I  fafe  ? 

E!v.  Safe  as  my  power,  my  word,  or  vow  can  make 

you : 
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you  :  enter  that  door,  which  leads  you  to  a  clofet  ; 
fhould  the  officers  come,  r.s  you  expect,  they- owe  fuch 
reverence  to  my  lodgings,  they'll  foardi  no  further  than 
ray  leave  invites  'cm. 

Clo.  D'ye  think,  madam,  you  can  perfuade  'em  ? 
El-j.   Fear  nor,   I'll  warrant  you  ;    away! 
(.'.  .   The  breach    of  god1:,  and  eloquence  of  angels 
£0  along  with  you*  [Exit. 

7-;/v.    Alas  :   tfho  know?  but  that  the  charity  I 
this  rtr-nger,  perhaps  my  brrther,  elfewhere,  may  lland 
in  need  of.      How  he  trenr.iec,  !  I  hear  his  bream 
mort,    h  ther.     Be  of  comfort,   fir,  once  more   I  give 
you  my  {oiemn  rrani'fe  for  your  f-  r«ty. 

Enter  Jtrveut  ;-nd  cheers,  t-.v/.v  Don  Duart's  />5/v. 

•SV'-T'.   Here,   bring  in  the  body O  !   madam,  my 

maftc. 

£/•-•.  '  ;hou? 

6>r-z'.   You'-  brother,   ma.!im,  my  master,  youno;  D:n 
Diiarf's  dead  ;    he  juit  no\v  qu  rreli'd  with  a  gem: 
who  unfortunately  kill'd  him  in  the  flreet. 
Eh.   Ah  me  !  ' 

\Jl  Off.  We  are  inforra'd,  inn-Iam,  that  the  mu-derer 
was  feen  to  enter  this  houfe,  which   made  us  prefs  into 
it  to  apprehend  him. 
Elv.   Oh! 

!_••,  ho,   my  lady  fn.in*s.  maiij>. 

}/f  O:ri.  Gi.'e  ucr  air,  fhe'lt  reodvc-  ,:ps  ix. 

Clo.   Hey  ! why,  what  the  devil !   am  I  fafer  than 

--Exa-flly 1  have  nick'd  the  houfe 

air }uft  fo  I  did  at  Pa-is  tro,    v/hen  I  took  a 

iliff*s  that  had  three  .writs  agajnft  me 

This  damn'd  clofct  too  has  ne'er  a  chimney  to  creep  out 
at— Ah  !  poor  C/<-</v  !  v/ou'd  thou  wert  fairly  in  a  ftorm 
at  fea  again,  for  I'm  plaguily  afraid  thou  wert  not  bora 
to  be  drowti'd.  [Retires. 

El--u.   Standoff",  mv  f-c/ows  will  have  way  ;  Omyun- 
.    !i  an  end    r.s  this  thy  haughty  mind 
did  long  fince  prophefy  !  and  to  inaeafe  ni 
wretched  filter  wilfully  mi- ft  ffl 

h  .s  vo-.v'd,  or    th  .      •    Ri.-.-enee  and 

...knocking;:.  .     ..i  licfpiiaMe 

«  iaith 
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'  faith  has  barr'd  their  entrance  :  if  I  fhou'd  give  'em 
*  way,  I  am  forfvvorn  ;  if  not,  am  impious  to  a  brother's 
'  memory.  Is  there  no  means  ?  no  middle  path  of 
'  fafety  left  ?  muft  I  protect  my  brother's  murderer  ?  or 
'  break  a  folemn  vow,  on  which  another's  life  depends  ?' 
Enter  Governor. 

Gov.  Where's  this  unhappy  fight  ?— Alas  !  he's  gone 
part  all  recovery.  Reproof  comes  now  too  late. 

Eh.  It  mall  befo;  I'll  take  the  lighter  evil  of  the 
two,  and  keep  the  folemn  vow  to  which  juft  Heaven 
was  witnefs  :  the  wounds  of  perjury  never  can  be  cur'd, 
butjultice  may  again  overtake  the  murderer,  when  no 
rafh  vows  protect  him. 

GO-TJ.  Take  comfort,  niece. 

El-Tj.  O  forbear  ;  fearch  for  the  murderer,  and  remove 
the  body  at  your  difcretion,  fir,  to  be  interr'd,  while  I 
ihut  out  the  offenfive  day,  and  here  in  folitude  indulge  my 
forrow  ;  therefore  I  beg  my  neareft  friends,  and  you,  my 
lord,  for  fome  few  days,  tofpare  your  charitable  vifits. 

Go'v.  I  grieve  for  your  misfortune,  niece ;  but  fince 
you'll  have  it  fo,  we  take  our  leaves  j  farewel— Bring 
forth  the  body. 

\Excunt  Governor  and  Servants  ivlth  the  body. 

Clo.  Hey  !  what,  are  they  gone  away  without  me  ? 
and  by  her  contrivance  too Gadfo ! 

El~v.  Whoe'er  thou  art,  to  whom  I've  given  means  of 
life,  to  let  thee  fee  with  what  religion  I  have  kept  my 
vow,  come  fearlefs  forth,  while  night's  thy  friend,  and 
pafs  unknown. 

Clo.  If  this  is  not  love,  the  devil's  in't.  \_dfide. 

El<v.  Fly  with  thy  utmolt  fpeed,  where  I  may  never 
fee  the  more. 

Clo.  Ay,  that's  her  modefly.  [Ajide. 

Eh.  And  let  that  charitable  faith  thou  haft  found  in 
me,  perfuade  thee  to  atone  thy  crime  by  penitence. 

Clo.  Poor  foul  !  I  may  find  a  better  way  to  thank  thee 
for't. 

E/<v.  You  are  at  the  door  now,  farewel  for  ever. 

Clo.  Which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  what  wou'd  \  give 

to  fee  you  again  ?— — All  in  good  time,  child 

[Exeun'. 
ACT 
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ACT.        IV. 

Enter  Don  Duart;'«  bis  night  gown ,  furgcon ,  and ftfuantf. 

*  D.  /)«.  "|% /T  A  Y  I  venture  yet  abroad,  fir  ? 

iVl.    '  Surg.  With  fafety,    fir,  your  wound 

*  was  never  dangerous  ;    tho'   from  your  great  lofs  of 
'  blood,  you  feem'd  awhile  without  figns  of  life. 

'  D.  Du.  Sir,  do  you  know  if  the  gentleman  that 
'  wounded  me  be  in  ciiftody  ? 

'  Surg.  He  was  never  taken,  fir,  nor  known  that  I 
4  could  hear  of. 

'  D.  Du.  I  am  forry   for't ;    for  could  I  find   him, 

*  which  now  mall  be  my  earneft  care,  I  would  with  real 

*  fervices  acknowledge  him  my  bell  of  friends,  in  having 

*  proved  fo  fortunate  an  enemy  ;  he  has  bellowed  on  me 

*  a  fecond  life,  which,  from  a  clearer  infight  of  myfelf, 
'  will  teach  me  how  to  ufe  it  better  too.     How  does  my 
'  filler  feem  to~1)ear  my  fortune  ? 

'  Surg.  I  never  knew  the  lofs  of  any  friend  lamented 

*  with  more  forrow  ;  Ihe  fuffers  none  to  vifit  her,  nor  is 

*  me  acquainted  with  your  recovery. 

'  D.  Du.  1  would  not  have  her  yet,  nor  any  of  my 
'  friends  ;  no  moillure  fooner  dries,  than  women's  tear*; 
'  and  tho'  I  am  apt  to  think  my  filler  honeli  in  her  for- 
'  row,  yet  knowing  her  a  woman,  ftill  I  am  refolv'd  to 
'  make  a  further  trial  of  her  virtue. 

*  Sui-g.  Sir,  you  may  command  my  lecrecy. 

'  D.  Du.  1  thank  you,  fir,  'twill  oblige  me— boy  ! 

'  Serv.   Sir. 

'  D.  Du.  Do  you  think  you  know  again  the  gentle- 

*  man  that  fought  me  ? 

'  Sfrv.  I  believe  I  may,  fir. 

*  D.  Du.  I'd  have  you  fuddenly  inquire  him  out ;  he 

*  feem'd,  by  his  report,  of  France,  or  England;   if  fo, 

*  you'll  probably  find  him  in  fome  lewd  houfe  or  other. 

'  Serv.  Rather  at  church,  fir;  for  no  body  will  fufpecl 

*  him  there. 

C  D.  DM. 
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'  D.  Du.  Seek  him  every  where;  come,    fir,  I  wait 
'  /or  you.  [Exeunt.' 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Louifa'j  bovfe. 
'  Enter  Don  Manuel  and  Angelina. 
'  D.  Man.  Now,  madam,  let  my  hard  fortune  teach 
'  you  a  little  to  endure  ycur  own.     You  fee  with  what 
'  levere  neglect  me  flill  receives  my  humble  love ;   no- 

*  thing  I  fay,  or  do,  has  any  weight  or  motion  in  her 
'  thoughts  for  me. 

*  Jlng.  You  are  too  diffident  of  your  fortune  ;  I  wou'ci 
'  not  have  an  honeftmind  defpsir  ;  me  feem'd,  indeed,  a 

*  little  carelefs   of  you-— you  gave  her  no  offence,   I'm 

*  confident.     See,  here  me  comes  ;  take  heed  how  you 

*  difpleafe  her  by  an   impatient  Itay — Pray  go,  in  the 
'  mean  time  I'll  think  of  you indeed  I  will. 

*  D.  Man.  I  am  yours  for  ever [Exeunt federally.* 

Enter  Louifa«W  Jaques,  fcr-iiants  --waiting. 

Lou.  Were  they  both  feiz'M  } 

Jaq.  Both,  madam,    and  will    be  here  immediately. 
I  ran  before,  to  give  your  ladymip  notice. 

Loa.  You   know  my   orders ;  when  they  are  enter'd, 

bar  all  the  doors,  and  on  your   lives  let   every  one  be 

mute,   as  I  directed-— I  mult  retire  awhile.         [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bravoes,  ivho  let  Carlos  out  of  the  chair,   ivbile 

others  throiv  down  Don  Lewis  gagged  and  bound. 

Car.  So,  gentlemen,  you  find  I've  not  refilled  you— - 
but  now  pray  let  me  know  my  crime  ?  Why  have  you 
brought  me  hither?  where  am  I?  if  in  prifon,  look  in 
my  face,   perhaps  you  have  millaken  me  for  another. 
{Jaques  holds  up  his  lanthwn,  nods,  and  exit  ivith  the  reft. 

You  feem  to  know  me,  fir All  dumb,  and  vanilh'd  ; 

jny  fortune's  humourous,   Ihe  fports  with  me. 

D.  Lev}.  Aw  !   aw  ! 

Car.  What's  here  !  a  fellow  prifoner  !  who  are  youJ 

D .  Lew.  Aw  !    aw  ! 

Car.  Do  you  fpeak  no  other  language  ? 

J).  Leiv .   Aw  !  aw  !  aw  !  [Louder. 

Car.  Nay,    that's  the  fame. 

P.  Lew.  Oh  !  [Siting. 

Car.  Poor  wretch  !  I  am  afraid  he  would  fpeak  if  he 
ccu'd. 

Re- 
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[Re-enter  Jaques   and  fervant  s  ivitb    lights,   who  rckajc 
Don  Lewis.] 

Sure  they  think  I  walk  in  my  fleep,  and  won't  fpeak» 
for  fear  of  waking  me. 

D.  Lew.  Sir,  your  moft  humble  fervant ;   and  now 
my  tongue's  at  liberty,  pray,  will    you  do  me  the  fa- 
vour to  ihew  me  the  way  home  again  ? 
What  a  pox,  are  you  all  dumb  ?  [Exeunt  mutfs, 

Well,   fir,   and   p-ay  what  are Carlos!  ah!    my 

dear  boy  !  [K'jfts  b">*- 

Car.  My  uncle!  nay  then  my  fortune  has  not  quite 
forfaken  me  !  how  came  you  hither,  fir ! 

D.  Lew.  Faith,  like  a  corpfe  into  church,  boy,  with 
my  heels  foremoft  ;  but  prithee  how  didft  thou  come  ? 

Car.  You  faw  the  men  that  feiz'd  us ;  they  /orc'd 
me  into  a  chair,  and  brought  me. 

D.  Lew.  Well,  but  a  pox  plague  'em,  what  is  all  this 
for  ?  what  wou'd  they  have  ? 

Car.  That  we  mull  wait  their  pleafure  to  be  inform'd 
of;  they  have  indeed  alarm'd  myreafon,  not  my  con- 
icience  ;  that's  ftill  at  reft,  fearlefs  of  any  danger. 

D.  Le-~v.  The  fons  of  whores   won't  fpeak  neither. 
Hey  day  !    what's  to  be  done  now  ' 
£WfrJaques,  ana f/cr<uants, ixitb  a  banquet,  ivine,  and ' lights . 

Car.  More  riddles  yet !  I  dream  fure. 

[Jaques  compliments  D.  Lewis  to  take  his  chair-. 

D.  Leiv.  Forme?  Sir,  your  moil  humble  fervant ; 
[6Y/J.]  Car/as  .'  fit  down,  boy. 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  a  parcel  of  filly  dumb  dogs  !  is  this  all 
the  bufinefs  ?  puppies  !  did  they  think  I  wou'd  not  come 
to  fupper,  without  being  brought  neck  and  heels  to't  ? 

Car.  Amazement  all  !  what  can  it  end  in  ? 

D.  Leiv.  Never  trouble  thy  head,    prithee  ;   pox   of 

queftions  ;  fall  to,  man delicate  food  truly——— 

Here Dumb!   prithee  give's  a  glafs  of  wine,  to  wrt 

the  way  a  little:  come,  Carlos,  here's,  here's ho- 
ned dumb's  health  to  thcc  :  [Drints.~\  D-imb's  a  very  ho- 
neil  fellow,  faith.  [A  Flourijb. ]  \Claps  Jaque>  on  tht  bead. 

Car.  What  harmony's  this  ? 

D.  Lnv.   Rare  muiick  indeed  !  let":  eat  and  hear  it. 
C  2  [Mu/ick  h  TC. 

Mighty 
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Mighty  fine,  truly 1  have  not  made  an  heartier  meal 

a.  great  while. 

[Here  Jaqm.'s  offers  a  tngbt-goiKii  and  cap  to  Den  Lewis. 
Well,  and  what's  to  do  now,  lad  ?  for  me,  boy?  Odfo  ! 
we  lie  here,  do  we  ? — mighty  well  that  again,  faith  ; 
(forlwasjull  thinking  to  go  home,  but  that  J  had 
ne'er  a  lodging:)  nay,  I  always  faid  honeit  dumb  knew 
how  to  make  his  friend-s  welcome — Well,  but  it's  time 
enough  yet,  (han't  we  crack  a  bottle  firft  :  Carles  is  me- 
lancholy. [Jaques  foakes  bis  head.~\  What  !  that's  as 

much  as  to  lay,  if  I  won't  go,  I  mail  be  carry'd Sir, 

your  humble  fervant:  [Puts  on  the  goiun,]  Well,  Carlos, 
good  night,  fince  thcfy  won't  let  me  have  a  mind  to  itay 
any  longer!  I'd  give  a  piiiole  tho',  to  know  what  this 
will  come  to  ! Dumb,  come  along. 

Car.  I'm  bury'd  in  amazement---'  Why  am  I  bufy'd 
'  thus  in  trifles,  having  fo  many  nearer  thoughts  that 
'  wound  my  peace? --[Mufa k plays  again.~\  Ha!  more  mu- 
fick  ?  I  could  almofl  fay,  'twere  welcome  now. 

[d  fong  here  ;    ivhicb  ended,  D.  Lewis  appears  above. 

D.  Lew.  So  !  at  laft  I  have  grop'd  out  a  window, 
that  will  let  me  into  the  fecret  ;  now  if  any  foul  play 
mould  happen,  I  am  pretty  near  the  ftreet  too,and  can  bawl 

out  murder  to  the  watch But  mum  !  the  door  opens ! 

Enter  Louifa. 
Hey!   ah  !  what  dull  rogues  were  we  not  to  fufpeA  this 

before  !— -Dumb's  a  fly  dog;   'tis   me,  faith turn, 

dum,  dum here  will  be  fine  work  prefently,  toll,  dum, 

di,  dum Now  I  fhall  fee  what  mettle  my  boy's 

made  of;  turn,  dum,  dum. 

Lou.  You  feem  amaz'd,  fir. 

Car.  Your  pardon,  lady,  if  I  confefs  it  raifes  much  my 
wonder,  why  a  ftranger,  friendlefs,and  unknown,  mould 
meet,  unmerited,  fuch  floods  of  courtely  ;  for,  if  I  miftake 
not,  once  this  day  before,  I've  tailed  of  your  bounty. 

Lou.  I  have  forgot  that ;  but  I  confefs  1  faw  you,  fir. 

Car.  Why  then  was  I  forc'd  hither  ?  If  you  reliev'd  me 
only  from  a  foft  compaiiion  of  my  fortune,  you  cou'd 
not  think  but  fuch  humanity  might,  on  the  flightell  hint, 
have  drawn  me  to  be  grateful. 

Lou.  I  own  I  cou'd  not  truftyou  to  my  fortune ;  I  knew 

not 
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not  but   fomc  other  might  have  feen  you — befide,  me- 
thought  you  fpoke  lefs  kind  to  me  before. 

Cur.  If  my  poor  thanks  were  offer'd  in  too  plain  a 
drefs,  (as  I  confefs,  I'm  little  p  nclis'd  in  the  rules  of 
grac'd  behaviour)  rather  think  me  ignorant,  than  rude, 
and  pitv  what  you  cannot  pardon. 

Leu.  Fv  !  you  are  toe  modeft how  cou'd  you 

charge  yourfelf  with  fuch  a  thought?  I  fcarce  can  thick 

'tis  in    your  nature  to  be  ru.le at  Icall  to  oar  fex. 

CV.v.   'Twcre  more  unpardonable  there. 
Liu.   Nay,  now  you  are  too   ftrift  on  the  other  fide  ; 
for  there  may  happen  times,  when  what  the  world  calls 
rudenefs,  a  woman  might  be  brought  to  pardon  ;  fca- 

fons,  when   even   modeiiy  were  ignorance Pray  \-.c 

feated,  fir nay,    I'll  have  it  fo '  lay,  fometimes 

'  too  much  refpecl  (pray  be  nearer,  fir,)  \\ere  moll  of- 
'  fen  five  :'  fuppofe  a  woman  were  reduc'd  to  offer  lov<*, 
'  her  pains  of  ihame  are  infupportable :  and  fhou'd  ihe 
'  call  that  lover  rude,  \v  ho,  kindly  confcious  of  her  wifhe.s, 
1  bravely  refolves  to  take,  and  fa  ves  her  mode  its  the  guile 
4  of  giving?'  Swppcf?  yourfelf  the  man  fo  lov'd,  where 
cou'd  you  ,i-id,  at  fuch  a  time,  excufes  for  your  modefty  i 
Car.  If  I  cou'd  love  again,  my  eyes  wou'd  tell  her  ;  if 
not,  I  fhou'd  not  eafily  believe;  at  leaft,  in  manner, 
wou'd  net  feem  to  underhand  her.  , 

'  Leu.  Alas  !  you  have  too  poor  a  fenfe  of  woman's  love. 
'  Think  you  we  have  no  invention  r  You  wou'd  not  under- 
'  {land  her !  how  wou'd  you  avoid  it  ?  when  ev'n  her  fught- 
'  eft  look  would  fpeak  too  plain  for  that  excufe  ;  if  not, 
'  flie'd  llill  proceed— Thus  gently  fleal  your  hand,  and 
'  <igh,  and  prefs  it  to  her  heart,  and  then  look  wiihing  in 
'  yc  ui  eye.s  'till  love  hi m felf  fhot  forth,  and  wak'd  you  tcx 
*  compafiion. 

'Car.  Amazing !  can  fnebe  the  creature  fhe  defcribcs  ?' 
Leu.  O  '.  they  have  fuch  fubtle  ways  to  fteal  in  to  a  lover'* 
heart;  '  r.sy,  iflhe's  refohed,'  not  all  your  ilrengthcf  mo- 
defty  can  guard  you  ;  (he'd  prefs  you  fiill  uitii 
ftronger  proofs  ;  her  life,  her  fortune (hou'd  be  yours  :  for 
where  a  woman  loves,  fuch  gifts  as  thefe  are  trifles ;  thus,, 
like  the  lazy  minutes,  wou:d  fhe  ileai  'em  on,  which  once 
but  pait,  are  quite  forgotten.  [GVv«  blmjcauftsi 

C  3  Car. 
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Car.  Is't  poflible !  can  there  be  fuch  a  woman  ? 

Lou.  Fy !  I  cou'd  chide  you  now;  you  wou'd  not 
fure  be  thought  fo  flow  of  apprehenfion  ! 

Car.  I  wou'd  not  willingly  be  thought  fo  vain,  or  fo 
uncharitable,  to  fuppofe  there  cou'd  be  fuch  a  one. 

Lou.  Nay,  now  you  force  me  to  forfake  my  fex,  and 

tell  you  plain-  I  cannot  fpeak  it yet  you  mult 

know— But  tell  me,  mult  I  needs  blufh  to  own  a  pallion 
that's  fo  tender  of  you  ?  I  am  this  creature  fo  reduc'd 
for  you,  and  all  you've  feen  fuppofed  was  natural,  all 

but  the  foft  refult  of  growing  lore '  Why  are  you 

'  Hill  thus  fix'd,  and  filent?  whatis't  you  fear?' 

Car.   Monftrous  !  [AJide,  and  rijiiig. 

Lou.  What  is't  you  ftart  at  ? 

Car.  Not  for  your  beauty;  tho*  I  confefs  you  fair  to 
a  perfection,  compleat  in  all  that  may  engage  the  eye: 
but  \vhen  that  beauty  fades  (as  time  leaves  none  unvifit- 
ed)  what  charm  (hall  then  fecure  my  love?  Your  riches? 
no — an  honelt  mind's  above  the  bribes  of  fortune:  for 
tho'  difhefs'd,  a  ftranger,  and  in  want,  I  thus  return 
'em  thanklefs:  be  modeft,  and  be  virtuous,  I'll  admire 
you  ;  all  good  men  will  adore  you,  and  when  your  beauty 
and  your  fortune  are  no  more,  will  ftill  deliver  down 
}  our  narne  rcver'd  to  ages :  '  but  while  you  thus  enflave 

•  your  generous  reafon  to  fo  intemperate  a  folly,  your 

•  very  nature  feems  inverted :  cou'd  you  but  one  moment 

•  calmly  lay  it  by,  you'd  find  fuch  a  vile  indignity  to 

•  your  fex,  as  modefty  could  never  pardon.' 

Lou.  If  I  appear  too  free  a  lover,  and  talk  beyond  the 
nfual  courage  of  my  fex,  forgive  me;  I'll  be  again  the 
fearful,  foft'ning  wretch,  that  you  would  have  me  :  my 
wifhes  fhall  be  dumb,  unlefs  my  eyes  may  fpeak  'em;  '  or 

•  if  I  dare  to  touch  your  hand,  it  mail  be  gently  trem- 
'  bling,  and  u'nperceiv'd  as  air;  nay,  fix'd,  and  filent, 

•  as  your  (hade,  I'll  watch  whole  winter  nights  content, 

•  and  liftening  to  your  flumbers :  is  this  intemperance  ? 

•  for  pity  fpeak,  for  I  confefs  your  hard  reproofs  have 

•  ftruck  upon  my  heart!'  O  !  fay  you  will  be  mine,  and 
make  your  own  conditions.     '  If  you  fufpeft  my  temper, 
bind  me  by  the  moll  facred  tye,'    and  let  my  love,  my 
perfon,  and  my  fortune,-  lawfully  be  yours. 

Car. 
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CV.  Take  heed  !  confider  yet,  even  vV.r  i-'jmiiity  be 
not  the  offspring  of  your  firil  unruly  plflion :  but  fi'ncc 
at  leait  it  carries  fomething  of  a  better  claim  to  my  con- 
cern, I'll  be  at  once  lincere,  and  rcii  rou,  'tis  irapofliblfr 
that  we  mould  ever  meet  in  low. 

Lou.  Impoffible  !  O  !  why  ? 

Car.  Becaufe  my  love,  my  vo\v?,  and  faith,  are  given 
to  another :  therefore,  fince  you  find  I  dare  be  honeit, 
be  early  wife,  and  now  releafe  me  to  my  fortune. 

Lou.  I  cannot  part  with  you. 

Car.  You  mult !  I  cannot  with  my  reafon— — '  Pray 
'  let  me  pafs !  why  do  you  .thus  hang  upon  my  arm,  anil 
'  ilrain  your  eyes,  as  if  they  had  power  to  hold  me  :' 

Lou.  Ungrateful !  will  you  go  ?  take  heed !  for  you 
have  prov'd  I  am  not  miftrefs  of  my  temper. 

Car.  I  fee  it,  and  am  forry,  but  needed  not  this  threat 
to  drive  me  ;  for  ftill  1  dare  be  juit,  and  force  myfelf 
away.  [Exit  Carlos. 

Lou.  O  torture  !  left !  refus'd !  defpis'd !  Have  I  thro-.vn 

off  my  pride  for  this  r   O  !  infupportable  ! If  I  am 

not  reveng'd,  may  all  the well.    [Jf~a!?:sa'ije>rt/er'6. 

D.  Lew.  What  a  pox,  are  ail  thefe  fine  things  come  to 

nothing  then  ? Poor  foul !  (he's  in  great  heat  truly 

«  Ah  !  lilly  rogue  ! now  could  I  find  in  my 

heart  to  put  her  into  good  humour  again — I  have  a  great 

mind,   faith Odd!  fhe's  a  hummer  ! A  ftrange 

mind,   I  ha'nt  had  fuch  a  mind  a  great  while — Hey ! 

ay  !  I'll  do't,  faith' if  fhe  does  but  (lay  now  ; 

ah  !  if  Ihe  does  bur  ftay  !          [jfs  he  ivas  getting  from  the 
balcony,  Louifa  isfpeaking  to  Jaques. 

Lou,  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Jaques. 
Where's  the  ftranger  ? 

7«f.  Madam,  I  met  him  juft  now  walking  haftily 
about  the  gallery. 

Lou.  Are  all  the  doors  faft  ? 

Jaq.  All  barr'd  madam. 

Lou.  Put  out  all  your  lights  too,  2nd  on  your  lives  let 

no  one  afk  or  anfwer  him  any  queition :  but  be  you  ftill 

rear  to  obferve  him.  \Exit  Jaques. 

Ah  !  {Don  Lewis  drcps  down. 

€4  D.  Lrw, 
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D.  Lew.  Odfo  !  my  back  ! 

Leu.  Blefs  me,  who's  this  ?  what  are  you  ? 

D.  Lew.  Not  above  fifty,  madam. 

Lou.  Whence  come  you  ?  what's  your  bufmefs  ? 

D.  Lew.  Finiming. 

Lou.  Who  fhew'd,  who  brought  you  hither  ? 

D.  Lfiv.  Dumb,  honeft  dumb. 

Lou.  Will  you  begone,  fir  ?  I  have  no  time  to  fool  away. 

D.  Lpw.   Yes,  but  you  have  ;  what !  don't  I  know  ? 

Lou.  Pray,  fir,  who  ?  what  is't  you  take  me  for  ? 

D.  Lew.  A  delicate  piece  of  work  truly,  but  not 
finim'd  ;  you  underftand  me. 

Lou.  You  are  mad,  fir. 

D.  Lew.  I  fay,  don't  you  be  fo  modeft  ;  for  there  are 
times,  do  you  fee,  when  even  modeJty  is  ignorance,  (pray 

be  feated,  madam nay,  J'll  have  it  fo)   ah  ! 

[Sits  doivn  and  mimlckt  her  behaviour  to  Carlos. 

Leu.  Confunon  !  have  I  expos'd  myfelf  to  this  wretch 
tool had  witnefTes  lo  my  folly! -nay,  I  de- 
fer ve  it.  [ttaruls  mute. 

D.  Lew.  So  !  fo  !  I  mall  bring  her  to  terms  prefently 

you  have  a  world  of  pretty  jewels  here,   madam 

ay,  thefe  now thefe  are  a  couple    of  fine 

large  ftones  truly  ;  but  where  a  woman  loves,  fuch  gifts 
as  thefe  are  trifles.  \Mimick s  again. 

Lou.  Infupportable  !  within  there  ! 

Enter  fer<v  ants  and  bravoes. 

D.  Lew.  Hey  ! 

Serv.  Did  your  ladyfhip  call,  madam  ? 

D.  Lew.  I  don't  like  her  looks,  faith. 

Lou.  Here,  take  this  fool,  let  him  be  gagg'd,  ty'd  neck 
and  heels,  and  lock'd  in  a  garret ;  away  with  him. 

.D.  Lew.  Dumb!  dumb"!  help,  dumb!  dumb!  ftand 
by  me  dumb !  a  pox  of  my  finilhing,  aw !  aw ! 


[They  gag  him,  and  carry  him 
3f 


Lou.  The  infolence  of  this  fool  was  more  provoking 
than  the  other's  fcorn  ;  but  I  fliall  yet  find  ways  to 
meafuie  my  revenge.  [Exit  Louifa. 

Re-enter  Carlo^  /*  the  dark. 

Car.  What  can  this  evil  woman  mean  me  ?  the  doors  all 
barr'd  !  the  light>  put  out!  the  fervants  mute,  and  fhe 

with 
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with  fury  in  her  eyes  new  {hot  regardlefs  by  me :  I  wou'd 

the  woril  wou'd  {hew  itftlf.     Ha  !  yonder's  a  light,  I'll 

follow  it,  and  provoke  my  fortune.  [Exit. 

The  SCNE   changes  to  another  room. 

Angelina,  ivith  a  light. 

Aug.  I  cannot  like  this  houfe  ;  for  now,  as  going  to  my 
relt,  my  ears  were  'larm'd  with  the  cries  of  one  that 
call'd  for  help  :  I've  feen  ftrange  faces  too,  that  carry 
guilt  and  terror  in  thc-ir  looks;  and  yet  the  officer  that 
plac'd  me  here,  appear'd  of  honell  thoughts — What  can 
this  mean  !  no  matter  what,  fince  nothing,  but  the  lofs 

of  him  I  love,   can  worfe  befal  me  !- Hark,  what 

noife  !  is  the  door  fuft  ?  ah  !  [Going  to  Jhut  itr 

Re-e.iter  Carlos  ;  and  Jaques  liftening. 

Car.   Ha  !   another  lady  !   and  alone  ! 

'  -*!;!?.   Heavens,  how  I  tremble  ! 

'  Car.  Sure,  by  her  furprife,  fhe  is  not  of  the  other's 
'  counfel — Pardon  this  intrufion,  lady,  I  am  a  itranger, 

*  and  diitrefs'd,  be  not  difmay'd  :  I  have  no  ill  defigns, 
'  unlefs  to  beg  your  charitable  affiftance  be  ofFenfive.' 

dug.  Ha!   that  voice  !  [Amen?  el . 

C'.v/-.  Save  me,  ye  powers!  and  give  me  ftrength  to 
bear  this  infupportable  furprife  of  ruihing  joy. 

Axg.   My  Carlos qh  ! 

Car.  'Tis  flie  !  my  long  loft  love,  my  living  Angelina. 

[Embraces  her. 

Jaq.   Say  you  fo,  fir!  this  {ball  to  my  lady. 

[Exit  Jaques. 

Aug.  O !  let  me  hold  you  ever  thus,  leit  fate  again 
fhould  part  us. 

Car.  'Tvvas  death  indeed  to  part,  but  from  fo  hard  a 
reparation,  thus  again  to  meet,  is  life  reftor'd  ;  « it  draws 
'  whole  years  to  hours,  and  we  grow  old  with  joy  in  mo- 

*  ments.' 

Ang.  O  !  I  were  happy,  blefs'd  above 'my  fer,  coa'd 
but  my  plain  fimplicity  of  love  deferve  your  kind  en- 
dearments. 

'  Car.  Is't  poCible !  thon  miracle  of  goodnefs,  that  thou 

'  c.iml  thus  forget  the  mifery,  the  want,  the  ruin  my  un- 

1  happy  love  has  brought  thee  to  ?  Truft  me,  that  ftormy 

4  thonr'at  has  clouded  cv'n  the  \-ery  j«nr  I  had  to  ft-e  thee.' 

C  5  Eunr 
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Enter  Jaques  and  Louifa  at  a  dijlance. 
Jaq.  They  are  there  ;  from  hence  your  ladyfhip  may- 
hear  'em. 

Lou.  Leave  me.  [Exit  Jaques,  and  Lou.  lift  ens. 

Ang.  I  cannot  bear  to  fee  you  thus :  for  my  fake 
don't  defpond  ;  for  while  you  feem  in  hope,  I  mail  eafily 
be  chearful. 

Car.  O  !  thou  engaging  foftnefs  \  thy  courage  has  re- 
Viv'd  me ;  no,  we'll  not  defpair ;  the  guardian  power 
that  hitherto  has  fav'd  us,  may  now,  with  lefs  expence 
of  Providence,  protect  and  fix  us  happy. 

Lou.   Ha!   fo  near  acquainted  •  [Behind. 

Car.  And  yet  our  fafety  bids  us  part  this  moment. 
How  came  you  hither  ? 

Ang.  The   officer   that  made  me  captive,   prov'd  a 
worthy  man,  and  plac'd  me  here,  as   a  companion  to 
the  lady  of  this  dwelling. 
Car.  Ha  !  to  what  end  ? 

Ang.  He  faid,  to  be  the  advocate  of  his  fuccefslefs 
love  ;  for  he  confefs'd  he  woo'd  her  honourably. 

Car.  Is't  poflibie  ?  Is  there  a  wretch  fo  curs'd  among 
mankind,  to  be  her  honourable  lover  ! 

Lou.   So  !  [In  anger. 

Car.  Take  heed,  my  love,  avoid  her  as  a  difeafe  to 
modefty. 

Lou.  Very  well. 

Car.  Oh  !  I  have  a  ftiameful  tale  to  tell  thee  of  her 
intemperance,  as  wou'd  fubjecl  her  even  to  thy  loathing. 
Lou.  Jnfolent !  'well ! 

Ang.  You  amaze  me  ;  pray  what  is  it  ? 
Car.  This  is  no  time  to  tell ;  *  I  had  forgot  my  dan- 
4  ger  :'  let  it  fuffice,  the  doers  are  barr'd  againfl  me ;  now, 
this  moment  I  am  a  prifoncr  to  her  fury  ;  if  thou  canll 
help  me  to  any  means  of  fafety,  or  efcapej  afk  me  ne 
queitions,  but  be  quick,  and  tell  me. 

Ang .  Now  you  frighten  me ;  but  here,  through  my 
apartment,  leads  a  pafTage  to  the  garden,  at  the  lower  end 
you'll  find  a  mount ;  if  you  dare  drop  from  thence,  I'll  fliew 
you  :  but  can't  you  fay  when  I  may  hope  again  to  fee  you  f 
Car.  About  an  hour  hence  walking  in  the  garden, 
ready  for  your  efcape ;  for  if  I  live,  I'll  come  provided. 

with 
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with  the  means  to  make  it  fure '  Now  I  dare  thank 

1  fhee,  Fortune.' 

Ang^  You  will  not  fail. 

Car.  If  I  furvive,  depend  on  me ;  'till  when,  may 
Ileav'n  fupport  thy  innocence. 

4ng.  Follow  me [Exeunt  kaflih 

Leu.  Are  you  fo  nimble,  fir  ?  Who  waits  there  :  [Enter 
Jaques.]  Run,  take  help,  and  ftop  thcflranger;  he  is  now 
making  his  efcape  through  the  garden  ;  fly.  [Exit  Jaques] 
love  and  revenge,  like  vipers,  gnaw  upon  my  quiet,  and 
I  muft  change  their  food,  or  leave  my  being;  '  though 
*  I  cou'd  bear  ev'n  the  low  contempt  he  has  ^thrown  on 
'  me,  cou'd  it  but  woo  him  to  the  Jeaft  return  of  love  ; 
'  but  I  would  bear  again  ten  thoufand  racks,  .rather  than 
'  confefs  this  dotage.'  No,  if  I  forego  a  fecond  time  that 
dear  fupport,  my  pride,  may  I  become  as  mifcrable  as 
that  wretch  that  deltin'd  fool  he  doats  on.  [Enter  Ange- 
lica, and  exit  en  the  ether  fide.}  Ha!  fhe  is  return'd ! 
yonder  fhe  pafles;  with  what  affur'd  contentment  in  her 
looks !—— -how  pleas'd  the  thing  is ilrangely  Impu- 
dent  fure  !  the  ugly  creature  thinks  1  won't  ilrangie 

her.     [Eater  Jaques.]  Now  have  you  brought  him  ? 

Jaq.  Madam,  we  made*what  hafle  we  cou'd,  but  the 
gentleman  reach'd  the  mount  before  us,  andefcap'd  over 
the  garden  wall. 
.     Lou.  Efcap'd,  villain!  durft  thou  tell  me  fo? 

Jaq.  If  your  ladyfhip  had  call'd  me  a  little  fooner,. 
we  had  taken  him.  Who  the  devil  is  this  ftranger  ?  [dj;&. 

Leu.  Fool  that  I  am,  I  betray  myfelf  to  my  own  fer- 

vants, well,  'tis  no  matter,  bid  the  bravoes   day,  I 

have  directions  for  't-m  :  go.  [Exit  Jaque?. 

He  has  not  left  me  hopelels  yet ;  an  hour  hence  he  has 
promis'd  to  be  here  again  ;  and  if  he  keeps  his  word,  (as 
I've  an  odious  caufe  to  fear  he  will)  he  yet,  at  Icaft  in 
my  revenge,,  {hall  prove  me  woman.  [Exit  Lou. 

S  C  E  N  E  the  Street. 
Enter  D.  Duart  <///£;«//</,  vnt.b  a  fer<va:i:.- 

D.  Du.  Where  did  you  find  him  } 

Sf>--v.  Hard  by,  fir,  at  an  houfe  of  civil  recreation ; 
he's  now  coming  forth  ;  that's  he. 
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Enttr  Clodio. 

D.  Du.  I  fcarce  remember  him,  I  would  not  willing- 
ly miitake  -  I'll  obfervehim. 

Clo.  So  !  now  if  I  can  but  pick  up  an  honed  fellow, 
to  crack  one  healing  bottle,  I  think  I  fhall  finifli  the 
day  as  fmartly  as  the  Grand  Sigm'or  -  hold,  let  me 
fee,  what  has  my  hafty  refrefhment  coft  me  here  ;  - 
limb  -  umb  --  umb  [Counts  bit  money]  feven  pirtolcs 
by  Jupiter  ;  u  hy,  what  a  plaguy  income  this  jade  mult 
have  in  a  week,  if  fhe's  thus  paid  by  the  hour? 

D.  Du.   'Tis  the  fame;  leave  me.  \Exit  fer*v  ant. 

Your  fervant,  fir. 

Clo.   .  ,   .  Sir  -  your  humble  fervant. 

D.  Du.  Pardon  a  ftranger's  freedom,  fir  ;  but  when 
you  know  my  bufmefs  -- 

Clo.  Sir,  if  you'll  take  r.  bottle,  I  (hall  be  proud  of 
vour  acquaintance  ;  and  if  I  don't  do  your  bufmefs  be- 
fore we  parr,  I'll  knock  under  the  table. 

D.Du.  Sir,  I  11..V1 
pref  nt  anr.  iic.'pible 

Clo.   Why  then,    fi  ,    _. 

you  can  ftand  ;  we'll  have  a  buttle  here,  fir.  --  Hey, 
Mc.dcna  <  [CrJIs  at  t  be  Jo  c  r. 

D.  Du.  A  very  frank  humour'd  gentleman  ;  I'll  know 
him  farther---!  prriurne,  fir,  you  are  ret  of  Portugal? 

do.  No,  fir,-;  --  1  am  a  kind  cf  a  -  what  d'ye 
<vilj'u;n-  -  a  fort  of  a  here  --  and  -  thtnan  ; 
I  am  a  ftran^er  no  where. 

D.  Du.  Have  you  travell'd  far,  fir  r 

Clo.  My  tour  of  Eurtpe,  or  fo,  fir  ;  -  *  dangled 
4  about  a  little  ;  I  came  this  fummer  from  the  jubilee. 

'*  D.  Du.  Did  you  make  any  ilav  there,  fir  t 

'  Clo.  No,  ifr'l  only  call'd  in  thcie  at  the  f-.lvaf'on- 
'  office,  juft  bought  an  annuity  of  indulgences  for  life  ; 
*  got  an  aflurance  for  my  foul  ;  lay  with  a  nun,  flux'd  ; 
1  and  fo  came  home  again.' 

Enter  ft  >•  ••I'at'.f  with  ^cittf. 

So  !  fo  !  here's  the  wine  !  come  !  fir,    to  our  better  ac- 
quaintance -  Faith,    1    like    you    nightily 


D.  Du.  Sir,  I  lhn'1  be  glad  to  drink  with  you,  but  at 

nt  arr.  i  icrpible  of  fitting  to  it. 
Clo.  Why  then,   fir,   you  Jh.iil  only  drink  as  long  as 


!  '  baijet  dene  !  [Kffis,'  drinks. 

Mir  lieu  ! 
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Mcrllcu  !  ce  ni'jl  pas  mau--uals  !  ailons  encore  key  !   f'i-vg 
V  amour!  quand  iris,   &c.  [Stags. 

D.  Du.  I  find,  fir,  you  have  taken  a  tafb-of  all  tlie 
countries  you  have  tr.ivell'd  through ;  but  I  prefume 
your  chief  amufement  has  lain  among  the  ladies:  you 
f'ar'd  well  in  France,  I  hope. 

Clo.  Yes  faith,  as  tar  as  my  pocket  v/ou'd  go :  the 
devil  a  ftroke  without  it :  no  money,  no  mademoifelle  ; 

no   du^at,  no  dutchefs ;  no  piftole,  no   princefs • 

By  the  way,  let   me  tell   you,  fir,  your  Lisbtmitcs    are 

held  up  at  a  pretty  f:nart  rate  too J   UT.S  forc'd  to 

come  down  to  the  tune  of  feven  piftoles  here —a  man 

may  k  eep  a  pad  of  hi.s  own,  cheaper  than  he  can  ridepoir, 
fplitme.— '  but,  a  pox  on  'em,  it's  no  wonder  the  jades  are 
ib  fancy  in  a  country  where  there  are  fo  many  fwanns 
cf  unmarry'd  friars,  monks,  and  brawny  jefuits  :  the 
game  may  well  be  fcarce,  faith,  where  there  are  fo 
rttany  canonical  poachers.'  Now,  fir,  in  little  England, 
where  your  gowns  and  cafibcks  are  honeilly  marry'd, 
your  right  women  are  as  cheap  as  mac&rel---Ga.d,  fir,  I 
have  taken  you  a  fa/ling  velvet  fcarf  out  of  the  fide-box 
there,  and  the  jade  has  jump'd  at  a  beef-ilake  and  a 
1>ott!e ;  nay,  fometimes  at  coach-hire,  and  a  finale 
glafs  cf  cinnamon---Seven  piiloles  !  u n con fcion able  ! 
Odlheart,  in  London,  now  for  half  the  fum  a  man  might 
have  pick  d  up  the  firft  rows  of  the  middle  gallery.' 
D.  Du.  I  find,  fir,  you  know  £/<j /<?'•/ then. 
Clo.  Ay,  fir,  and  every  woman  there  that's  worth 
knowing.  '  from  honeft  Betty  Sands,  to  the  countefs  of 
Ogkio-iva.  Yes,  fir,  I  do  know  London  pretty  well,  and 
the  fide- box,  fir,  and  behind  the  fcenes ;  ay,  and  the 
green-room,  and  all  the  girls  and  women -a<5lrefles 
there,  fir fir,  I  was  a  whole  winter  there  the  par- 
ticular favourite  of  che  giggling  party- Come,  fir, 

if  you  pleafe,  here's  mifs  Riggle's  health  to  you. 
'  D.  D:i-  Pray,  fir,  how  came  you  fo  well  acquainted 
there  ? 

'  Clo.  Why,  fir,  I  firft  introduc'd  myfelf  with  a  fingle 
'  pinch  of  Bergamot  ;  the  next  night  I  prefented  'em  a  box 
*  full ;  next  day  came  to  rehearfal  :  in  a  \veek  I  de- 

fir'd 
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*  £rM  'em  to  ufe  my  name  whenever  they  pleas'd,  few 
'  what  the  chocolate  houfe  afforded——  upon  this,  I  was 
'  chofen  f'alenttne,  if  I  don't  miltake,  to  about  eleven  of 
'  'em ;  and  in  three  days  more,  I  think,  it  coft  me  fifty 
'  guineas  in  gloves,   knots,  heads,  fans,  muffs,  coffee, 

*  tea,  fnufF-boxes,  orangerie,  and  chocolate. 

4  D.  Du.  But  pray,  fir,  were  you  as  intimate  at  both 
'  play-houfes  ? 

'  Clo.  No,   ftretch'em!  at  the  new-houfe  they  are  fo 

*  us'd  to  be  queens  and  princeffes,   and  are  fo  often  in 
'  the'.r  airs-voyal,  forfooth,  that  J'gad!  there's  no  reach- 
'  ing  ore  of  their  copper-tails  there,  without  a  long  pole, 
'  or  a  fettlement,  fplit  me.' 

D.  Du.  But  I  wonder,  fir,  that  in  a. country  fo  fam'd 
for  handfome  women,  the  men  are  fo  generally  blam'd 
for  their  fcandalous  ufage  of  'em. 

Clo.  O  damn'd  fcandalous,  fir,- -they  ufe  their  miftrefles 
as  bad  as  their  wives,  faith  :  I  tell  you  what,  fir,  I  knew 
a  citizen's  daughter  there,  that  ran  away  with  a  lord,  who 
in  the  firft  fix  months  of  her  preferment,  never ilirr'd  out, 
but  {he  made  the  ladies  cry  at  her  equipage  ;  and  about 
eight  months  after,  I  think,  one  morning  reeling  pretty 
early  into  a  certain  houfe  in  the  Savoy,  I  found  the  felf- 
fame,  caft-off,  folitary  lady,  in  a  room  with  bare  walls-, 
dreffing  her  dear,  pretty  head  there,  in  the  corner  bit  of 
a  looking-glafs,  prudently  fupported  by  a  quartern 
brandy-pot,  upon  the  head  of  an  oyfter- barrel. 

D.  Du.  I  find  few  miftreffes  make  their  fortunes  there; 
But,  pray,  fir,  among  all  your  adventures,  has  no  parti- 
cular lady's  merit  encourag'd  you  to  advance  your  own 
marriage ! 

Clo.  Sir,Ihave  been  fo  near  marriage,  that  my  wedding- 
day  has  been  come,  but  it  was  never  over  yet;  fplit  me. 

D.  Du.  How  fo,  fir? 

Clo.  Why,  the  pried,  the  bride,  and  the  dinner,  were 
all  ready  drefs'd,  faith ;  but  before  I  could  fall  to,  my 
elder  brother,  fir,  comes  in  with  a  damn'd  long 

flride,  and  a  fharp  ftomach fays  a  fhort  grace,  and 

— — whip'dher  up  like  an  oyfter. 

D.  Du.  You  had  ill  fortune,  fir. 

Clo.  Sir,  fortune  is  not  much  in  my  debt,  for  you  mult 
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know,  fir,  tho'  I  loft  my  wife,  I  have  efcaped  hanging 
fince  here  in  Lisbon. 

D.  Dtt.  That  I  know  you  have  ;  be  not  amaz'd,  fir. 

Clo.  Hey  !  what  the  devil !  have  I  been  all  this  while 
treating  an  officer,  that  has  a  warrant  againft  me 
Pray,  fir,  if  it  be  no  offence— —may  I  beg  the  favour  to 
know  who  you  are  ? 

D.  Du.  Let  it  fuffice,  I  own  myfelf  your  friend— I  am 
your  debtor,  fir;  you  fought  a  gentleman  they  call  Don 

Duart 1  knew  him  well  ;  he  was  a  proud  infulting 

fellow,  and  my  mortal  foe ;  but  you  kiH'd  him,  and  I 
thank  you  ;  nay,  I  fruv  you  do  it  fairly  too  ;  and  for  the 
action,  I  defire  you  will  command  my  fword  or  fortune. 

Clo.  Pray,  fir is  there  no  joke  in  all  this  ? 

D.  Du.  *  There,  fir,  the  little  all  I'm  matter  of,  may 
'  ferve  at  prefent  to  convince  you  of  my  fincerity  :'  "  1 c.m 
"  Jincere  :"  I  afk  for  no  return,  but  to  be  inform'd  how  I 
may  do  you  farther  fervice.  [Gives  him  a  purfe. 

Clo.  Sir,  your  health I'll  give    yon  information 

prefently.  [Drinks.]  Pray,  fir,  do  you  know  the  gentle- 
man's filter  that  I  fought  with?  that  is,  do  you  know 
what  reputation,  what  fortune  fhe  has  ? 
.  D.  Du.  I  know  her  fortune  to  be  worth  above  twelve 
thoufand  piftoles ;  her  reputation  yet  unfully'd :  but  pray, 
fir,  why  may  you  afk  this  ? 

Clo.  Now,  I'll  tell  you,  fir  •     twelve  thoufand 

piftolef,  you  fay  ! 

D.  Du.  I  fpeak  the  leaft,  fir. 

Clo.  Why,  this  very  lady,  after  I  had  kill'd  her  bro- 
ther, gave  me  the  protection  of  her  houfe  ;  hid  me  in  her 
clofet,  while  the  officers  that  brought  in  the  dead  body 
came  to  fearch  for  me  ;  and,  as  foon  as  their  backs  were 
turn'd,  poor  foul !  hurry'd  me  out  at  a  private  door,  with 
tears  in  her  eyes,  faith  !  Now,  fir,  what  think  you  ?  Is 
not  this  hint  broad  enough  for  a  man  to  make  love  upon  ?. 

D.  Du.  Confufion  ! 

Clo.  Look  you,  fir,  now,  if  you  dare,  give  me  a  proof 
cf  your  fnendfhip  ;  will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  carry  a 
letter  to  her  ? 

D.  Du.  Let  me  confider,  fir— Death  and  fire  !  is  all  her 
height  of  forrow  but  difTembled  then?  A  proftitute,  ev'n 

to 
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to  the  man  fuppos'd  my  murderer !  If  it  be  true,  the 

confequence  is  foon  refolv'J but  this  requires  my  far- 

thrr  fearch May  1  depend  on  this  for  truth,  iir '? 

Clo.  Why  fir  you  don't  fuppofe  I'd  banter  a  lady  of 
her  quality? 

D.  Da.  Damnation  !  Well,  fir!  I'll  take  your  letterl 
bat  firft  let  me  be  well  acquainted  with  my  errand. 

Clo.  Sir,  I'll  write  this  moment ;  if  you  pkafe,  we'll 
ftep  into  the  houfe  here,  and  finifh  the  bufmefs  over  ano- 
ther bctrlc. 

D.  Du.  With  all' my  heart. 

Clo.  Aliens  !  E ntm.  [Exeunt. 


ACT        V. 

SCENE  Ehira'j  houfe. 

E  Ivira  is  difwver'd  alone  iu  mourning,  a  lamp  by  her. 

Do;:  Duart  enters  behind  difguis V. 
D.  Du.  'TPV  HUS  far  I  am  pafs'd  unknown  to  any  of 

I     the  fervants now  for  the  proof  of  what 

I  fear Ha  !    yonder  ihe  is This  clofe  retirement, 

thofe  fable  colours,  the  folemn  ftlence  that  attends  her, 
no  friends  admitted,  nor  ev'n  the  day  to  vrfit  her:  thefe 
f(.-sati  to  fpeak  a  real  fcrrow ;  if  not,  the  counterfeit  is 
deep  indeed— — I'll  fathc.m  it Madam 

Elv.  Who's  there  ?  another  nvirderer  ;  where  are  my 
fervants  ?  will  nothing  but  my  forrows  wait  upon  me? 

D.  Du.  Your  pardon,  lady;  I  have  no  evil  meaning  ; 
this  letter  will  ipiorm  you  of  my  bufinefs,  and  excufe 
this  rude  intrufion. 

Eto.  For  me  !  whence  comes  it,  fir  ? 

D.  Du.  The  contents,  madam,  will  explain  to  you — 

She  feems  amaz'd !    looks  almoit  thro'  the  letter 1 

fhould  fufpeft  the  ftranger  had  bely'd  her,  but  that  he 

gave  me  fuch  convincing  circumrtar.cos Ha!  (he 

panics  !   'Sdeath  !  a  fmilc  too 1  fcnr  her  now  ! 

El'v.  My  prayers  are  heard ;  juftice  at  length  has  over- 
ta'en  the  murderer  :  '  his  vow'd  proteclion  h:i\  ing  been 
«  IlriQly  paid  I  now  unperjur'd  may  revenge  my  brother's 

•  blood. 
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'  blood.     It  lies  on  me,   if!  negledl   this  fair  occafcor.  :' 
but  'twere  not  fafe  to  (hew  my  thought  ;  therefore  to  h; 
jult,  I  mult  diflemble.  [AJide.]  I  aflc  your  pardo1:  . 
rudenefs,  fir:    upon  your  friend's  account,  you  might, 
indeed,  have  claim'd  a  better  welcome. 

D.  Da.   So  !  then  ihe's  damn'd,  I  find.   But  T 
more,  and   bring'em  face  to  face.   [„•/£<.•>.]  M*  frltt.d, 
madam,  thought  his  vifits  mould  be  unfeafoiiabic,  before 
the  fad  folemnity  of  your  brother's  funeral. 

Elv.  A  needlefs  fear!  my  brother,  iir  !  Al.1%  I  o\ve 
your  friend  my  thanks,  for  having  eas'd  our  family  of 
fo  fcandalous  a  burthen  !  A  riotous,  unmanner'd  fellow  ; 
I  blufh  to  fpeak  of  him. 

D.  Du.  O  !  patience  !  patience  !  [dfa'e. 

El-Tj.  Pray,  let  him  know,  his  abfence  was  the  real 
caufe  of  this  miitaken  mourning:  'tis  true  indeed,  I 
give  it  out  'tis  for  my  brother's  death ;  bat  womens 
hearts  and  tongues,  you  know,  mull  not  always  hold 
alliance  ;  you'd  think  us  fond  and  forward,  ihould  not 
we  now  and  then  diflemble. 

D.  Du.  How  mall  I  forbear  her  ?  [Afide. 

Elv.  I  grow  impatient  'till  he's  wholly  mine • 

to-morrow  !  'tis  an  age!  I'll  make  him  mine  to-night — 

I'll  write  to  him  this  minute Can  you  have  patience, 

fir,  'till  I  prepare  a  letter  for  you  r 

D.  Du.  You  may  command  me,  madam. 

£/o>.  I'll  difpatch  immediately will  you  walk  this 

way,    fir  ? 

D.  Du.  Madam,  I  wait  on  you Revenge  and  dag- 
gers !  [Exeunt. 
97v  S  C  E  N  E  Louifa'j  koufe. 
Louiia  and  Jaques. 

Lou.  Is  the  lady  feiz'd  ? 

Jaq.  Yes,  madam,  and  half-dead  with  the  fright. 

Lou.  Let  'em  be  ready  to  produce  her,  as  I  directed : 
V»"h:ii  the  Granger's  t.iken,  bring  me  immediate  notice: 
'tis ncarhis time,  away.  [Exit  jmjues.]  Had  he  not  lov'd 
another,  methinks  I  could  have  born  this  ufage,  '  fat  me 
'  down  alone  content,  and  found  a  fecret  pleafurc  in  com- 
*  plaining;  but  to  be  flighted  for  a  girl,  a  fickly,  poor, 
'  unthinking  •,«; -ftL.il,  incapable  of  love  i  that !  fhbs  home! 

*  "I'is 
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'•'Tispoifonto  my  thoughts,  and  fwellVem  to  revenge! 
'  My  rival !  no!  he  fiiall  never  triumph  !  Hark  !   what 
'  noife  !  they  have  him  fure  !  How  now  !' 
Enter  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Madam,  the  gentleman  is  taken. 

Lou.  Bring  him  in Revenge,  1  thank  tliee  now. 

Enter  Bravoes  ivit/j  Carlos  dijartn'd. 
So,  fir !  you  are  return'd  it  feems ;  you  can  love  then  !  You 
have  an  heart,  Ifind,  tho' not  for  me!  Perhaps  you  came  to 
leek  a  worthier  miitrefs;  here ;  'twould  be  uncharitable  to 
difappoint  your  love — I'll  help  your  fearch :  if  (he  be  here, 

befure  Ihe's  fafe ! Open  that  door  there. 

SCENE  draws  and  difco-vers  Angelina  <ivit/j  Bravctt 

ready  to  ftrungle  btr. 
Now,  fir,  is  this  the  lady  ? 

Car.  My  Angelina\  Oh! 

'  Aug.  6  miferable  meeting  !' 

Lou,  Now  let  me  fee  you  {mile,  and  rudely  throw  me 
from  your  arms  !  now  fcorn  my  love,  my  perfon,  and  my 
fortune!  now  let  your  fqueamifh  virtue  fly  me  as  a  ddf* 
eafe  to  modefty !  and  tell  her  now  your  mameful  tale  of 
my  intemperance  ! 

Car.  O!  cruelty  of  fate!  that  could  betrayfuch  innocence? 

Lou.  What,  not  a  word  to  foften  yet  thy  obftinate  aver- 

fion  !  thou  wretched  fool,  thus  to  provoke  thy  ruin 

End  her.  [To  the  Bravoes. 

Car.  O  !  hold !  for  pity  hold,  and  hear  me. 

Lou.  I've  learn 'd  from  you  to  ufe  my  pity '  'Sdeath  ! 

*  I  could  laugh  to  fee  thy  flrangeltupidityof  love'—Onone 
condition  yet  me  lives  an  hour,  but  if  refus'd 

Car.  Name  not  a  refufal,  be  it  danger,  death,  or  tor- 
tures, any  thing  that  life  can  do  to  fave  her. 

'  Lou.  Nay,  if  you  are  fo  over  willing. 

'  Car.  Speak,  and  I  obey  you.' 

Lou.  Now  then,  this  moment  kneel  andcurfe  her. 

Car.  Preferve  her,  Heav'n,  and  fnatch  her  from  the 
jaws  of  gaping  danger  [Kneeling.]  O  !  may  the  watchful 
eye  of  Providence,  that  never  fleeps  o'er  innocence  dif- 
trefs'd,  look  nearly  to  her ;  or  if  fome  miracle  alone  can 
fave  her,  the  ever  waking  fun,  in  his  eternal  progrefs, 
never  faw  fo  fair  an  object  to  employ  it  on* 

Ion. 


THE  FOP's  FORTUNE.  67 

Lou.  Prefuming  fool !  were  I  inclin'd  to  fave  her  life » 

(which,  by  my  hopes  of  peace,  I  do  not  mean)  canfttho11 

believe  this  infolent  concern  for  her  to  my  face  would 

not  provoke  my  vengeance  ? 

Car.  Yet  hold !  forgive  my  rafhnefs,  I  was  to  blame 
indeed ;  but  paffion  has  tranfported  both  of  us  ;  '  love 
'  made  me  as  heedlefs  of  her  fafety,  as  wild  revenge  has 
'  you,  ev'n  of  your  neglected  foul. 

'  Lou.  What,  doft  thou  think  to  preach  me  from  my 
1  purpofe  ? 

'  Car.  That  were  too  vain  an  hope  ;  tho'  I've  a  pite- 
'  ous  caufe  that  might  befpcak,  without  a  tongue,  the 
*  mercy  of  a  human  heart :'  but  if  revenge  alone  can  fate 
your  fury,  at  lealt  mifplace  it  not ;  mine  was  the  offence, 
be  mine  the  punifhment;  '  but  fpare  the  innocent,  the 
1  gentle  maid  j  Ihe  ne'er  intended  yet  a  thought  againit 
'  your  peace  ;  I  have  deferv'd  you  anger,  nay,  andjuftly 
4  too  ;  for  I  confefs  I  ought  to  have  given  you  a  milder 
"  treatment ;  but  to  atone  the  crime,  rip  up  my  bread, 
'  and  in  my  heart  you'll  read  the  unhappy  caufe  of  my 
'  neglect  and  rudenefs.' 

Lou.  How  he  difarms  my  anger !  but  inuft  my  rival 
triumph  then  ? 

Aug.  Charge  me  not  with  abhorr'd  ingratitude  :  be 
witneis,  Heaven,  I'll  for  ever  ferve  you,  court  you,  and 
confefs  you  my  preferver  ! 

Car.  For  pity,  yet  refolve,  and  force  your  temper  to  a 
moment's  paule  :  '  Do  not  debafeyour  generous  revenge 

*  with  cruelty ;  that  every  common  wretch  can  take  ;  the 
'  favage  brutes  can  fuck  their  fellow-creatures  blood,  and 
'  tear  their  bodies  down  ;  but  greater  human  fouls  have 
'  more  pride  to  curb,  and  bow  the  Itubborn  mind  of  what 
'  they  hate  ;  and  fuch  revenge,  the  nobler  far,  I  offer  now 
'  to  you  ;'  fee  at  your  feet  my  humbled  fcorn  imploring, 
crufh'd,  and  proilrate,  like  a  vile  flave,  that  falls  below 
your  latt  contempt,  and  trembling  begs  for  mercy: 

Lou.  He  buries  my  revenge  in  blumes. 
'  Ang.  O!  generous  proof  of  the  moft  faithful  love! 
'  Car.  Think  what  a  glorious  triumph  it  would  be,  that 
'  when  your  fwolnrefentment,  wild  revenge,  andindigna- 

*  tion,  all  ftood  ready,  waiting  for  the  word,  you  call'd  your 

'  forceful 
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forceful  reafon  to  your  aid,  refolv'd,  and  took  that  ty- 
rant paflion  captive  to  your  gentle  pity ;  O  !  'twere  fuch 
a  god- like  inftancc  of  your  virtue,  as  might  atone,  if 
poillble,  ev'n  crimes  to  come :  revenge,  like  this,  can 
never  give  you  that  continu'd  peace  of  mind,  which  mer- 
cy may  :  companion  has  a  thoufand  fecret  charms :  think 
\ou  'twere  no  delight  of  thought,  to  heel  the  wound* 
of  bleeding  lovers,  to  make  two  poor  afflicted  wretches 
happy,  whofe  highell  crime  is  loving  well  and  faithfully  ? 
Were  it  no  foothing  joy,  no  fecret  pride,  to  raife  'em 
from  the  laft  defpair  to  hope  ?  to  life  and  love  reilor'd  ? 
Now,  on  my  heart,  I  read  a  ilruggling  pity  in  your  eye  ! 

0  cherifh  it,  and   fpare  cur  innocence!   Perhaps,  the 
ftory  of  our  chafte  affeftions,  once  compleat,   may  live 
a  f:,ir  example  to  fucceeding  times,  for  which  poiterity 
(hall  ftand  indebted  to  your  virtue. 

'  Lf>u.'  Releafe  the  lady go,         [Exeunt  Bravoes. 

A.nd  now  farewell  my  follies,  and  my  miflaken  love  ; '  for 

1  confefs,  the  fair  example  of  your  mutual  faith,  your 
tendernefs,  humility,    and   tears,  have  quite  fubduM 
my  foul ;  at  once  have  conquer'd  and  reform'd  me  :  O  ! 
you  have  given  me  fuch  an  image  of  the  contentful 
peace,  th'  unfhaken  quiet  of  an  honell  mind,  that  now 
I  tafle  more  folid  joy,  being  but  the  inllrument  of  your 
united  virtuous  love,  than  all  my  Ir.te  falfe  hopes  pro« 
pos'd  even  in  the  laft  indulgence  of  my  blind  dcfire?  :' 

Now  love  long  and  happily  j  forgive  my  follies  pail,  ami 
you  have  overpaid  me.  [Joins  tlcn-  band!. 

'Car.   O!   providential  care  of  innocence  dutreis'd! 

'  dug.   O  !  miracle  of  rewarded  love  ! 

Car.  '  What  ihall  I  fay  ?  I  fcarce  have  yet  the  pov.rr 
'  of  thought  amidfl  this  hurry  of  tranfporting  joy  !'  My 
Angelina!  do  I  then  live  to  hold  thee  thus?  O!  I  hav« 
a  thoufand  things  to  fay,  to  afk,  to  weep,  and  hear  of 
thce But  firll  let's  kneel  and  pay  our  thanks  to  Hea- 
ven, and  this  our  kind  prefervcr ;  '  to  whofe  moll  hap- 
'  py  change,  we  owe  even  all  our  lives  to  come,  which 
'  chearful  gratitude  can  pay.' 

Lou.  Nay,  now  you  give  me  a  confufton.  [Raifes'em. 
But  if  you  dare  trult  me  with  the  Itory  of  your  love's  dif- 
trefs,  as  fur  as  my  fortune  can,  command  it  freely  to 

fupply 
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fupply  your  prcfent  wants,  or  any  future  means  propos'd 
to  give  you  Jailing  happinefs. 

Car.  Eternal  rounds  of  never-ending  peace  reward  your 
wond'rous  bounty;  '  and  when  you  know  the  llory  of 

•  our  fortune,  as  we  (hall  foon  find  due  occafion  to  relate 
4  it,  we  cannot  doubt  'twill  both  deferve  your  pity  and 

*  afiiltance.'     But  I  have  been  too  bufy  in  my  joy,   I  al- 
moit  had  forgot  my  friendly  uncle,  the  ancient  gentle- 
man that  firit  came  hither  with  me;  how  have  you  dif- 
pos'd  of  him  ? 

Lr,u.   I  think  he's  here,  and  fafe who  waits  there  ? 

[Tf.v.vr  J.i']iu-s.]  Releafe  the  gentleman  above,  and  tell 
him  that  his  friends  defire  him.  [Exit  Jaijues.]  You'll 
pardon,  fir,  tho  treatment  I  have  ihewn  him;  he  made 
a  little  too  merry  uith  my  folly,  which,  I  confcfs,  at 
that  time,  fomething  too  far  incens'd  me. 

Car.  He's  old  and  cheerful,  apt  to  be  free  ;  but  hc'U 
be  forry  when  his  humour  gives  offence. 

Enter  Den  Lewit,   Jaques  bowing  to  him. 

D.  Ltnv.  Pr'ythee,  hondt  dumb,  don't  be  fo  ceremo- 
nious !  A  pox  on  thee,  I  tell  thee  it's  very  well  as  it  i^, 
(only  my  jaws  ske  a  little:)  but  ac  long  as  we're  all 

friends,  it's  no  great  matter My  dear  Carlos  !  I  mull 

hufs  thee,  faith! Madam,  your  humble  fervant— — — 

I  bfg  your  pardon,  d'ye  iee-= vou  underftand  me. 

[Exit  Jacjues. 

Lou.  I  hope  v/e  are  all  friends,  fir. 

I).  Le-iv.  I  hope  we  are,  madam  —  I  am  an  honeft  old 
fellow,  faith  ;  tho'  now  and  then  I  am  a  little  od-l  too. 

Car.  Here's  a  liranger,   uncle. 

D.  Lav.  What!  rr.y  little  blorTorn !  my  gillifiower ! 
myrofe!  my  pink!  my  tulip!  Faith,  1  mufl.  fmeil  thee. 
[Salutes  Angelina.]  Od  !  {he's  a  delicate  nofegay  !  I  mull 

have  her  tou?.'d  a  little Carhs  !  you  mult  gather 

fo-night ;  J  can  ftay  no  longer \Veil,  faith  !  I  am 

heartily  joy'd  to  fee  thee,  child, 

Ang.  I  thank  you,  fir,  and  wifh  I  nnv  deferve  your 
lover  Our  fortune,  once  again,  is  kind;  but  htw  it 

-comes  about- 

D.  LC-M.  Does  not  fignify  three  pence;  when  Fortune 
pays  me  a  viiit,  I  feldom  trouble  myfelf  to  know  which 
way  flie  came— ——I  tell  you,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

l  Enter. 
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Enter  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Madam,  here's  the  Lord  Governor  come  to  wait 
IK  on  your  ladyfhip. 

Lou.  At  this  late  hour!  What  can  his  bufmefs  be  ? 
DcJire  his  lordfhip  to  walk  in. 

Ertfer    Gwfrucr. 

Cot>.  Pardon,  madam,  this  unfeafonable  vifit. 

Lex.  Your  lordfnip  does  me  honour. 

Go-v.  At  leaft,  I  hope,  my  bufmefs  wiJl  excufe  it; 
fome  ftrangers  here  below,  upon  their  ofier'd  oaths,  de- 
manded my  authority  to  fearch  your  houfe  for  a  loft  young 
lady,  to  whom  the  one  of  'em  affirms  himfelf  the  father  : 
but  the  refped  I  owe  your  ladyfhip  made  me  refufe  their 
fearch,  'till  I  had  fpoken  with  you. 

Ang.  It  muft  be  they— Now,  madam,  your  protection, 
or  we  yet  are  loft. 

Lou.  Be  not  concern'd  !  wou'd  you  avoid  'em! 

Car.  No,  we  muft  be  found  ;  let  'em  have  entrance : 
we  have  an  honeft  caufe,  and  would  provoke  it's  trial. 

Lou.  Conduct  the  gentlemen  without.  {Exit.  Jaques, 
My  lord,  I'll  anfwer  for  their  honefty;  and,  as  they  are 
flrangers,  where  the  law's  fevere,  muil  beg  you'd  favour 
and  aflift  'em. 

Go<v.  You  may  command  me,  madam ;  tho'  there's 
no  great  fear  ;  for  having  heard  the  molt  that  they  cou'd 
urge  agaJnft  'em,  I  found  in  their  complaints,  more  fpleen 
and  humour,  than  any  juft  appearance  of  a  real  injury. 

Enter  Don  Manuel,  Charino,  Antonio,  aWClodio. 

Cba.  I'll  have  juftice. 

A^t.  Don't  be  too  hot,  brother. 

C/?xjr.  Sir,  I  demand  juftice. 

D.  "Man.  That's  the  lady,  fir,  I  told  you  of. 

Clo.  Ah  !  that's  fhe,  my  lord,  I  am  witnefs. 

Car.  My  father!  Sir,  your  pardon,  and  your  bleflir.*. 

Ant.  Why  truly,  Carlos,  I  begin  to  le  a  little  rcccn- 
cil'd  to  the  matter;  I  wim  you  well,  tho' I  can't  join 
you  together;  for  my  friend  and  brother  heir  is  ury 
obftinate,  and  will  admit  of  no  fatisfaftion  :  but  how- 
ever, Heaven  will  blefs  you  in  fpite  of  his  teeth. 

Chr..  This  is  all  contrivance  !  Roguery !  1  am  abus'd  ! 
I  fay,  deliver  my  daughter— -fhe  is  an  heirefs,  fir ;  and 
to  detain  her,  is  a  tape  in  law,  fir,  and  I'll  have  you  all 

harig'd  ; 
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hang'd;  therefore  no  more  delays,  fir;  for  I  tell  you  be- 
fore hand,  I  amawife  man,  and  'tisimpoflibleto  trick  me. 
1  fay,  you  are  too  positive,   brother;  and  when 
you  learn  more  wifdom,  you'll  have  fome. 

Cba.  I  fav,  brother,  this  is  mere  malice,  when  you 
know  in  your  own  confcience,  I  have  ten  times  your 
underftanding ;  for  you  fee  I'm  quite  of  another  opinion  : 
and  fo  once  more,  my  lord,  I  demand  juflice  again  ft 
that  ravi flier. 

GO--J.  Does  your  daughter,  fir,  complain  of  any  vio- 
lence ? 

Cha.  Your  lordfhip  knows  young  girls  never  complain 
when  the  violence  is  over ;  he  has  taught  her  better,  I 
fuppofe. 

Ang.  [To  Charino  kneeling.']  Sir,  you  are  my  father, 
bred  me,  cherifh'd  me,  gave  me  my  affections,  taught 
me  to  keep  'em  hitherto  within  the  bounds  of  honour, 
and  of  virtue;  let  me  conjure  you,  by  the  chafte  love 
my  mother  bore  you,  when  me  preferr'd,  to  her  millaken 
parents  choice,  her  being  yours  without  a  dower,  not 
to  beftow  my  pcrfon,  where  thofe  affeftions  ne'er  can  fol- 
low  1  cannot  love  that  gentleman  more  than  a  fitter 

ought;  but  here  my  heart's  fubdu'd,  ev'n  to  the  laft 
compliance  with  my  fortune :  he,  fir,  has  nobly  woo'd 
and  won  me  ;  and  I  am  only  his,  or  miferable. 

Cba.  Get  up  again. 

Go-v.  Come,  fir,  be  perfuaded ;  your  daughter  has 
made  an  honourable  and  happy  choice  j  this  feverity  will 
but  expofe  yourfelf  and  her. 

Cha.  My  lord,  I  don't  want  advice  ;  I'll  confider  with 
myfclf,  and  resolve  upon  my  own  opinion. 
Enter   Jaques. 

Jaq.  My  lord,  here's  a  ilranger  without  enquires  for 
your  lord  (hip,  and  for  a  gen  tleman  that  calls  himfelf  Clodio . 

Clo.   Hey!   Ah,  man  cher  Ami ! 

Enter  Don  Duart  tiifguis>d. 
Well,  what  news,  my  dear,  has  Ihe  anfwer'd  my  letter  ? 

D.  Du.  There,  fir This  to  your  lordfhip. 

[Gives  h:m  a  letter,   and  luhifptrs. 

Gov.  Marry'd  to-night,  and  to  this 'gentleman,  fay 'it 
thou?  I'm  ama/'d. 

D.  Du.  He  is  her  choice,  my  lord. 

2  CIc. 
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Clo.  [Reading  the  letter.} Um um Charms 

— irrefiihible — excufe  fo  loon — Pr.flion — Blufhes — Con- 
Tent —  Provifion — Children — Settlement — Marriage 

If  this  is  not  plain  the  devil's  in't. Hold,  here's 

mere,  faith [Reads  to  him/elf.} 

'  D.  Man.  How  fhall  I  requite  this  goodnefs  ?  [To  Lou. 

'  Leu.  I  owe  you  more  than  I  have  leifure  now  to  pay  : 

*  prefs  me  not  too  far,  leaft  I  fliould  offer  more  than  you 

*  are  willing  to  receive.     Favours  when  long  withheld, 
4  fometimes  grow  taflelcfs ;  over-falling  often  palls  the 

*  appetite. 

'  D.  Man.  The  appetite  of  love,  like  mine,  can  ne- 
4  ver  die :  it  would  be  ever  tailing  and  unfated.' 

[Theyfeem  to  talk  apart. 

Gev.  'Tis  very  fudden — but  give  my  fervice,  I'll  wait 
upon  her. 

Clo.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  Poor  foul!  I'll  be  with  her  pre- 
fently;  and,  faith,  fince  I  have  made  my  own  fortune, 
I'll  e'n  patch  up  my  brother's  too.  Hark  you,  my  dear 
dad  that  fliou'd  ha'  been—this  bufmefs  is  all  at  an  end 
—  for,  look  you,  I  find  your  daughter's  engag'd ;  and, 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  fo  am  I  faith!  If  my  brother  has 
a  mind  to  marry  her,  let  him ;  for  I  fhall  not,  fplit  me — 
And  now,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  if  you  will  do  me  the 
honour  to  grace  mine  and  the  lady  Elvira's  wedding, 
fuch  homely  entertainment  as  my  poorhoufe  affords,  you. 
lhall  be  all  heartily  welcome  to. 

D.  Lew.  Thyhoufe!  ha!  ha!  well  faid,  puppy! 

Clo.   Ha!  old -reft! 

Cha.  What  doft  thou mean,  man?  [To  CloJio. 

Gt«v.  'Tis  even  fo,  I  can  affaire  you,  fir;  I  have  my- 
fj!f  an  invitation  from  the  lady's  own  hand,  that  con- 
firms it :  I  know  her  fortune  well,  and  am  furprix'd  at  it. 

Ang.  Blcfs'd  news!  This  feems  a  forward  Hop  to  re- 
concile us  all. 

Cla.  If  this  be  true,  my  lord,  I  have  been  thinking 
to  no  purpofe ;  my  defign  is  all  broke  to  pieces. 

Ant.  Come,  brother,  we'll  mend  it  as  well  as  we  can; 
and  fince  that  young  rogue  has  rudely  turn'd  tail  upon 
yourdaughter,  I'll  nil  up  the  blank  with  Car A/A  name, 
and  let  the  reft  of  the  fettlement  Hand  as  it  was. 

Cha. 
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Cba.  Hold,  I'll  firfl  fee  this  wedding,  and  then  give 
you  my  final  refolution. 

do.  Come,  ladies,  ifyoupleafe,  my  friend  will  fhew 
you. 

Leu.  Sir,  we  wait  upon  you. 

Cba.  This  wedding's  an  odd  thing! 

D.  Lfw.  Ha!  ha!  if  it  mould  he  a  lie  now.   [Exeunf. 
*lbe  SCENE  cbf.nges  to  Elvira's  Apartment. 
Elvira  alone,  with  Ciodio'j  Letter  in  her  Hand. 

'  E/>u.  At  how  fevere  a  price  do  women  purchafe  an 
'  unipotted  fame!  when  ev'n  the jufteft  title  can't  afl'ure 
•  poffeiTion  :  when  we  reflect  upon  the  infclent  and  daily 
'  wrongs,  which  men  and  fcandal  throw  upon  our  actions, 
'  'twere  enough  to  make  a  modefl  mind  defpair:  if  we 
'  are  fair  and  challe,  we  are  proud  ;  if  free,  we  are  wan- 
'  ton;  cold,  we  are  cunning;  and  if  kind,  forfaken  : 
'  nothing  we  do  or  think  on,  be  the  motive  e'er  fo  juft, 
'  or  generous,  but  IU11  the  malice  or  the  guilt  of  men, 
'  interprets  to  our  fliame  :  why  fhould  this  ftranger  elfe, 
'  this  wretched  ftranger,  whole  forfeit  life  Iraflily  fav'd, 
'  prefume  from  that  miilaken  charity,  to  tempt  me 
'  \vithhislCve.'  [ Enter  a  Serii «•;;/.]  Hark  !  what  mufick's 
that  ?  {Flounjh. 

Ser<v.  Madam,  the  gentlemen  are  come. 

E!-\!>   'Tis  well ;  are  the  oHicers  ready  ? 

Stri>.  Yes,  madam,  and  know  your  ladymip's  orders, 

£!<v.  Conduct  the  company.  Now  juitice  mall  un- 
cloud  my  fame,  and  fee  my  brother's  death  reveng'd. 

[Mu/ic  plays. 
Enter  Clodio,  D.  Duart,  Governor,  D.  Manuel,  Louifa, 

Carlos,  Angelina,  Antonio,  Charino,  and  D.  Lewis. 

Cio.  Well,  madam,  you  fee  I'm  punctual — you've 
nick'd  your  man,  faith;  I'm  always  critical — to  a  mi- 
nute; you'll  never  Hay  for  me.  Ladies  and  gentlemen, 
I  define  you'll  do  me  the  honour  of  being  better  acquint- 
ed  here My  lord 

GO'-J.  Give  you  joy,   madam. 

Clo.  Nay,  madam,  I  have  brought  you  fome  near  re- 
lations of  my  own  too — This  Don  Anlonio,  who  will 
fliortly  have  the  honour  to  call  you  daughter. 

Ant.  The  young  rogue  has  made  a  pretty  choice,  faith. 
D  Clo. 
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CIo*  This  Don  Cbarino,  who  was  very  near  having 
the  honour  of  calling  me  fon.  This  my  elder  brother  — 
and  this  my  noble  uncle,  Don  Ckoltrick  —  Snapjhorte  de 
Tejly. 

D.  Lew.  Puppy. 

Clo.  Peeviih. 

D.  Leiv.  Madam,  I  wifh  you  joy  with  all  my  heart  j 
but  truely,  I  can't  much  advife  you  to  marry  this  gen  tie- 
man,  becaufe,  in  a  day  or  two,  you'll  really  find  him  ex- 
tremely mocking;  thofe  that  know  him,  generally  give 
him  the  title  of  Don  Di/mallo  Thickfcu'lo  de  Halfwitto. 

Clo.  Well  faid,  nuncle,  ha,  ha  1 

D    Du.  Are  you  provided  of  a  pricft,  fir  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  ay,  pox  on  him,  wou'd  he  were  come  tho'. 

D.  Du.  So  wou'd  I,  I  want  the  cue  to  ac~l  this  juttice 
on  my  honour;  yet  I  cannot  read  the  folly  in  her  looks. 


Gov.  You  have  furpriz'd  us,  madam,  by  this  fuddea 
marriage. 

EIv.  I  may  yet  furprize  you  more,  my  lord. 

D.  Du.  Sir,  don't  you  think  your  bride  looks  melan- 
choly? 

Clo.  Ay,  poor  fool!  me's  modeft  --  but  I  have  a 
cure  for  that  -  Well,  my  piinccfs,  why  that  demure 
look  now  ? 

EIv.  I  was  thinking,  fir  - 

Clo.  I  know  what  you  think  of  -  You  don't  think 
at  all—  -You  don't  know  what  to  think  —  You  neither 
fee,  hear,  feel,  fmcll,  nor  talk  —  You  han't  the  right 
ufe  of  one  of  your  fen  fes  —  In  fiiort,  you  have  it.  Now, 
my  princefs,  have  not  I  nick'd  it? 

Elv.  lamforry,  fir,  you  know  fo  little  of  yourfelf,  or 
me.  Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser<v.  Madam,  the  prieft  is  come. 

Eli!.  Let  him  wait,  we've  no  occafion  yet  —  Within 
there  —  feize  him.  [Several  Officers  rujh  in,  wbofeixe 

D.  Du.   Ha!  Clodio,  and  bind  him* 

Gov.  What  can  this  mean  ? 

Clo.  Gad  me!  what,  is  my  dear  in  her  frolicks  already  ? 

Elv.  And  now,  my  lord,  your  justice  on  that  mur- 
derer. 

3  Gev. 
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<?cf .   How  !  madam ! 

Clo.  That  bitch,  my  fortune ! 

D.  L£--W.  Madam,  upon  my  knees,  I  beg  you,  don't 
carry  the  jeft  too  far,  but  if  there  be  any  real  hopes  of 
his  having  an  halter,  let's  know  it  in  three  words,  that  1 
may  be  fure  at  once  for  ever,  that  no  earthly  thing,  but 
a  reprieve,  caa  fave  him.  [dpart  to  Elvira. 

Ant.  Pray,  madam,  who  accufes  him  ? 

F.l-j.  His  own  cbnfeffion,  fir. 

Car.   Of  murder,  lav  you,  madam! 

El-~u.  The  murder  of  my  brother. 

Go'v .  Where  was  that  confeflion  made? 

El-j,  After  the  fa&  was  done,  my  lord,  this  man,  pur- 
fu'd  byjuftice,  took  fheiter  here,  and  trembling,  b;gg'd 
of  me  for  my  protection ;  he  feem'd  indeed  a  ilrang.-r, 
and  his  complaints  fo  picifal,  that  I,  little  fufpicious  of 
my  brother's  death,  promis'd,  by  a  ram  and  folemn  vov/, 
I  wou'd  conceal  him :  which  vow  Heav'n  can  witnefs 
\vith  what  diftra&ion  in  my  thoughts  I  Itriclly  kept,  and 
paid  ;  but  he  alas !  nritaken  this  my  hofpi table  charity, 
for  the  efTefts  of  a  molt  vile  prepofterous  love,  proce- is 
upon  his  error,  and  in  his  letter  here  addrcffss  me  for 
marriage;  which,  I  once  having  paid  my  vow,  anfwer'd 
in  fuch  prevailing  terms,  upon  his  folly,  as  now  have 
unprotected,  drawn  him  into  the  hands  of  juftice. 

D.  Du.  She  is  innocent,  and  well  has  difappointed 
my  revenge.  \_Afede. 

D.  Lew.  So,  now  I  am  a  little  eafy — The  puppy  wiil 
be  hang'd. 

Gov.  Give  me  leave,  madam,  to  afk  you  yet  fome  f.j-- 
ther  queflions. 

do.  Ay 1  mall  be  hang'd,  I  believe. 

Cba.  Nay  then,  'tis  time  to  take  care  of  my  daughter ; 
for  I  am  now  convinc'd,  that  my  friend  Clody  is  diipos'd 
of— and  fo,  without  compliment,  do  ye  fee,  children  — 
Heav'n  blefs  you  together  [Joins  Car.  and  Ang.  bards. 

Car.  This,  fir,  is  a  time  unfit  to  thank  you  as  \ve 
oughr. 

Ant.  Well,  brother,  I  thank  you  however;  Carlos  is 
an  honeft  lad,  and  well  deferves  her;  but  poor  Chdj '• 
ill  fortune  I  cou'd  never  have  fufpected. 

D  2  D.  Le-w. 
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D.  Lena.  Why,  you  wou'd  be  poiirive,  though  you 
know,  brother,  I  always  told  you,  Difmal  wou'd  be 
hang'd;  I  muft  plague  him  a  little,  becaule  the  dog  has 

been  pert  with  me Clody  !  how  doft  thou  do  ?  Ha ! 

why,  you  are  ty'd ! 

Clo.  I  hate  this  old  fellow,  fplit  me. 

D.  Lew.  Thou  halt  really  made  a  drunn'd  blunder 
here,  child,  to  invite  fo  many  people  to  a  marriage-knot, 
;ind  inilead  of  that,  it's  like  to  be  one  under  the  left 
ear. 

Clo.  I'd  fain  have  him  die. 

D.  Lew.  Well,  my  dear,  I'll  provide  for  thy  going 
esff,  however;  let  me  fee'  you'll  only  have  occafion  for  a 
nofegay,  a  pair  of  white  gloves,  and  a  coffin  :  look  you, 
take  you  no  care  about  the  furgeons,  you  fhall  not  be 
anatomiz'd — I'll  get  the  body  oft"  with  a  wet  finger— 
tho'  methinks  I'd  fain  fee  the  infide  of  the  puppy  too. 

Clo.  O  !  rot  him,  I  can't  bear  this. 

D.  Lew.  Well,  I  won't  trouble  you  any  more  now, 
child;  if  I  am  not  engag'd,  I  don't  know,  but  I  may 
come  to  the  tree,  and  fmg  a  ftave  or  two  with  thee — N.iy, 
I'll  rife  on  purpofe,— tho'  you  will  hardly  fuffer  before 

twelve  o'lock  neither — ay,  juft  about  twelve about 

twelve  you'll  be  turn'd  off. 

Clo.  O  !  curfe  confume  him. 

Go-v.  I  am  convinc'd,  madam,  the  fail  appears  too 
plain. 

D.  Lenv.  Yes,  yes,  he'll  fuffer.  [Afide. 

Gov.  What  fays  the  gentleman?  Do  you  confefs  t..e 
fad,  fir? 

Clo.  Will  it  do  me  any  good,  my  lord? 

Gov.  Perhaps  it  may,  if  you  can  prove  it  was  not 
dene  in  maiue. 

Clo.  Why  then,  to  confefs  the  truth,  my  lord,  I'djd 
pink  him,  and  am  forry  for't;  but  it  was  none  of  my 
Jauit,  fplit  me. 

Elfu.  Now,  my  lord,  your  juftice. 

D  DM.  Hold,  madam,  that  remains  in  me  to  give ^ 
for  know,  your  brother  lives,  and  happy  in  the  prr-of 
of  luch  a  filter 't  virtue.  [Di/co-vcrs  him/elf, 

El-v. 
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Elv.  My  brother!  O  !  let  my  wonder  fpeak  my  joy  ! 

C/o,  Hey!          [Clodio  and  bis  friends  feem  furpnx?d. 

Go-v.  Don  Duart  !  living  and  well !  how  came  this 
ftrange  recovery  ? 

D.  Du.  My  body's  health  the  furgeon  has  reftor'd : 
but  here's  tlie  true  'phyfician  of  my  mind  :  the  hot  dif- 
temper'd  blood,  which  lately  render'd  me  ofteniive  to 
mankind,  his  jult  refenting  fword  let  forth,  which  gave 
me  leifure  to  refieclupon  my  follies  part,  and,  by  reflec- 
tion, to  reform. 

Stv.  This  is  indeed  a  happy  change. 

Gov.  Release  the  gentleman. 

Clo.  Here,  Tefty,  prithee  do  fo  much  as  untie  this  a 
little. 

D.  Lew.  Why,  fo  I  will,  firrah  ;  I  find  thou  haft  done 
a  mettled  thing,  and  I  don't  know  whether  it's  worth 
my  while  to  be  mock'd  at  thee  any  longer. 

El<v.  I  a!k  your  pardon  for  the  wrong  I  have  done  you, 
fir,  and  blufn  to  think  how  much  I  owe  you  fcr  a  brother 
thus  reltor'd. 

Clo.  Madam,  your  very  humble  fervant,  it's  mighty 
well  as  it  is. 

D.  Du.  We  are  indeed  his  debtors  both;  and,  fitter, 
there's  but  one  way  now  of  being  grateful :  for  my  fake, 
give  him  fuch  returns  of  love,  as  he  may  yet  think  fit 
to  afk,  or  you  with  mcdcfly  can  anfwer. 

Clo.  vSir,  I  thank  you,  and  when  you  don't  think  it 
impudence  in  me  to  wilh  myfelf  well  with  your  filter,  I 
fhall  beg  leave  to  make  ufe  cf  your  friendship. 

D.  Du.  This  modelty  commends  you,  fir. 

Ant.  Sir,  you  have  propos'd  like  a  man  of  honour,  and 
if  the  lady  can  but  like  of  it,  fhe  lhr.ll  find  thofe  among 
us,  that  will  make  up  a  fortune  to  deferve  her. 

Car.  I  wifh  my  brother  well,  and  as  I  once  offer'd  him 
to  divide  my  birthright,  I'm  ready  Hill  to  put  my  v/orus 
into  performance. 

D.  Lew.  Nay  then,  fmce  I  find  the  rogue's  no  longer 
like  to  be  an  enemy  to  Carles,  as  far  as  a  few  acres  go, 
I'll  be  his  frend  too. 

D.  D:i.  fiiler ! 

Elv.  This  is  no  trifle,  brother ;  allow  me  a  conve- 
nient 
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nient  time  to  think,  and  if  the  gentleman  continues  to 
defer *e  your  friendship,  he  (hall  no:  much  complain  I 
am  his  enemy. 

D.  Lew.  So  !  now  it  will  be  a  wedding  again,  faith. 

'  D.  Man.  And  if  this  kind  example  could  prevail  on 

'  Lou.  If  it  could  not,  your  merit  has  fufHcicnt  power  : 

*  from  this  moment,  I  am  yours  for  ever. 

«  D.  Man.  Which  way  (hall  I  be  grateful  ? 
'  C!c.  Nay  then,  ftrike  up  again,  bcys---and,  with  the 
'  lady's  leave,  I'll  make  bold  to  lead  'em  up  a  dance 

*  a  la  mode  d*  Angleterre.  \¥hcy  dance, 

'  D.  'Lew.  So!  fo!  bravely  done  of  all  fides;  and  now 
'  Car/os,  we'll  e'en  toaft  our  nofes  over  a  chirping  bottle 
'  and  laugh  at  our  pail  fortune.' 

Car.   Come,  my  Angelina  ! 
Our  bark,  at  length,  has  found  a  quiet  harbour, 
And  the  diflrefsful  voyage  of  our  loves, 
Ends  not  alone  in  fafety,  but  reward. 
Now  we  unlade  our  freight  of  happinefs, 
Of  which,  from  thee  alone,  my  (hare's  derivM  ; 
For  all  my  former  fearch  in  deep  philofophy. 
Not  knowing  thee,  was  a  mere  dream  of  life  : 
But  love,  in  one  foft  moment,  taught  me  more 
Than  all  the  volumes  of  the  learn'd  cou'd  teach  ; 
Gave  me  the  proof  when  nature's  birth  began. 
To  what  great  End  th'  ETERNAL  fonn'd  a  MAN. 

[  Exm 
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EPILOGUE. 

/?N  Epilogue*/  a  tax  en  authors  laid, 

And  full  as  much  unwillingly  is  paid. 
Cood  lines,  I  grant,  are  little -worth,   but  yet, 
Ci,iti  has  been  always  eafier  rais' d,  than  nvit. 
(1  fear  we'd  made  but  'very  poor  campaigns, 
Hud  funds  been  levy  ^d  from  the  grumbling  brains.) 
Hejtde,   to  I'jhat  poor  purpofe  Jhould  <we  plead, 
When  you  have  cnce  refclv'd  a  play  foall  Heed? 
Jjitt  then  again,  a  *ivretch,  in  any  cafe, 
Has  leave  to  fay  ivhy  fentence  jhould  not  pafs. 
lirjl,  let  your  cenfure  from  pure  judgment  JIoiu, 
j4mi  mix  tvith  that,  Jome  grains  of  mercy  too  ; 
Qi:  fowe  your  praije  like  nuanton  lasers  yen  bejic/'va. 

••ve  vou  kno-~ivn  a  nuoman  plainly  fair, 
Jll  firft  fcarce  worth  your  two  days  pains  cr  tare  ; 
I't-'-ilbsttt  a  charm,  but  being  young  and  new  : 
(}  'in  tho;tgbt  five  guineas  far  beyond  her  due.) 
But  'when  purjit\d  by  fame  gay  leading  lover, 
'•I' hen  e-v;r\  d:ty  her  ryes  new  charms  difco-Tjcr  ; 
'TV//  at  the  lajt,   by  crouds  of  beaus  admired, 
S'y  has  rc.is  d  her^rice,  to  <wbat  her  heart  dejir'd, 
New  gnwns  and  petticoats,  ivhich  her  airs  required. 
So  mrfs,   and  poet  too,  rwhcn  once  cry  V  up, 
Believe  their  refutation  at  the  top  ; 
slnd  knt-;-,   tint  while  the  liking  fit  has  feizldyo!tt 
Shi' a  '\- <ivrite,  too  HI  to  pleafe  you. 

ILiv  dm  vcu  bear  a  fenfe  of  love  fo  grofs, 
To  let  mtft  fnjbion  on  your  tajle  impofe  ? 
Tour  tafte  reftn'd,    might  add  to  your  delight  ; 
Poets  from  you  are  taught  to  raife  their  flight  ; 
For  as  you  learn  to  judge,  they  learn  to  --write. 
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' 

»  TheRr«Jrr  i,  defired  to  obferve,  that  the  PafTages  omitted 
in  the  Rcprefentation  at  t*»e  Theatres  are  here  preferved,  and 
marked  with  inverted  Commas  j  as  ut  Line  j8  «o  zS  in 
P»ge  zc. 


PROLOGUE. 


/^  F  all  the  various  'vices  of  the  age,  *\ 

And  Jhoals  of  fools  exposed  upon  the  ftage,  > 

How  few  are  lajb'd,  that  call  for  Satire's  rare!  j 

What  can  you  think,  to  fee  our  plays  jo  full 
Of  madmen,  coxcombs,  and  the  driv'  ling  fool  ? 
Of  cits,  of  Jharpers,   rakes,  and  roaring  bullies  ', 
Of  cheats,  of  cuckolds,  aldermen,  and  cullies? 
Wou'd  not  one  /wear  'twere  taken  for  a  rulet  ^ 

That  Satire's  rod,  in  the  dramatic  fchool,  > 

Was  only  meant  for  th'  incorrigible  fool  ?  j 

As  if,  too,  Vice  and  Folly  were  confined 
To  the  vile  fcurn  alone  of  human  kind, 
Creatures  a  Mufe  Jbou'd  fcorn  ;  fuch  abjefi  trajh 
Deferve  not  Satire's,  but  the  Hangman  's  lajh. 
Wretches  fo  far  Jhut  out  from  fenfe  of  Jhatne,  T 

Newgate  or  Bedlam  only  Jbou'  d  reclaim  ;  > 

For  Satire  ne'er  was  meant  to  make  wild  monjlers  tame,  J 
Ko,  Sirs  - 

We  rather  think  the  pcrfoxs  ft  for  plays, 
Are  they  whofe  birth  and  education  fays 
They've  e'v'ry  help  that  jhoii'd  improve  mankindt 
Yet  ftill  live  Jlaves  to  a  vile  tainted  mind  j 
Such  as  in  vjit  are  often  feen  t'  abound,  0 

And  yet  have  fame  vjeak  part  vjhere  felly's  found  :  > 
For  follies  fprout,  like  vjeeds,  higheft  in  fruitful  ground  \  j 
And  'tis  obferv'd,  the  garden  of  the  mind,  ~l 

Ti  no  infeftive  weed's  fo  much  inclined,  i. 

As  the  rank  pride  that  fome  from  Ajfettation  fnd.          \ 
A  folly  too  vjell  known  to  make  its  court 
With  moft  fuccefs  among  the  better  fort. 
Such  are  the  perfons  vje  to-day  provide, 
And  Nature's  fools,  for  once,  are  laid  ajide. 
This  is  the  ground  on  which  our  play  we  build, 
But  in  the  Jiruflure  mujl  to  Judgment  yield  : 
And  where  the  Poet  fails  in  art  or  care, 
Wt  beg  your  wanted  mercy  to  the  Ptaj'r. 
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ACT    I.     S  C  E  N  E  Sir  Charles  Eafy's  Lodgings. 

Enftr^Lady  Eafy  alone. 

L.  Eafy.    T  T  7  AS  ever  woman's  fpirit,  by  an  inju- 

W     rious  hufband,  broke  like  mine  f  A 

vile,  licentious  man  !  muft  he  bring  home  his  follies 

too  !  Wrong  me  with  my  very  fervant  ! O  '   how 

tedious  a  relief  is  patience  !  and  yet  in  my  condition 
'tis  the  only  remedy  :  for  to  reproach  him  with  my 
wrongs,  is  taking  on  myfelf  the  means  of  redrefs, 
bidding  defiance  to  his  falfhood,  and  naturally  but 
provokes  him  to  undo  me.  The  uneafy  thought  of 
my  continual  jealoufy  may  teaze  him  to  a  fixt  aver- 
fion  ;  and  hitherto,  tho'  he  negle&i,  I  cannot  think 
he  hates  me.  --  It  muft  be  fo.  Since  I  want  power  to 
pleafe  him,  he  never  (hall  upbraid  me  with  an  at- 
tempt of  making  him  uneafy — My  eves  and  tongue 
fhall  yet  be  blind  and  filent  to  my  wrongs  ;  nor 
would  I  have  him  think  my  virtue  could  fufpeft  him, 
'till  by  forne  grofs  apparent  proof  of  his  mifdoing,  he 

forces  me  to  fee and  te  forgive  it. 

Enter  Edging   hajiily. 

Edg.  O  madam  ! 

L.  Eafy.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Edg.  I  have  the  ilrangeft  thing  to  fliew  your  lady- 
•{hip fuch  a  difcovcry 

L.  Eafy.  You  are  refolv'd  to  make  it  without  much 
ceremony,  I  find  ;  what's  the  bufmefs,  pray  ? 

Edg.  The  bulinefs,  madam,  I  have  not  patience 
to  tell  you,  I  am  out  of  breath  at  the  very  thoughts 
on't,  I  (hall  not  be  able  to  fpeak  this  half  hour. 

L.  Eafy.  Not  to  the  purpofe,  I  believe  !  but  me- 
thinks  you  talk  impertinently  with  a  great  deal  of  eafe. 

Edg.  Nay,  madam,  perhaps  not  fo  impertinent  as 

your  ladyfhip  thinks  ; there's  that  will  fpeak  to 

the  purpofe,  I  am  fure — A  bafe  man — [Gives  a  letter. 
A  3  L.Eafy. 
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L.  Eafy.  What's  this,  an  open  letter  !  Whence 
comes  it  ? 

Edg.  Nay,  read  it,  madam,  you'll  foon  guefc  —  If 
thefe  are  the  tricks  of  hufbands,  keep  me  a  maid  ftill, 
fay  1. 

L.  Eafy,  \Looklng  on  the  fuperfcripttcn.'}  To  Sir 
Charles  Eafy  !  —  Ha  !  Too  well  I  know  this  hateful 

hand O  my  heart  !   but  1  mutt  veil  myjealoufy, 

which  'tis  not  fit  this  creature  fnould  fuppofe  I  am 
acquainted  with.  \AJide. ~\ — This  diiectiou  is  to  your 
mailer,  how  came  you  by  it  ? 

Eiig.  Why,  madam,  as  my  mafler  was  lying  down, 
after  he  came  in  from  hunting,  he  fent  me  into  his 
drefling-room  to  fetch  his  fnuir-box  out  of  his  waill- 
coat-pocket,  and  fo  as  I  was  fearching  for  the  box, 
madam,  there  I  found  this  wicked  letter  from  a  mif- 
trefs  ;  which  I  had  no  fooner  read,  but,  1  declare  it, 
my  very  blood  rofe  at  him  again,  methought  I  could 
have  torn  him  and  her  to  pieces. 

L.  Eafy.  Intolerable  !  This  odious  thing's  jealous 
of  him  herfelf,  and  wants  me  to  join  with  her  in  a 

revenge  upon  him Sure  I  am  falleji  indeed  !  But 

'twere  to  make  me  lower  yet,  to  let  her  think  I  un- 
der'huid  her.  [AJMt* 

Edg.  Nay,  pray,  madam,  read  itj  you'll  be  out 
of  patience  at  it. 

L.  Eafy.  You  are  bold,  miflrefs.  Has  my  indul- 
gence, or  your  mafter's  good-humour,  flatter'd  you 
into  the  aflurance  of  reading  his  letters  ?  a  liberty  I 

never  gave  myfelf Here  —  lay  it  where  you  had  it 

immediately  —  mould  he  know  of  your  faucinefs, 
'twould  not  be  my  favour  could  protect  you. 

[Exit  L.   Eafy. 

EJg*  Your  favour  !  Marry  come  up  !  Sure  I  don't 
depend  upon  your  favour !— 'tis  not  come  to  that,  I 

hope Poor  creature  —  don't  you  think  J  am  my 

mailer's  miftrefs  for  nothing  ? you  (hall  find,  ma- 
dam, 1  won't  be  fnapt  up  as  I  have  been Not  but 

it  vexes  me  to  think  Ihe  ihould  not  be  as  uncafy  as  I. 
J  am  fure  he  is  a  bafe  man  to  me,  and  I  could  cry 
my  eyes  out,  that  me  (hou'd  not  think  him  as  bad  to 
her  every  jot.  If  I  am  wrong'd,  fure  fhe  may  very 

well  expect  it,  that  is  but  his  wife A  conceited 

thing — 
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thing me  need  not  be  fo  eafy  neither 1  am  as 

handfome  as  (he,  I  hope Here's  my  mafter I'll 

try  whether  I  am  to  be  hufPd  by  her  or  no. 

\Walkt  behind. 
Enter  Sir  Charles  Eafy. 

Sir  Char.  So  !  the  day  is  come  again Life  but 

rifes  to  another  ftage,  and  the  fame  dull  journey  is 
before  us.  How  like  children  do  we  judge  of  happi- 
nefs  !  When  I  was  ftinted  in  my  fortune,  almoft  every 
thing  w  as  a  pleafure  to  me,  becaufe  moft  things  then 
being  out  of  my  reach,  I  had  always  the  pleafure  of 
hoping  for  'em  ;  now  fortune's  in  my  hand,  {he's  as 
infipid  as  an  old  acquaintance— —It's  mighty  filly, 

faith Juft  the  fame  thing  by  my  wife  too;  I  am 

told  fhe's  extremely  handfome  nay,   and  have 

heard  a  great  many  people  fay  fhe  is  certainly  the  beft 

woman  in   the  world why,  I  don't  know  but  me 

may,  yet  I  could  never  find  that  her  perfon  or  good 
qualities  gave  me  any  concern-* — In  my  eye,  the 
•woman  has  no  more  charms  than  my  mother. 

Edg.  Hum  ! -he  takes  no  notice  of  me  yet— — 

I'll  let  him  fee,  I  can  take  as  little  notice  of  him. 
\_Sbe  tvalki  by  him  gra-vely,  be  turns  her  about  and  holds 
her ,  jhe  ftruggles .  ]  Pr a  y  fi  r . 

Sir  Char.  A  pretty  pert  air  that— —I'll  humour  it 
—What's  the  matter,  child  \  are  you  not  well  ?  Kifs 
me,  huffy. 

Edg.  No,  the  deuce  fetch  me  if  I  do. 

Sir  Char.  Has  any  thing  put  thee  out  of  humour, 
love  ? 

Edg.  No,  fir,  'tis  not  worth  my  being  out  of  hu- 
mour at  •  •  •  tho'  if  ever  you  have  any  thing  to  fay  to 
me  again,  I'll  be  burn'd. 

Sir  Char.  Somebody  has  bely'd  me  to  thee. 

Edg.  No,  fir,  'tis  you  have  bely'd  yourfelf  to  me — 
Did  not  I  aflc  you,  when  you  firft  made  a  fool  of  me,  if 
you  would  be  always  conftant  to  me,  and  did  not  you 
fay,  I  might  be  fure  you  would  ?  And  here,  inftead 
of  that,  you  are  going  on  in  your  old  intrigue  with 
my  Lady  Graveairs 

'Sir  Char.  So! 

Edg.  Bcfide,  don't  you  fuffer  my  lady  to  huff  me 

every  day  as  if  I  were  her  dog,  or  had  no  more  con- 

A  4  cerp 
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cern  with  you  ? 1  declare  I  won't  bear  it,  and  ftie 

/han't  think  to  huff  me For  ought  I  know  I  am 

as  agreeable  as  (he  ;  and  tho'  fhe  dares  not  take  any 
notice  of  your  bafenefs  to  her,  you  fhan't  think  to 

uf?  me  fo and  fo  pray  take  your  nafty  letter 

J  know  the  hand  well  enough—  For  my  part,  I  won't 
ftay  in  the  family  to  be  abus'd  at  this  rate :  I  that 
have  refus'd  lords  and  dukes  for  your  fake.  I'd  have 
you  to  know,  fir,  I  have  had  as  many  blue  and  green 
ribbons  after  me,  for  ought  I  know,  as  would  have 
made  me  a  fUlbala  apron. 

Sir  Char.  My  Lady  Graveairs  1  my  nafty  letter  ? 

and  I  won't  ftay  in  the  family  !  Death  ! I'm  in  a 

pretty  condition What  an  unlimited  privilege  has 

this  jade  got  from  being  a  whore  1 

Edg.  I  fuppofe,  fir,  you  think  to  ufe  every  body  as 
you  do  your  wife. 

Kir    Char.  My  wife  !  hah  ! Come  hither,  Mrs. 

Edging;   hark  you,  drab.  [Seizing  her  by  the  Jhoulde r. 

Edg.   Oh! 

Sir  Char.  When  you  fpeak  of  my  wife,  you  are  to 
fay  your  lady  ;  and  you  are  never  to  fpeak  of  your 

lady  to  me  in  any  regard  of  her  being  my  wife • 

for  look  you,  child,  you  are  not  her  ftrumpet,  but 
mine,  therefore  I  only  give  you  leave  to  be  faucy  with 

me  In  the  next  place,  you  are  never  to  fuppofe 

there  is  any  fuch  perfon  as  my  Lady  Graveairs ;  and 
laftly,  my  pretty  one,  how  came  you  by  this  le-tter? 

Edg.  It's  no  matter,  perhaps. 

Sir  Char.  Ay,  but  if  you  fhou'd  not  tell  me  quick- 
ly, how  are  you  fure  I  won't  take  a  great  piece  of  fleih 
cut  of  your  moulder  ? My  dear.  [Shakes  her. 

Edg.  O  lud  !  O  lud !  I  will  tell  you,  fir. 

Sir  Char.   Quickly  then. \_Agaln. 

Edg.  Oh  !  I  took  it  out  of  your  pocket,  fir. 

Sir  Char.  When  ? 

Edg.  Oh  !  this  morning,  whan  you  fent  me  for  your 
fnurF-box. 

Sir  Char.  And  your  ladymip's  pretty  curiofity  has 
look'd  it  over,  I  prefume ha. [Again. 

Edg.  O  lud!  dear  fir,  don't  be  angry indeed 

I'll  never  touch  oue  again. 

r-      r^i 

Sir  Char. 
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Sir  Cbar.  I  don't  believe  you  will,  and  I'll  tell  you 
how  you  fhall  be  fure  you  never  will. 

Edg.  Yes,  fir. 

Sir  Cbar.  By  ftedfaftly  believing,  that  the  next 
time  you  offer  it,  you  will  have  your  pretty  white 
neck  twifted  behind  you. 

Edg.   Yes,  fir.  [Curt'fying. 

Sir  Char.  And  you  will  be  fure  to  remember  every 
thing  I  have  faid  to  you  ? 

Edg.  Yes,  fir. 

Sir  Char.  And  now,  child,  I  was  not  angry  with 
your  perfon,  but  your  follies ;  which  fince  I  find  you 

are  a  little  fenfible  of don't  be  wholly  difcourag'd 

•    •  •  for  I  believe  I  •  I  (hall  have  occafion  for 

you  again. 

Edg.  Yes,  fir. 

Sir  Char.  In  the  mean  time  let  me  hear  no  more 
of  your  lady,  child. 

Edg.  No,  fir. 

Sir  Char.  Here  me  comes,  be  gone. 

Edg.  Yes,  fir Oh  !  I  was  never  fo  frighten'd  in 

my  life.  [Exit. 

Sir  Char.  So  !  good  difcipline  makes  good  foldiers 

It  often  puzzles  me  to  think,  from  my  own  care- 

lefsnefs,  and  my  wife's  continual  good-humour,  whe- 
ther ihe  really  knows  any  thing  of  the  Itrength  of  my 

forces I'll  fift  her  a  little. 

Enter  Lady  Eafy. 

My  dear,  how  do  you  do  ?  You  are  drefs'd  very  early 
to-day,  are  you  going  out  ? 

L.  E.ify.  Only  to  church,  my  dear. 

Sir  Char.  Is  it  fo  late  then  ? 

L.  Eafy.  The  bell  has  juft  rung. 

Sir  Char.  Well,  child,  how  does  Windior  ajr  agree 
with  you  ?  Do  you  find  yourfelf  any  better  yet  ?  or 
have  you  a  mind  to  go  to  London  again  ? 

L.  Eafy.  No,  indeed,  my  dear  ;  the  air's  fo  very 
pleafant,  that  if  it  were  a  place  of  lefs  company,  I 
cou'd  be  content  to  end  my  days  here. 

Sir  Cbar.  Pr'ythee,  my  dear,  what  fort  of  compa- 
ny would  ruoft  pleafe  you  ? 

L.  Eajy.  When  bufinefs  would  permit  it,  yours; 

and  in  your  abfence  a  fincere  friend,  that  were  truly 

A  5  happy 
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happy  in  an  honeft  hufband,  to  fit  a  chearful  hour, 
and  talk  in  mutual  praife  of  our  condition. 

Sir  Char.  Are  you  then  really  very  happy,  my  dear? 

L.Eafy.  Why  fnould  you  queftion  it?  [Smi/ingon  him. 

Sir  Char.  Becaufe  I  fancy  I  am  not  fo  good  to  you 
as  I  mould  be. 

L.  Eafy.  Pfhah  ! 

Sir  Char.  Nay,  the  deuce  take  me  if  I  don't  really 
confefs  myfelf  fo  bad,  that  I  have  often  wonder'd  how 
any  woman  of  your  fenfe,  rank,  and  perfon,  could 
think  it  worth  her  while  to  have  fo  many  ufelefs  good 
qualities. 

L.  Eafy.  Fy,  my  dear. 

Sir  Char.  By  my  foul,  I'm  feriouS. 

L.  Eafy.  I  can't  boaft  of  my  good  qualities,  nor  if 
I  could,  do  I  believe  you  think  'em  ufelefs. 

Sir  Char,  Nay,  I  fubmit  to  you— — don't  you  find 
'em  fo  ?  Do  you  perceive  that  I  am  one  tittle  the  bet- 
ter hufband  for  your  being  fo  good  a  wife  ? 

L.  Eafy.  Pfhah  !   you  jeft  with  me. 

Sir  Char.  Upon  my  life  I  don't Tell  me  truly, 

was  you  never  jealous  of  me  ? 

L.  Eafy.  Did  1  ever  give  you  any  fi'gn  of  it  ? 

Sir  Char.  Um that's  true but  do  you  really 

think  I  never  gave  you  occafion  ? 

L.  Eafy.  That's  an  odd  queftion but  fuppofe 

you  had  ? 

Sir  Char.  Why  then,  what  good  has  your  virtue 
done  you,  fmce  all  the  good  qualities  of  it  could  not 
keep  me  to  yourfelf  ? 

L.  Eafy.  What  occafion  have  you  given  me  to  fup- 
pofe I  have  not  kept  you  to  myfelf? 

Sir  Char.  I  given  you  occafion  ! Fy  !  my  dear 

you  may  be  fure 1 look  you,  that  is  not 

the  thing,  but  ftill  a (death,  what  a  blunder  have 

I  made) a  ftill,  I  fay,  madam,  you  fhan't  make 

nae  believe  you  have  never  been  jealous  of  me ;  not 
that  you  ever  had  any  real  caufe»  but  1  know  women 
of  your  principles  have  more  pride  than  thofe  that 
have  no  principles  at  all ;  and  where  there  is  pride 
there  mull  be  fome  jealoufy fo  that  if  you  are  jea- 
lous, my  dear,  you  know  you  wrong  me,  and 

JL.  Eafy.  Why  then,  upon  my  word,  my  dear,  I 

don't 
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don't  know  that  ever  I  wrong'd  you  that  way  in  my 
life. 

Sir  Char.  But  fuppofe  I  had  given  a  real  caufe  to 
be  jealous,  ho  jv  would  you  do  then  ? 

L.  Eajy.  It  mult  be  a  very  fubftantial  one  that 
makes  me  jealous. 

Sir  Char.  Say  it  were  a  fubftantial  one — fuppofe 
now  I  were  well  with  a  woman  of  your  own  acquaint- 
ance, that  under  pretence  of  frequent  viiits  to  you, 
mould  only  come  to  carry  on  an  affair  with  me 
Suppofe  now  my  Lady  Graveairs  and  I  were  great — 

L.  Eajy.  Wou'd  I  could  not  fuppofe  it !        \AJide. 

Sir.  Char.  If  I  come  off  here  I  believe  1  am  pretty 

fafe.     \_djide. ~\ -Suppofe,  I  fay,  my  lady  and  I 

were  fo  very  familiar,  that  not  only  yourfelf,  but  half 
the  town  fhould  fee  it? 

L.  Eafy.  Then  I  mould  cry  myfelf  fick  in  fome 
dark  clofet,  and  forget  my  tears  when  you /poke 
kindly  to  me. 

Sir  Char.  The  moft  convenient  piece  of  virtue  fure 
that  ever  wife  was  miftrefs  of!  [4Jide. 

L.  Eafy.  But  pray,  my  dear,  did  you  ever  think 
that  I  had  any  ill  thoughts  of  my  Lady  Graveairs  ? 

Sir  Char.  O  fy  !  child ;  only  you  know  fhe  and  I 
us'd  to  be  a  little  free  fometimes,  fo  I  had  a  mind  to 
.fee  if  you  thought  there  was  any  harm  in  if :  but 
fmce  1  rind  you  very  eafy  in  it,  I  think  myfelf  oblig'd 
to  tell  you,  that  upon  my  foul,  my  dear,  I  have  fo 
little  regard  to  her  perfon,  that  the  deuce  take  me,  if 
I  would  not  as  foon  have  an  affair  with  thy  woman. 

L.  Eajy.  Indeed,  my  dear,  I  mould  as  foon  fufped 
you  with  one  as  t'other. 

Sir  Char.  Poor  dear fhould'ft  thou give  me 

a  kifs. 

L.  Eajy.  Pfliah  !  you  don't  care  to  kifs  me. 

Sir  Char.  By  my  foul  I  do 1  wim  I  may  die  if 

I  don't  think  you  a  very  fine  woman. 

L.  Eafy.  I  only  wilh  you'd  think  me  a  good  wife. 
[KiJ/es  her."]  But  pray,  my  dear,  what  has  made  you  fo 
ftrangely  inquifitive  ? 

Sir  Char.    Inquifitive! Why a 1  don't 

know,  one's  always  faying  one  foolifh  thing,  or  an- 
other — —  Toll  le  roll.     [Stars  and  talks.}  My  dear, 
A  6  what ! 
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what !  are  we  never  to  have  any  ball  here  ?  Toll  le 
roll.     I  fancy  I  could  recover  my  dancing  again,  it" 
I  would  but  praftife  it.     Toll,  loll,  loll ! 

L.  Eajy.  This  excefs  of  careleffhefs  to  me  excofes 
half  his  vices:  if  I  can  make  him  once  think  ferioufly 
——time  yet  may  be  my  friend. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser*u.  Sir,  Lord  Morelove  gives  his  fervice 

Sir  Char.  Lord  Morelove !  Where  is  he  ? 

Str-v.  At  the  chocolate-houfe :  he  call'd  me  to  him 
ts'  I  went  by,  and  bid  me  tell  your  honour  he'll  wait 
upon  you  prefendy. 

L.  Eajy.  I  thought  you  had  not  expefted  him  here 
again  this  feafon,  my  dear. 

Sir  Char.  I  thought  fo  too,  but  you  fee  there's  no 
depending  upon  the  refolution  of  a  man  that's  in 
love. 

L.  Eajy.  Is  there  a  chair  ? 

Ser<v.  Yes,  madam.  [Exit  Serv. 

L.  Eajy.  I  fuppofe  Lady  Betty  Modifh  has  drawn 
him  hither. 

Sir  Char.  Ah  poor  foul,  for  all  his  bravery,  I  am 
afraid  fo. 

L.  Eajy.  Well,  my  dear,  I  han't  time  to  afk  my 
lord  how  he  does  now  ;  you'll  excufe  me  to  him,  but 
1  hope  you'll  make  him  dine  with  us. 

Sir  Char.  I'll  aflc  him.  If  you  fee  Lady  Betty  at 
prayers,  make  her  dine  too ;  but  don't  take  any  notice 
of  my  lord's  being  in  town. 

L.  Eajy.  Very  well !  if  1  mould  not  meet  her  there, 
I'll  call  at  her  lodgings. 

Sir  Char.   Do  fo. 

L.  Eajy.  My  dear,  your  fervant.       [Exit  L.  Eafy. 

Sir  Char.  My  dear,  I'm  year's. — Well  !  one  way 
j>r  other  this  woman  will  certainly  bring  about  her 
bufinefs  with  me  at  laft ;  for  tho'  fhe  can't  make  me 
happy  in  her  own  perfon,  flie  lets  me  be  fo  intolera- 
bly eafy  with  the  women  that  can,  that  (he  has  at 
leall  brought  me  into  a  fair  way  of  being  as  weary  of 
them  too. 

Enter  Servant  and  Lord  Morelove. 

Serv.  Sir,  my  lord's  come. 

l.qbr.  Dear  Charles! 

Sir  Char. 
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Sir  Char.  My  dear  Lord  !  this  is  an  happinefs  un- 
dreamt of;  I  little  thought  to  have  feen  you  at  Wind- 
for  again  this  feafon  ;  J  concluded  of  courfe,  that 
books  and  folitude  had  fecur'd  you  till  winter. 

L.  Mor.  Nay,  I  did  not  think  of  coming  '  myfelf ;' 
but  I  found  myfelf  not  very  well  in  London,  fo  I 
thought a little  hunting,  and  this  air—— • 

Sir  Char.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Mor.  What  do  you  laugh  at  ?. 

Sir  Char.  Only  becaufe  you  mould  not  go  on  with 
your  ftory.  If  you  did  but  fee  how  filly  a  man  fum- 
bles for  an  excufe,  when  he  is  a  little  afham'd  of  be- 
ing in  love,  you  would  not  wonder  what  I  laugh  at ! 
Ha!  ha! 

L.  Mor.  Thou  art  a  very  happy  fellow nothing 

touches  thee always  eafy Then  you  conclude 

J  follow  Lady  Betty  again  ? 

Sir  Char.  Yes,  faith  do  I :  and  to  make  you  eafy, 
my  lord,  I  cannot  fee  why  a  man  that  can  ride  fifty 
miles  after  a  poor  flag,  mould  be  afham'd  of  running 
twenty  in  chafe  of  a  fine  woman,  that  in  all  proba- 
bility will  make  him  fo  much  the  better  fport  too. 

[Embracing* 

L.  Mor.  Dear  Charles,  don't  flatter  my  diilemper  ; 
I  own  I  itill  follow  her :  do  you  think  her  charms 
have  power  to  excufe  me  to  the  world  ? 

Sir  Char.  Ay!  ay!  a  fine  woman's  an  excufe  for 
any  thing ;  and  the  fcandal  of  her  being  in  jell,  ij 
a  jeft  itfelf :  we  are  all  forc'd  to  be  their  fools,  before 
we  can  be  their  favourites. 

L.  Mor.  You  are  witling  to  give  me  hope,  but  I 
can't  believe  {he  has  the  leaft  degree  of  inclination 
for  me. 

Sir  Char.  I  don't  know  that I'm  fure  her  pride 

likes  you,  and  that's  generally  your  iine  ladies  darlt 
ing  paflion. 

L.  Mor.  Do  you  fuppofe  if  I  could  grow  indiffer- 
ent, it  wou'd  touch  her  ? 

Sir  Char.  Sting  her  to  the  heart Will  you  take 

my  advice  ? 

L.  Mor.  I  have  no  relief  but  that.  Had  I  not  thee 
now  and  then  to  talk  an  hour,  my  life  were  infup- 
portable.  -.  . 

Sir  Char. 
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Sir  Char.  I  am  forry  for  that,  my  lord but  mind 

what  I  fay  to  you But  hold,  firft  let  me  know  the 

particulars  of  your  late  quarrel  with  her. 

L.Mor,  Why about  three  weeks  ago,  when  I 

was  laft  here  at  Windfor,  me  had  for  fome  days  treated 
me  with  a  little  more  referve,  and  another  with  more 
freedom  than  I  found  myfelf  eafy  at. 

Sir  Char.  Who  was  that  other  ? 

L.  Mor.  One  of  my  Lord  Foppington's  gang,  the 
pert  coxcomb  that's  juft  come  to  a  fmall  etfate,  and  a 

great  perriwig he  that  tings  himfelf  among  the 

women What  d'ye  call  him He  won't  fpeak 

to  a  commoner  when  a  lord's  in  company You 

always  fee  him  with  a  eane  dangling  at  his  button, 
his  breaft  open,  no  gloves,  one  eye  tuck'd  under  his 
hat,  and  a  toothpick Startup,  that's  his  name. 

Sir  Char.  O  !  I  have  met  him  in  a  vifit— —  but 
pray  go  on. 

L.  Mor,  So,  difputing  wkh  her  about  the  conduct 
of  women,  I  took  the  liberty  to  tell  her  how  far  I 
thought  me  err'd  in  hers  ;  me  told  me  I  was  rude, 
and  that  flic  would  never  believe  any  man  could  love 
a  woman,  that  thought  her  in  the  wrong  in  any  thing 
me  had  a  mind  to,  at  leall  if  he  dar'd  to  tell  her  fo — • 
This  provok'd  me  into  her  whole  character,  with  as 
much  fpite  and  civil  malice,  as  I  have  feen  her  be- 
ftow  upon  a  woman  of  true  beauty,  when  the  men  firii 
toafted  her  :  fo,  in  the  middle  of  my  wifdom,  Ihe  told 
me,  me  defir'd  to  be  alone,  that  I  would  take  my 
odious  proud  heart  along  with  me  and  trouble  her  no 

more, 1 bow'd  very  low,  and  as  I  left  the 

room  I  vow'd  I  never  wou'd,  and  that  my  proud  heart 
fhould  never  be  humbled  by  theoutiide  of  a  fine  wo- 
man  About  an  hour  after,  I  whipp'd  into  my 

chaife  for  London,  and  have  never  feen  her  fince. 

Sir  Cbnr.  Very  well ;  and  how  did  you  find  your 
proud  heart  by  that  time  you  got  to  Hounflow  ? 

•L.  Mor.  I  am  almoft  alham'd  to  tell  you 1 

found  her  fo  much  in  the  right,  that  I  curs'd  my 
pride  for  contradicting  her  at  all,  and  began  to 
think  according  to  her  maxim,  that  no  woman  could 
be  in  the  wrong  to  a  nun  that  flie  had  in  her  power. 
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Sir  Char.  Ha  !  ha  ! — Well,  I'll  tell  yon  what  you 
/ball  do.  You  can  fee  her  without  trembling,  I 
hope  ? 

L.  Mor.  Not  if  (he  receives  me  well. 

Sir  Char.  If  fhe  receives   yon  well,  you  will  have 

no  occafion  for  what  I  am  going  to  fay  to  you 

firft,  you  (hall  dine  with  her. 

L.  Mor.  How !  where  !  when  ! 

Sir  Char.  Here !  here  !  at  two  o'clock. 

L.  Mor.  Dear  Charles  ! 

Sir  Char.  My  wife's  gone  to  invite  her — When  you 
fee  her  firft,  be  neither  too  humble  nor  too  ftubborn  ; 
let  her  fee  by  the  eafe  in  your  behaviour,  yon  are  ftill 
pleas'd  in  being  near  her,  while  fhe  is  upon  reafon- 
able  terms  with  you.  This  will  either  open  the  door 

of  an  eclair  cijfement,  or  quite  fhut  it  again  ft  you 

and  if  fhe  is  ftill  refolv'd  to  keep  you  out  • 

L.  Mor.  Nay,  if  fhe  infults  me — then,  perhaps  I 
may  recover  pride  enough  to  rally  her  by  an  over- 
a&edfubmiffion. 

Sir  Char.  Why,  you  improve,  my  lord  ;  this  is  the 
Very  thing  I  was  going  to  propofe  to  you. 

L.  Mor.  Was  it,  faith  !  Hark  you,  dare  you-  ftand 
by  me  ? 

Sir  Char.  Dare  I  !  ay,  to  my  laft  drop  of  afTurance, 
againft  all  the  infolent  airs  of  the  proudeft  beauty  in 
Chriftendom. 

L.  Mor.   Nay,  then  defiance  to  her We  two 

• Thou  halt  infpir'd  me,  I  find  myfelf  as  valiant 

as  a  flatter'd  coward. 

Sir  Char.  Courage,  my  lord — I'll  warrant  we  beat 
her. 

L.  Mor.  My  blood  ftirs  at  the  very  thought  on't  ;  I 
long  to  be  engag'd. 

Sir  Char.  She'll  certainly  give  ground,  when  fhe 
once  fees  you  are  thoroughly  provok'd. 

L.  Mor.  Dear  Charles,  thou  art  a  friend  indeed. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Strv.  Sir,  my  Lord  Foppington  gives  his  fervite, 
and  if  your  honour's  at  leifure,  he'll  wait  on  you  as 
foon  as  he's  drefs'd. 

L.  Mor.  Lord  Foppington  !  is  he  in  town  ? 

Sir  Char.  Yes-*— I  heard  lail  night  he  was  come. 

Give 
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Give  my  fervice  to  his  lord/hip,  and  tell  him  I  flrall 
be  glad  he'll  do  me  the  honour  of  his  company  here 
at  dinner.   [Exit  Serv.]  We    may  have   occafion   for 
him  in  our  defign  upon  Lady  Betty. 

L.  Mor.  What  ufe  can  we  make  of  him  ? 

Sir  Char.  We'll  lee  when  he  comes  ;  at  leaft  there's 
no  danger  in  him ;  not  but  I  fuppofe  you  know  he's 
your  rival. 

L.  Mar.  Pfhah  !  a  coxcomb. 

Sir  Char.  Nay,  don't  defpife  him  neither— — he's 
able  to  give  you  advice  ;  for  tho'  he's  in  love  with  the 
fame  woman,  yet  to  him  (he  has  not  charms  enough 
to  give  a  minute's  pain. 

L.  Mar.  Pr'ythee,  what  fenfe  has  he  of  love  ? 

Sir  Char.  Faith,  very  near  as  much  as  a  man  of 
Fenfe  ought  to  have.  I  grant  you,  he  knows  not  how 
to  value  a  woman  truly  deferving  ;  but  he  has  a  pretty 
juft  efteem  for  moft  ladies  about  town. 

Z,.  Mor.  That  he  follows,  I    grant  you for  he 

feldom  vifits  any  of  extraordinary  reputation. 

Sir  Char.  Have  a  care,  I  have  feen  him  at  Lacly 
Betty  Modim's. 

L.  Mcr.  To  be  laugh'd  at. 

Sir  Char.  Don't  be  too  confident  of  that,  the  wo- 
men now  begin  to  laugh  with  him,  not  at  him  :  for 
he  really  fometimes  rallies  his  own  humour  with  fo 
much  eafe  and  plea&ntry,  that  a  great  many  women 
begin  to  think  he  has  no  follies  at  all,  and  thofe  he 
has,  have  been  as  much  owing  to  his  youth,  and  a 
great  eftate,  as  want  of  natural  wit.  'Tis  true,  he's 
often  a  bubble  to  his  pleafures,  but  he  has  always 
been  wifely  vain  enough  to  keep  himfelf  from  being 
too  much  the  ladies  humble  fervant  in  love. 

L.  Mor.  There  indeed  I  almoft  envy  him. 

Sir  Char.  The  eafmefs  of  his  opinion  upon  the  fex 
will  go  near  to  pique  you — We  muft  have  him. 

L.  Mar.  As  you  pleafe But  what  fhall  we  do 

with  ourfelves  till  dinner? 

Sir  Char.  What  think  you  of  a  party  at  piquet  ? 

L.  Mor.  O  !  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 

Sir  Cha.  Fy  !  fy !  what!  when  you  play  with  £is 
Grace? 

{,.  Mcr.  Upon  my  foul  he  gives  me  three  points. 
8  Sir  Char. 
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fir  Char.  Does  he  ?  why  then  you  (hall  give  me 

but  two Here,  fellow,  get  cards.  Aliens.    \Exeunt. 


ACT  II.     SCENE,  Lady  Betty  Modifli'j  lodgings. 
Enter  Lady  Betty,  and  Lady  Eafy,  meeting. 

L.  Bet,   /^\H  !  my  dear!  I  am  overjoy'd  to  fee  you  ! 
V  )  I  am   itrangely  happy  to-day ;  I  have 
jufl  recelv'd  my  new  fcarf  from  London,  and  you  are 
inort  critically  come  to  give  me  your  opinion  of  it. 

L.  Eafy.  O  !  your  fervant,  madam,  I  am  a  very 
indifferent  judge,  you  know  :  what,  is  it  with  ileeves? 

L.  Bet.   O  !  'tis  impoffible  to  tell  you  what  it  is  ! 

'Tis  all  extravagance  both  in  mode  and  fancy, 

my  dear ;    I   believe   there's   fix    thoufand  yards  of 
edging  in  it — Then   fuch   an    enchanting  flope  from 

the  elbow fomething  fo  new,  fo  lively,  fo  noble, 

fo  coquet  and  charming— —but  you  fhall  fee  it,  my 
dear 

L.  Eafy.  Indeed  I  won't,  my  dear  ;  I  am  refolv'd 
to  mortify  you  for  being  fo  wrongfully  fond  of  a 
trifle. 

L.  Bet.  Nay,  now,  my  dear,  you  are  ill-natur'd. 

L.  Eafy.  Why  truly,  I'm  half  angry  to  fee  a  wo- 
man of  vour  fenfe  fo  warmly  concern'd  in  the  care  of 
her  outfide  ;  for  when  we  have  taken  our  belt  pains 
about  ic,  'tis  the  beauty  of  the  mind  alone  that  gives 
us  lalling  value. 

L.  Bet.  Ah  !  my  dear!  my  dear  !  you  have  been  a 
married  woman  to  a  fine  purpofe  indeed,  that  know 
fo  little  of  the  tafte  of  mankind.  Take  my  word,  a 
new  falhion  upon  a  fine  woman  is  often  a  greater  proof 
of  her  value  than  you  are  aware  of. 

L.  Eafy.  That  I  can't  comprehend  ;  for  you  fee, 
among  the  men,  nothing's  more  ridiculous  than  a  new 
fafhion.  Thofe  of  the  firft  fenfe  are  always  the  laft 
that  come  into  'em. 

Z<.  Bet.  That  is,  becaufe  the  only  merit  of  a  man 
is  his  lenfe  ;  but  doubtlefs  the  greatelt  value  of  a  wo- 
man is  her  beauty  ;  an  homely  woman  at  the  head  of 
a  fafhion,  would  not  be  allowed  in  it  by  the  men, 

and 
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and  confequently  not  followed  by  the  women  :  fo 
that  to  be  fuccefsful  in  one's  fancy  is  an  evident  fign 
of  one's  being  admir'd,  and  I  always  take  admiration 
for  the  beft  proof  of  beauty,  and  beauty  certainly  is 
the  fource  of  power,  as  power  in  all  creatures  is  the 
heighth  of  happinefs. 

L.  Eafy.  At  this  rate,  you  would  rather  be  thought 
beautiful  than  good. 

L.  Bet.  As  I  had  rather  command  than  obey.  The 
wifeft  homely  woman  can't  make  a  man  of  fenfe  of  a 
fool,  but  the  veryeft  fool  of  a  beauty  mall  make  an  afs 
of  a  ftatefman  ;  fo  that,  in  fhort,  I  can't  fee  a  wo- 
man of  fpirit  has  any  bufmefs  in  this  world  but  to 
drefs and  make  the  men  like  her. 

L.  Eafy.  Do  you  fuppofe  this  is  a  principle  the 
men  of  fenfe  will  admire  you  for  ? 

L.  Bet.  I  do  fuppofe,  that  when  I  fuffer  any  man 
to  like  my  perfon,  he  fhan't  dare  to  find  fault  with 
my  principle. 

L.  Eafy.  But  men  of  fenfe  are  not  fo  eafily  hum- 
bled. 

L.tBet.  The  eafieft  of  any  ;  one  has  ten  thoufand 
times  the  trouble  with  a  coxcomb. 

L.  Eafy.  Nay,  that  may  be  ;  for  I  have  feen  you 
throw  away  more  good  humour  in  hopes  of  a  tentlrejjt 
from  my  Lord  Foppington,  who  loves  all  women  alike, 
than  would  have  made  my  Lord  Morelove  perfectly 
happy,  who  loves  only  you. 

L.  Bet.  The  men  of  fenfe,  my  dear,  make  the  belt 
fools  in  the  world  :  their  fincerity  and  good-breeding 
throws  them  fo  entirely  into  one's  power,  and  gives 
one  fuch  an  agreeable  thirft  of  ufing  them  ill,  to  mew 
that  power 'tis  impoflible  not  to  quench  it. 

L.  Eafy.  But  methinks,  my  Lord  Morelove's  man- 
ner to  you  might  move  any  woman  to  a  kinder  fenfe 
of  his  merit. 

L.  Bet.  Ay  !  but  would  it  not  be  hard,  my  dear, 
for  a  poor  weak  woman  to  have  a  man  of  his  quality 
and  reputation  in  her  power,  and  not  let  the  world 
fee  him  there  ?  Wou'd  any  creature  fit  new-drefs'd 
all  day  in  her  clofet?  Cou'd  you  bear  to  have  a  fweet- 
fancy'd  fuit,  and  never  mew  it  at  the  play,  or  in  the 
drawing-room  ? 

L.  Eofi. 
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L.  Eafy.  But  one  wou'd  not  ride  in't,  methinks, 
or  harrafs  it  out,  when  there's  nooccafion. 

L.  Bet.  Pooh  1  my  Lord  Morelove's  a  mere  Indian 
damafk,  one  can't  wear  him  out:  o'  my  confcience,  I 
muft  give  him  to  my  woman  at  laft,  I  begin  to  be 
known  by  him.  Had  not  [  belt  leave  him  off,  my 
dear?  for  (poor  fonl)  I  believe  I  have  a  little  fretted 
him  of  late. 

L.  Eajy.  Now,  'tis  to  me  amazing,  how  a  man  of  his 
fpirit  can  bear  to  be  us'd  like  a  dog  for  four  or  five 

years  together but  nothing's  a  wonder  in  love ; 

yet  pray,  when  you  found  you  could  not  like  him  at 
iirft,  why  did  you  ever  encourage-  him  ? 

L.  Bet.  Why,  what  would  you  have  one  do?  for 
my  part,  I  could  no  more  choofe  a  man  by  my  eye, 
than  a  fhoe ;  one  muft  draw  'em  on  a  little  to  fee  if 
they  are  right  to  one's  foot. 

L.  Eafy.  But  Td  no  more  fool  on  with  a  man  I 
cou'd  not  like,  than  I'd  wear  a  (hoe  that  pinch'd  me. 

L.  Bet.  Ay,  but  then  a  poor  wretch  tells  one,  he'll 
widen  'em,  or  do  any  thing,  and  is  fo  civil  and  filly, 
that  one  does  not  know  how  to  turn  fuch  a  trifle,  as  a 
jvir  of  Ihoes  or  an  heart,  upon  a  fellow's  hands 
again. 

L,  Eafy.  Well !  I  confefs  you  are  very  happily  dif- 
iinguifh'd  among  molt  women  of  fortune,  to  have  a 
man  of  my  Lord  Morelove's  fenfe  and  quality  folong 
and  honourably  in  love  with  you :  for  now-a-days 
one  hardly  ever  hears  of  fuch  a  thing  as  a  man  of 
quality  in  love  with  the  woman  he  wou'd  marry  :  to 
be  in  love  now  is  only  having  adefign  upon  a  woman, 
a  modiih  way  of  declaring  war  againtt  her  virtue, 
which  they  generally  attack  firft,  by  toafung  up  her 
vanity. 

L.  Bet.  Ay,  but  the  world  knows  that  is  not  the 
cafe  between  my  lord  and  me. 

L.  Eafy.  Therefore  I  think  you  happy. 

L.  Bet.  Now  I  don't  fee  it.  I'll  fwear  I'm  better 
pleas'd  to  know  there  are  a  great  many  foolifh  fel- 
lows of  quality  that  take  occafion  to  toaft  me  fre- 
quently. 

L.  Eafy.  I  vow  I  mould  not  thank  any  gentleman 
for  toalting  me ;  and  I  have  often  wonder'd  how  a 
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woman  of  your  fpirit  cou'd  bear  a  great  many  other 
freedoms  I  have  feen  fome  men  take  with  you. 

L.  Bet.  As  how,  my  dear  ?  Come,  pr'ythee,  be 
free  with  me,  for  you  muft  know  I  love  dearly  to  hear 

my  faults Who  is't  you  hare  obferv'd  to  be  too 

free  with  me  ? 

L.  Eajy.  Why,  there's  my  Lord  Foppington  ; 
cou'd  any  woman  but  you  bear  to  fee  him,  with  a 
refpedlful  fleer,  flare  full  in  your  face,  draw  up  his 
breath,  and  cry Gad,  you're  handfome  ? 

L.  Bet.  My  dear,  fine  fruit  will  have  flies  about  it, 
but,  poor  things,  they  do  it  no  harm  :  for,  if  you 
obferve,  people  are  generally  molt  apt  to  choofe  that 
the  flies  have  been  bufy  with  ;  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Eafy.  Thou  art  a  ftrange  giddy  creature. 

L.  Bet.  That  may  be  from  fo  much  circulation  of 
thought,  my  dear. 

'  L.  Eafy.  But  my  Lord  Foppington's  married,  and 

one  wou'd  not  fool  with  him  for  his  lady's  fake  j  it 

may  make  her  uneafy,  and • 

'  L.  Bet.  Poor  creature  !   her  pride  indeed  makes 

her  carry  it  off  without  taking  any  notice  of  it  to 

me  ;  though  I  know  me  hates  me  in  her  heart,  a«d 

I  can't  endure  malicious  people,  fo  I  us'd  to  dine 

with  her  once  a  week,  purely  to  give  her  diforder  ; 

if  you  had   but  feen  when  my  lord  and  I  fool'd   a 

little,  the  creature  look'd  fo  ugly.' 

L.  Eafy.  But  I  mould  not  th'ink  my  reputation 
fafe  ;  my  Lord  Foppington's  a  man  that  talks  often 
of  his  amours,  but  feldom  fpeaks  of  favours  that  are 
refus'd  him. 

Z.  Bet.  Pfhah  ;  will  any  thing  a  man  fays  make  a 
woman  lefs  agreeable  ?  Will  his  talking  fpoil  one's 

complexion,   or  put  one   hair  out  of  order  ? and 

for  reputation,  look  you,  my  dear,  take  it  for  a  rule, 
that  as,  amongit  the  lower  rank  of  people,  no  woman 
wants  beauty  that  has  fortune  ;  fo,  amongft  people 
of  fortune,  no  woman  wants  virtue  that  has  beauty: 
but  an  eftate  and  beauty  join'd  are  of  an  unlimited, 
nay,  a  power  pontifical,  make  one  not  only  abfolute, 
but  infallible — A  fine  woman's  never  in  the  wrong  ; 
if  we  were,  'tis  not  the  ftrength  of  a  poor  creature's 

reafon  that  can  unfetter  him O  !  how  I  love  to 

hear 
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hear  a  wretch  curfe  himfelf  for  loving  on,  er  now 
and  then  coming  out  with  a 

"  Yet  for  the  plague  of  human  race, 
<f  This  devil  has  an  angel's  face." 

L.  Eafy.  At  this  rate,  I  don't  fee  you  allow  reputa- 
tion to  be  at  all  effential  to  a  fine  woman. 

L.  Bet.  Juft  as  much  as  honour  to  a  great  man  •: 
power  always  is  above  fcandal.  '  Don't  you  hear  peo- 
'  pie  fay,  the  king  of  France  owes  moil  of  his  con- 
'  quefts  to  breaking  his  word  ?  and  wou'd  not  the 
•  confederates  have  a  fine  time  on't,  if  they  were  on- 
'  ly  to  go  to  war  with  reproaches  ?'  Indeed,  my  dear, 
that  jewel  reputation  is  a  very  fanciful  bulinels  ;  one 
mall  not  fee  an  homely  creature  in  town  but  wears  it 
in  her  mouth,  as  monftroufly  as  the  Indians  do  bobs 
at  their  lips,  and  it  really  becomes  them  juft  alike. 

L.  Eafy.  Have  a  care,  my  dear,  of  trailing  too  far 
to  power  alone  :  for  nothing  is  more  ridiculous  thaa 
the  fall  of  pride  ?  and  a  woman's  pride,  at  beft,  may 
be  fufpe&ed  to  be  more  a  diftruft,  than  a  real  con- 
tempt of  mankind  :  for  when  we  have  faid  all  we 
can,  a  deferving  hufband  is  certainly  our  beft  happi- 
nefs  :  and  I  don't  queftion  but  my  lord  Morelove's 
merit,  in  a  little  time,  will  make  you  think  fo  too; 
for  whatever  airs  you  give  yourfelf  to  the  world,  I'm 
fure  your  heart  don't  want  good-nature. 

L.  Bet.  You  are  miftaken,  I  am  very  ill-natur'd, 
tho'  your  good-humour  won't  let  you  fee  it. 

L.  Eafy.  Then  to  give  me  a  proof  on't,  let  me  fee 
you  refufe  to  go  immediately,  and  dine  with  me, 
after  I  have  promis'd  Sir  Charles  to  bring  you. 

L.  Bet.  Pray  don't  aflc  me. 

L.  Eafy.  Why? 

L.  Bet.  Becaufe  to  let  you  fee  I  hate  good-nature, 
I'll  go  without  afking,  that  you  mayn't  have  the  ma- 
lice to  fay  I  did  you  a  favour. 

L.  Eafy.  Thou  art  a  mad  creature. 

\Exeunt  arm  in  arm. 

rbe  S  C  E  N  E  changes  to  Sir  Charles'j  Lcdgings. 
Lord  Morelove  and  Sir  Charles  at  Piquet. 

Sir  Char.  Come,  my  lord,  one  /ingle  game  for  the 
tout,  and  fo  have  done. 

L.  Mor. 
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L.  Mor.  No,  hang  'em,  I  have  enough  of  'em  > 
ill  cards  are  the  dulleil  company  in  the  world — How 
much  is  it  ? 

Sir  Char.  Three  parties. 

L.  Mor.  Fifteen  pounds very  well. 

[While  L.  Mor.  counts  out  bis  money,  afervantgi-Tjes  Sir 

Charles  a  letter,  which  he  reads  to  him/elf. 
Sir  Char.  [To  tbefer-jant.~\  Give  my  fervice,  fay  I 
have  company  dines  with  me  ;  if  I  have  time,  I'll  call 
there  in  the  afternoon  —  Ha  !  ha  !  ha !     [Exit  Serv. 

L.  Mor.  What's  the  matter? There 

[Paying  the  money. 

Sir  Char.  The  old  affair — my  lady  Graveairs. 
L.  Mor.  O  !  pr'ythee  how  does  that  go  on  ? 
Sir  Char.  As  agreeable  as   a  Chancery-fuit  :   for 
now  it's  come  to  the  intolerable  plague  of  my   not 
being  able  to  get  rid  on't,  as  you  may  fee  • 

[Giving  the  letter. 

L.  Mor.  [Reads."]  "  Your  behaviour  fince  I  came  to 
Windfor  has  convinc'd  me  of  your  villainy 
without  my  being  furpriz'd  or  angry  at  it.  I 
defire  you  would  let  me  fee  you  at  my  lodg- 
ings immediately,  where  I  mall  have  a  bet- 
ter opportunity  to  convince  you,  that  I  nc- 
'  ver  can,  or  pofitively  will  be  as  I  have 
'  been,  Yours,  &c." 
A  very  whimfical  letter!  —  Faith,  I  think  me  has  hard 
luck  with  you  :  if  a  man  were  obliged  to  have  a 
miftrefs,  her  perfon  and  condition  feem  to  be  cut  out 
for  the  cafe  of  a  lover;  for  fhe's  a  young,  handfome, 
wild,  well-jointur'd  widow But  what's  your  quar- 
rel ? 

Sir  Char.  Nothing — me  fees  the  coolnefs  happens 
to  be  firlt  on  my  fide,  and  her  bufinefs  with  me  now, 
I  Aippofe,  is  to  convince  me,  how  heartily  fhe's  vex'd 
that  fhe  was  not  before-hand  with  me. 

L.  Mor.  Her  pride,  and  your  indifference,  muft 
occafion  a  pleafant  fcene  fure  ;  what  do  ye  intend  to 
do  ? 

Sir  Char.  Treat  her  with  a  cool  familiar  air,  'till  I 
pique  her  to  forbid  me  her  fight,  and  then  take  her 
at  her  word. 

L.  Mor.  Very  gallant  and  provoking. 

Enter 
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Enter  a.  Servant. 

Ser<v.    Sir,  my  lord  Foppington  [Exit. 

Sir  Char.  O — now,  my  lord,  if  you  have  a  mind 
to  be  let  into  the  myftery  of  making  love  without 
pain — here's  one  that's  a  mailer  of  the  art,  and  mall 

declaim  to  you — • [Enter  Lord  Foppington.]  My 

dear  lord  Foppington  ! 

L.  Fop.  My  dear  agreeable  !  £>ue  je  t'emhrajfi  ! 
Pardi  !  11  y  a  cent  ans  aueje  ne  t'ai  'veu  —  My  lord,  I 
am  your  lordfhip's  molt  obedient  humble  fervant. 

L.  Alor.  My  lord,  I  kifs  your  hands— I  hope  we 
fhall  have  you  here  fome  time ;  you  feem  to  have  laid 
in  a  ftock  of  health  to  be  in  at  the  diveruons  of  the 
place — you  look  extremely  well. 

L.  Fop.  To  fee  one's  friends  look  fo,  my  lord,  may 
eafily  give  a  vermtilt  to  one's  complexion. 

Sir  Char.  Lovers  in  hope,  my  lord,  always  have  a 
viable  brillant  in  their  eyes  and  air. 

L.  Fop.  What  doft  thou  mean,  Charles  ? 

Sir  Char.  Come,  come,  confefs  what  really  brought 
you  to  Windfor,  now  you  have  no  bufinefs  there  ? 

L.  Fop.  Why  two  hours,  and  fix  of  the  belt  nags 
in  Chriitendom,  or  the  devil  drive  me. 

L.  Mor.  You  make  hatte,  my  lord. 

L.  Fop.  My  lord,  I  always  fly  when  I  purfue— — 
But  they  are  well  kept  indeed— I  love  to  have  crea- 
tures go  as  I  bid  'em ;  you  have  feen  'em,  Charles, 
but  fo  has  all  the  world  ;  Foppington's  long  tails 
are  known  on  every  road  in  England. 

Sir  Char.  Well,  my  lord,  but  how  came  they  to 
bring  you  this  road  ?  You  don't  ufe  to  take  thefe  ir- 
regular jaunts  without  fome  deiign  in  your  head  of 
having  more  than  nothing  to  do. 

L.  Fop.  Pmah !  Pox !  pr'ythee,  Charles,  thou 
knoweft  I  am  a  fellow  of  fans  conference  be  where  I 
will. 

S'i-  Char.  Nay,  nay,  this  is  too  much  among  friends, 

my  lord ;  come,  come, we  muft  have  it,  your  real 

bufinefs  here  ? 

L.  Fop.  Why  then,  entre  nous,  there  is  a  certain 
file  de  joye  about  the  court  here,  that  loves  winning 
at  cards  better  than  all  the  fine  things  I  have  been 
able  to  fay  to  her — — fo  I  have  brought  an  odd  thou- 

fand 
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fand  bill  in  my  pocket,  that  I  defign  tete-a-tete,  to  play 
off  with  her  at  piquet,  or  fo  :  and  now  the  bufmels 
is  out. 

Sir  Cba.  Ah  !  and  a  very  good  bufmefe  too,  my 
lord. 

L.  Fop.  If  it  be  well  done,  Charles 

Sir  Char.  That's  as  you  manage  your  cards,  my 
lord. 

L.  Mor.  This  muft  be  a  woman  of  confequence,  by 
the  value  you  fet  upon  her  favours. 

Sir  Char.  O  !  nothing's  above  the  price  of  a  fine 
woman. 

L.Fop.  Nay,  look  you,  gentlemen,  the  price  may 
not  happen  to  be  altogether  fo  high  neither — for  I 
&ncy  I  know  enough  of  the  game,  to  make  it  an  even 
belt  I  get  her  for  nothing. 

L.  Mor.  How  fo,  my  lord  ? 

L.  Fop.  Becaufe,  if  Ihe  happen  to  lofe  a  goodfuin 
to  me,  I  (hall  buy  her  with  her  own  money. 

L.  Mor.  That's  new,  I  confefs. 

L.  Fop.  You  know,  Charles,  'tis  not  impoflible  but 
I  may  be  five  hundred  pounds  deep  with  her — then 
bills  may  fall  fhort,  and  the  devil's  in't  if  I  wantaf- 
furance  to  aflc  her  to  pay  me  fome  way  or  other. 

Sir  Cba.  And  a  man  muft  be  a  churl  indeed,  that 
won't  take  a  lady's  perfonal  fecurity  ;  hah !  hah  !  hah ! 

L.  Fop.  Heh  !  heh  !  heh !  thou  art  a  devil,  Charles. 

L.  Mor.  Death !  how  happy  is  this  coxcomb !  [AJide* 

L.  Fop.  But  to  tell  you  the  truth,  gentlemen 

I  had  another  preffing  temptation  that  brought  me  hi- 
ther, which  was my  wife. 

L.  Mor.  That's  kind,  indeed;  my  lady  has  been 
here  this  month,  fhe'll  be  glad  to  fee  you. 

L.  Fop.  That  I  don't  know;  forl  defign  this  after- 
noon to  fend  her  to  London. 

L .  Mor.  What !  the  fame  day  you  come,  my  lord  ? 
that  would  be  cruel. 

L.  Fop.  Ay,  but  it  will  be  mighty  convenient ;  for 
fhe  is  pofitively  of  no  manner  of  ufe  in  my  amours. 

L.  Mor.  That's  your  fault,  the  town  thinks  her  a 
very  deferving  woman. 

L.  Fop.  If  fhe  were  a  woman  of  the  town,  perhaps 
I  fhould  think  fo  too  :  but  me  happens  to  be  my 

wife  ; 
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wife ;  and  when  a  wife  is  given  to  deferve  more  than 
her  hufband's  inclinations  can  pay,  in  my  mind  fhe 
has  no  merit  at  all. 

L.  Mor.  She's  extremely  well-bred,  and  of  a  very 
prudent  condud. 

L.  Fop.  Urn — ay — the  woman's  proud  enough. 

L.  Mor.  Add  to  this,  all  the  world  allows  her 
handfome. 

L.  Fop.  The  world's  extremely  civil,  my  lord  ;  and 
I  fhould  take  it  as  a  favour  done  me,  if  they  could 
find  an  experiment  to  unmarry  the  poor  woman  from 
the  only  man  in  the  world  that  can't  think  her  hand- 
fome. 

L.  Mor.  I  believe  there  arc  a  great  many  in  the 
world,  that  are  forry  'tL>  not  in  their  power  to  un- 
marry her. 

L.  Fop.  I  am  a  great  many  in  the  world's  very 
humble  fervant;  and  whenever  they -find  'tis  in  their 
power,  their  high  and  mighty  wifdoms  may  command 
me  at  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  warning. 

L.  Mor.   Pray,  my  lord,  what  did  you  marry  for? 

L.  Fcp.  To  pay  my  debts  at  play,  and  difinheric 
my  younger  brother. 

L.  Mor.  But  there  are  fome  things  due  to  a  wife. 

L.  Fop.  And  there  are  fome  debts  I  don't  care  to 
pay to  both  which  I  plead  hulband,  and  my  lord. 

L.  Mor.  If  I  mould  do  fo,  t  fhou'd  expect  to  have 
my  coach  itopt  in  the  ftreet,  and  to  meet  my  wife 
v.'ith  the  windows  up  in  a  hackney. 

L.  Fop.  Then  wou'd  I  put  in  bail,  and  order  a  fe- 
parate  maintenance. 

L.  Mor.  And  fo  pay  double  the  fum  of  the  debt, 
and  be  marrv'd  for  nothing. 

L.  Fop.  Now  I  think  deferring  a  dun,  and  getting 
rid  of  one's  wife,  are  two  of  the  molt  agreeable  fwccts 
in  the  liberties  of  an  Englifh  fubjeft. 

L.  Mor.  Jf  I  were  marry 'd,  I  wou'd  as  foon  part 
from  my  eftate,  as  my  wife. 

L.  Fop.  Now  I  wou'd  not,  fun-burn  me  if  I  would, 

L.Mor.  Death!   But  fince  you  are  thus  indifferent, 

my  lord,  why  wou'd  you  needs  marry  a  woman  of  fo 

much    merit  ?    Cou'd  not  you    have  laid   out   your 

fpleen  upon  fome  ill-natur'd  flirew,  that  wanted  the 

£  plague 
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plague  of  an  ill  hufband,  and  have  let  her  alone  to 
iome  plnin,  honeft  man  of  quality,  that  wou'd  have 
deferv'd  her. 

L.  Fcp.  Why  faith,  my  lord,  that  might  have  been 
confider'd  ;  but  I  really  grew  fo  pafiionately  fond  of 
her  fortune,  that,  curfe  catch  me,  1  was  quite  blind 
to  the  reft  of  her  good  qualities  :  for  to  tell  you  the 
truth,  if  it  had  been  poflible  that  the  old  put  of  a 
peer  cou'd  have  tofs'd  me  in  t'other  five  thoufand  for 
'em,  by  my  confcnt,  me  fhou'd  have  relinquifh'd  her 
merit  and  virtues  to  any  of  her  younger  fitters. 

Sir  Char.  Ay,  ay,  my  lord,  virtues  in  a  wife  are 
good  for  nothing  but  to  make  her  proud,  and  put  the 
\vorld  in  mind  of  her  hufband's  faults. 

L.  Fop,  Right,  Charles  :  and  Itrike  me  blind,  but 
the  women  of  virtue  are  now  grown  fuch  idiots  in 
love,  theyexpeft  of  a  man  juft  as  they  do  of  a  coach- 
horfe,  that  one's  appetite,  'like  t'other's  fiem,  mould 
increafe  by  feeding. 

Sir  Char,  Right,  my  lord,  and  don't  confider,  that 
toujcurs  cbapcns  bouillis  will  never  do  with  an  Englifh 
•ftomach. 

L.  Fcp.  Ha!  ha  !  ha  !  To  tell  you  the  truth, 
Charles,  I  have  known  fo  much  of  that  fort  of  eating, 
that  I  now  think,  for  an  hearty  meal,  no  wild  fowl  in 
Kurope  is  comparable  to  a  joint  of  Banltead  mutton. 

L.  Met:  How  do  you  mean  ? 

L.  Fop.  Why,  that  for  my  part  I'd  rather  have  a 
plain  flice  of  my  wife's  woman,  than  my  guts  full,  of 
t'er  an  Ortolan  'duchefs  in  Chriftendom. 

L.  Mor.  But  I  thought,  my  lord,  your  chief  bufi- 
nels  now  at  Windfor,  had  been  your  dcJign  upon  a 
woman  of  quality. 

L.  Fop.  That's  true,  my  lord  ;  tho'  I  don't  think 
your  fine  lady  the  beft  d:(h  myfelf,  yet  a  man  of  qua- 
lity can't  be  without  fuch  things  at  his  table. 

L.  Mor.  O  !  then  you  only  defire  the  reputation  of 
an  affair  with  her. 

L.  Fop.  I  think  the  reputation  is  the  moll  inviting 
part  of  an  amour  wkh  nioft  women  of  quality. 

L.  Mor.  Why  lb,  my  lord  ? 

//.  Fop.  Why,  who  the  devil  would  run  through  all 
the  degrees  of  form  and  ceremony,  that  lead  one  up 
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to  the  laft  favour,  if  it  were  not  for  the  reputation  o* 
underftanding  the  neareit  way  to  get  over  the  dif- 
ficulty I 

L.  Mor.  But,  my  lord,  does  not  the  reputation  of 
your  being  fo  general  an  undertaker,  frighten  the 
women  from  engaging  with  you  ?  for  they  fay,  n» 
man  can  love  but  one  at  a  time. 

L.  Fop.  That's  juit  one  more  than  ever  I  came  up 
to  :  for,  Hop  my  breath,  if  ever  I  lov'd  one  in  my 
life. 

L .  Mor.  How  do  you  get  'em  then  ? 

L.  Fop.  Why,  fometimes  as  they  get  other  people: 
I  drefs,  and  let  'em  get  me  ;  or,  if  that  won't  do,  as 
I  got  my  title,  buy  'em. 

L.  Mor.  But  how  can  you,  thatprofefs  indifference, 
think  it  worth  your  while  to  come  fo  often  up  to  the 
price  of  a  woman  of  quality  ? 

L.  Fop.  Becaufe  you  muft  know,  my  lord,  that 
moft  of  them  begin  now  to  come  down  to  reafon  ;  I 
mean  thofe  that  are  to  be  had,  for  fome  die  fools  : 
but  with  the  wifer  fort,  'tis  not  of  late  fo  very  expen- 
five  :  now-and-then  a  partie  quarr  ,  a  jaunt  or  twa 
in  a  hack  to  an  Indian  houfe,  a  little  china,  an  odd 
thing  for  a  gown  or  fo,  and  in  three  days  after,  you 
meet  her  at  the  conveniency  of  trying  it,  cbex  made- 
moifclle  D 'Epingle. 

Srr  Char.  Ay,  ay,  my  lord,  and  when  you  are 
there,  you  know,  what  between  a  little  chat,  a  dim 
of  tea,  madtaot/eue's  good  humour,  and  a.  petit  cban- 
fon,  or  two,  the  devil's  in't  if  a  man  can't  fool  away 
the  time,  'till  he  fees  how  it  looks  upon  her  by  candle- 
light. 

L.  Fop.  Heh!  heh!  well  faid,  Charles;  I'gad,  I 
fancy  thee  and  I  have  unlac'd  many  a  reputation 

there Your  great  lady  is  as  foon  undrefs'd  as  her 

woman. 

L.  Mcr.  I  could  never  find  it  fo the  fhame  or 

fcandal  of  a  repulfe  always  made  me  afraid  of  at- 
tempting a  woman  of  condition. 

Sir  Char.  Ha !  ha !  J'gad,  my  lord,  you   deferve 

to  be  ill   us'd,  your   modeity's  enough   to  fpoil  any 

\voman  in   the  world;   but  my  lord  and  I  underftand 

the  fex  a  little  better  ;  we  fee  plainly  that  women,  are 

B  2  only 
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only  cold,  as  fome  men  are  brave,  from  the  modeftv 
or  fear  of  thofe  that  attack  'em. 

L.  Fop.  Right,  Charles a  man  mould  no  more 

give  up  his  heart  to  a  woman  than  his  fword  to  a  bul- 
ly ;  they  are  both  as  infolent  as  the  devil  after  it. 

Sir  Char.  How  do  you  like  that,  my  lord  ? 

[Afideto  L.  Mor. 

L.  Mor.  Faith,  I  envy  him But,  my  lord,  fup- 

pofe  your  inclination  fliould  ftumble  upon  a  woman 
truly  virtuous,  would  not  a  fevere  repulfe  from  fucu 
an  one  put  you  flrangely  out  of  countenance  ? 

L.  Fop.  Not  at  all,  my  lord for  if  a  man  don't 

mind  a  box  o'th'  ear  in  a  fair  ftruggle  with  a  frefh 
country  girl,  why  the  deuce  fhou'd  he  be  concern 'd  at 
an  impertinent  frown  for  an  attack  upen  a  woman  of 
quality  ? 

L.  Mor.  Then  you  have  no  notion  of  a  lady's  cruelty  ? 

L.  Fop,  Ha  !  ha  !  Let  me  blood,  if  I  think  there's 
a  greater  jell  in  nature.  I  am  ready  to  crack  my  guts 
\vithlaughing,  to  fee  a  fenfelefs  flirt,  becaufethe  crea- 
ture happens  to  have  a  little  pride,  that  flic  calls  vir- 
tue, about  her,  give  herfelf  all  the  infolent  airs  of  re- 
ientment  and  dii'dain  to  an  honcll  fellow,  that  all  the 
while  does  not  care  three  pinches  of  fnuff,  if  /he  and 
her  virtue  were  to  run,  with  their  lail  favours,  thro' 

the  hrfl  regiment  of  guards Ha!  ha! it  puts 

me  in  mind  of  an  affair  of  mine,  fo  impertinent 

L.Mcr.  O  that's  impoffible,  my  lord — —pray  let's 
hear  it. 

L.  Fop.  Why  1  happened  once  to  be  very  well  in  a 
certain  man  of  quality's  family,  and  his  wife  lik'dmc. 

L.  Mor.  How  do  you  know  Ihe  lik'd  you  ? 

L.  Fop,  Why  from  the  very  moment  1  told  her  I 
lik'd  her,  me  never  durll  trull  herfelf  at  the  end  of  a 
room  with  me. 

L.  Mtir.  That  might  be  her  not  liking  you. 

L.  Fop.  My  lord women   of  quality  don't  ufe 

to  fpeak  the  thing  plain but  to  fatisfy  you  I  did 

not  want  encouragement,  I  never  came  there  in  my 
life,  but  fhe  did  immediately  fmile,  and  borrow  my 
fnuff- box. 

L.  Mor.  She  lik'd  your  fnuff,  at  leait Well, 

but  how  did  Ihe  ufe  you  ? 

L.  Fop. 
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/..   Fop.  By  all  that's  infamous,  fhe  jilted  me. 

L.  Mor.  How  !  jilt  you  ? 

L.  Fop.  Ay,  death's  curfe,  {he  jilted  me. 

L.  Mor.  Pray  let's  hear. 

L.  Fop.  For  when  I  was  pretty  well  convinc'd  fhe 
had  a  mind  to  me,  I  one  day  made  her  a  hint  of  an, 
appointment :  upon  which,  with  an  infolent  frown  in 
her  face,  (that  made  her  look  as  ugly  as  the  devil) 
fhe  told  me,  that  if  ever  1  came  thither  again,  her 
lord  fhould  know  that  ihe  had  forbidden  me  the  houle 
before Did  you  ever  hear  of  fuch  a  flat  ! 

Sir  Char.  Intolerable. 

L.  Mor.  But  how  did  her  anfwcr  agree  with  you  ? 

L.  Fop.  O,  paffionately  well  !  for  I  ftar'd'full  in 
her  face,  and  burll  out  a  laughing;  at  which  fne 
turn'd  upon  her  heel,  and  gave  a  crack  with  her  fan 
like  a  coach-whip,  and  bridled  out  of  the  room  with 
the  air  and  complexion  of  an  inccns'd  turkey-cock. 
[  A  fervant  ivbifpers  Sir  Charles. 

L.  Mor.  What  did  you  then  ? 

L.  Fop.  I look'd   after,  gap'd,   threw   up   ths 

fafli,  and  fell  a  fingingout  of  the  window  —  So  that 
you  fee,  my  lord,  while  a  man  is  not  in  love,  there's 
no  great  afHiftion  in  miffing  one's  way  to  a  woman. 

Sir  Char.  Ay,  ay,  you  talk  this  very  well,  my 
lord  ;  but  now  let's  fee  how  you  dare  behave  yourfejf 

upon  a&ion Dinner's  ferv'd,  and  the  ladies  liny 

for  us There's  one  within  has  been  too  hard  for 

as  brifk  a  man  as  yourfelf. 

L.  Mor.  I  guefs  who  you  mean Have  a  care, 

my  lord,  fhe'll  prove  your  courage  for  you. 

L.  Fop.  Will  fhe  !  then  (he's  an  undone  creature. 
For  let  me  tell  you,  gentlemen,  courage  is  the  whoi-j 
myflery  of  making  love,  and  of  more  ufe  than  con- 
duit is  in  war  ;  for  the  braveft  fellow  in  Europe  ni..y 
beat  his  brains  out  againil  the  ftubborn  walls  ot  «. 
town But 

Women  born  to  be  controll'd, 
Stoop  to  the  forward  and  the  bold. 

[Exeunt. 

B  3  ACT 
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ACT  III.     Tht   SCENE    continues. 


Enter  Lord  Morelove,  rtWSir  Charles. 


.  OO  ! 
O  Sir 


Char.  Admirably!  with  the  beft-bred 
infolence  in  nature,  you  in  Ail  red  like  a  woman  of 
quality,  when  her  country-bred  huiband's  jealous  of 
her  in  the  wrong  place. 

L.  Mcr,  Ha  !  ha  !  Did  you  obferve,  when  I  firft 
came  into  the  roorn,  how  carelefsly  fhe  brufh'd  her 
eyes  over  me,  and  when  the  company  falated  me, 
Hood  all  the  while  \vith  her  face  to  the  window  !  H  a  ! 
ha  ! 

'  Sir  Char.  What  aftonifh'd   airs  fhe  gave  herfelf, 

*  when  you  afk'd  her,  what  made  her  fo  grave  upon 
'  her  old  friends  ? 

'  L.  Mar.  And  whenever  I  offered  any  thing  in 
'  talk,  what  affe&ed  care  fhe  took  to  direct  her  obfer- 
'  vations  of  it  to  a  third  perfon  ! 

'  Sir.  Char.  I  obferv'd  me  did  not  eat  above  the 
'  rump  of  a  pidgeon  all  dinner-time. 

'  L.  Mor.  And  how  (he  colour'd,  when  I  told  her, 
'  her  ladyihip  had  loft  her  ftomach  \ 

'  Sir  Char.  If  you  keep  your  temper,  flic's  undone. 

'  L.  Mor.  Provided  fhe  flicks  to  her  pride,  1  believe 

*  I  may. 

'  Sir  Char.  Ah  !  never  fear  her  ;  I  warrant  in  the 
'  humour  fhe  is  in,  fhe  wou'd  as  foon  part  with  her 

*  fenfe  of  feeling.' 

L.  Mor.  Well  !  what's  to  be  done  next  ? 

Sir  Char.  Only  obferve  her  motions  ;  for  by  her 
behaviour  at  dinner,  I  am  fure  fhe  defigns  to  gall 
you  with  my  lord  Foppington  :  if  fo,  you  muft  ftand 
her  fire,  and  then  play  my  lady  Graveairs  upon  her, 
whom  I'll  immediately  pique,  and  prepare  for  your 
purpofe. 

L.  Mor.  I  underftand  you  --  the  propereft  woman 
in  the  world  too  ;  for  fhe'll  certainly  encourage  the 
leaft  offer  from  me,  in  hopes  of  revenging  her  flights 
upon  you. 

Sir  Char. 
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Sir  Char.  Right ;  and  the  very  encouragement  fhe 
gives  you,  at  the  fame  time  will  give  me  a  pretence 
to  widen  the  breach  of  my  quarrel  to  her. 

L.  Mor.  Betides,  Charles,  I  own  I  am  fond  of  any 
attempt  that  will  forward  a  mifunderftanding  there, 
for  your  lady's  fake  :  a  woman  fo  truly  good  in  her 
nature,  ought  to  have  fomething  more  from  a  man, 
than  bare  occafions  to  prove  her  goodnefs. 

Sir  Char.  Why  then,  upon  honour,  my  lord,  to  give 
you  proof  that  I  am  pofitively  the  bsft  hufband  in  the 
world,  my  wife never  yet  found  me  out. 

L.  Mor.  That  may  be  her  being  the  bed  wife  ia 
the  world;  me,  may  be,  won't  find  you  out. 

Sir  Char.  Nay,  if  Ihe  won't  tell  a  man  of  his  fa u  1:5, 
when  me  fees  'em,  how  the  deuce  ftiould  he  mend  'em  ? 
But  however,  you  fee  I  am  going  to  leave  'em  oft"  ai 
fall  as  I  can. 

L.  Mor.  Being  tir'd  of  a  woman  is  indeed  a  pretty 
tolerable  afl'urance  of  a  man's  not  defigning  to  fool 

on  with  her Here  fhe  comes,  and  if  I  don't 

miitake,  brimfull  of  reproaches You  can't  take 

her  in  a  better  time I'll  leave  you. 

Enter  Lady  Graveairs. 

Your  ladyfhip's  moll  humble  fervant,   is  the  com- 
pany broke  up,  pray  ? 

L.  Grav.  No,  my  lord,  they  are  juft  talking  of  baf- 
fet ;  my  Lord  Foppington  has  a  mind  to  tally,  if  your 
lordihip  would  encourage  the  table. 

L.  Mor.  O  madam,  with  all  my  heart !  but  Sir 
Charles,  I  know,  is  hard  to  be  got  to  it ;  I'll  leave 
your  ladyfhip  to  prevail  with  him.  [Exit  L.  Mor.  . 

[Sir  Charles  and  Lady  Graveairs  falute  coldly,  and 
trifle  fame  time  before  they  fpeak. 

L.  Grav.  Sir  Charles,  I  lent  you  a  note  this  morn-  . 
ing. 

Sir  Char.  Yes,  madam,  but  there  were  ibme  paf- 
fages  I  did  not  expedl  from  your  ladyihip;  you  feem'd 
to  tax  me  with  things  that 

L.  Grav.  Look  you,  fir,  'tis  not  at  all  material, 
whether  I  tax'd  you  with  any  ?hing  or  no  :  I  don't  ia 
the  leail  deiire  to  hear  you  clear  yourfelf,  upon  my 
word,  you  may  be  very  eafy  as  to  that  matter;  for 
my  part  I  am  mighty  well  fatisfy'd,  things  are  as  they 
64  are; 
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are;  .ill  I-  have  to  fay  to  you  is,  that  you  need  not 
give  yourfelf  the  trouble  to  call  at  my  lodgings  this 
afternoon,  if  you  (hould  have  time,  as  you  were 

pleas'd  to  fend  me  word, and  fo  your  fervant,  fir, 

that's  all [Gcing. 

Sir  Ch&r.  Hold,  madam. 

L.  Grav.  Look  you,  £ir  Charles,  'tis  not  your  call- 
ing me  back  that  will  fignify  any  thing,  I  can  affure 
you. 

Sir  Char.  Why  this  extraordinary  halle,  madam  ? 
L,  Grav.  In  ihort,  Sir  Charles,  I  have  taken  a 
great  many  things  from  you  of  late,  that  you  know  I 
have  often  told  you  I  would  pofitively  bear  no  longer: 
—  But  I  fee  things  are  in  vain,  and  the  more  people 
ftrive  to  oblige  people,  the  lefs  they  are  thank'd  for't : 
And  fince  there  muft  be  an  end  of  one's  ridiculouf- 
ji'efs  one  time  or  other,  1  don't  fee  any  time  fo  proper 
>•..-  the  prefent,  and  therefore,  fir,  I  defire  you'd  think 

of  things  accordingly your  fervant 

[Going,  he  holds  her. 

Sir  Char.  Nay,  madam,  let's  ftart  fair  however; 
you  ou^ht  at  leaft  to  flay  'till  I'm  as  ready  as  your 

lady/hip  ;  and  then if  we  muft  part 

r  Adieu  ye  filent  grots  and  mady  groves ; 
I  Ye  foft  amufements  of  our  growing  loves ; 
Ajfeftedly.  s  Adieu  ye  whifper'd  fighs  that  fann'd  the 
I      fire, 

(,  And  all  the  thrilling  joys  of  young  defire. 
L.  Grav.  O  mighty  well,  fir:  I  am  very  glad  we 
are  at  latt  come  to  a  right  underftanding,  the  only  way 
I  have  long  wifti'd  for  ;  not  but  I'd  have  you  to  know, 
I  fee  your  defign  thro'  all  your  painted  eafe  of  re- 
dgnation  :  I  know  you'd  give  your  foul  to  make  me 
uneafy  now. 

Sir  Char.  O  fy  !  madam,  upon  my  word,  I  would 
not  make  you  uneafy,  if  it  were  in  my  power. 

L.  Grav.  O  dear  fir,  you  need  not  take  fuch  care, 
upon  my  word  ;  you'll  find  I  can  part  with  you  with- 
out the  leaft  diforder I'll  try  at  leart,  and  fo  once 

more,  and  for  ever,  fir,  your  fervant :  not  but  you  muft 
give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  as  my  lall  thought  of  you 

too,  that  1  do  think  —  you  arc  a  villain 

[Exit  hajlily. 
Sir  Char* 
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Sir  Char.  O  your  very  humble  fervant,  madam  — 


What  a  charming  quality  is  a  woman's  pride,  that's 
ftrong  enough  to  refufe  a  man  her  favours,  when  he's 
weary  of  'em  —  Ah  !  [Lady  Graveairs  returns. 

L.  Grav.  Look  you,  Sir  Charles  -  don't  prefume 
upon  the  eafinefs  of  my  temper  :  for  to  convince  yeu 
that  I  am  pofitively  in  earneft  in  this  matter,  I  defire 
you  would  let  me  have  what  letters  you  have  had  of 
mine,  fince  you  came  to  Windfor,  and  I  expecl  you'll 
return  the  reft,  as  I  will  yours,  as  foon  as  we  come  to 
London. 

Sir  Char.  Upon  my  faith,  madam,  I  never  keep 
any  ;  I  always  put  fnuff  in  'em,  and  fo  they  wear  out. 

L.  Grav.  Sir  Charles,  I  muft  have  'em,  for  pofitive- 
ly I  won't  ftir  without  'em. 

Sir  Char.  Ha  !  then  I  muft  be  civil,  I  fee.  [AJide. 
Perhaps,  madam,  I  have  no  mind  to  part  with  them  — 
or  you. 

L.  Grav.  Look  you,  fir,  all  thofe  fort  of  things  are 
in  vain,  now  there's  an  end  of  every  thing  between. 
us  -  If  you  fay  you  won't  give  'em,  I  muft  e'en  get 
'em  as  well  as  I  can. 

Sir  Char.  Hah  !  that  won't  do  ihen  I  find.   [Afide. 

L.  Grav.  Who's  there  ?  Mrs.  Edging  —  Your  keep- 
ing a  letter,  fir,  won't  keep  me,  I'll  art'ure  you. 
Enter  Edging. 

Edg.  Did  your  ladylhip  All  me,  madam  ? 

L.  Grav.  Ay,  child,  pray  do  me  the  favour  to  fetch 
my  fcarf  out  of  the  dining-room. 

Edg.  Yes,  madam  —  ;  - 

Sir  Char.   O  !  then  there's  hope  again.          [Afide. 

Edg.  Ha  !  me  looks  as  if  my  mailer  had  quarrell'd 
with  her;  I  hope  (he's  going  away  in  a  huff  --  (he 
lhan't  ftay  for  her  fcarf,  I  warrant  her  -  This  is 
pure.  \_Afide.  Exit  fmiling. 

L.  Grav.  Pray,  Sir  Charles,  before  I  go,  give  me 
leave  now,  after  all,  to  aflc  you  -  why  you  have 
us'd  me  thus  ? 

Sir  Char.  What  is  it  you  call  ufage,  madam  ! 

L.  Grav.  Why  then,  fince  you  will  have  it,  how 

comes  it  you  have  been  fo  grofily  carelefs  and  neg- 

B  c  leftful 
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leftful  of  me  of  late  ?  only  tell  me  ferioufly  wherein 

I  have  deferv'd  this. 

Sir  Char.  Why  then,   ferioufly,  madam 

Re-enter  Edging  -with  a  Scarf, 
We  are  interrupted 

Edg.  Here's  your  ladyfhip's  fcarf,  madam. 

L.  Gra-v.  Thank  you,    Mrs.  Edging. O  law  ! 

pray  will  you  let  fomebody  get  me  a  chair  to  the  door. 

Edg.  Humh  !  fhe  might  have  told  me  that  before, 
if  fhe  had  been  in  fuch  hafte  to  go  — —  [Exit. 

L.  Grew.  Now,  fir. 

Sir  Char.  Then  ferioufly,  I  fay,  I  am  of  late  grown 
fo  very  lazy  in  my  pleafures,  that  I  had  rather  lofe  a 
woman  than  go  through  the  plague  and  trouble  of 
having  or  keeping  her ;  and  to  be  free,  I  have  found 
fo  much  even  in  my  acquaintance  with  you,  whom 
I  confefs  to  be  a  miftrefs  in  the  art  of  pleafing,  that 
I  am  from  henceforth  refolv'd  to  follow  no  pleafure 

that  arifes  above  the  degree  of  amufement and 

that  woman  that  expefts  I  fhould  make  her  my  bofi- 

nefs ;  why like  my  bufinefs,  is  then  in  a  fair  way 

of  being  forgot  :  —When  once  fhe  comes  to  reproach 

me  with  vows,  and  ufage,  and  fluff 1  had  as  lief 

hear  her   talk  of  bills,  bonds,   and  ejectments  j  her 
paflion  becomes1  as  troublefome  as  a  law-fuit,  and  I 

would  as  foon  converfe  with  my  folicitor In  fhort, 

I  fh.ili  never  care  fix-pemje  for  any  woman  that  won't 
l>e  obedient — 

L.  Grav.  I'll  fvvenr,  fir,  you  have  a  very  free  way 
of  treating  people  ;  I  am  glad  I  am  fo  well  acquainted 

with  your  principles  however and  you'd  have  me 

, obedient  ? 

Sir  Ch'-r.   Why  not  ?  my  wife's  fo,  and  I  think  fhe 
h  pretence  ro  be  proud  as  your  ladyfhip. 

L.  Gru-v,  Lard !  is  there  no  chair  to  be  had  I  won- 


h 
L. 

.,_.,. 
hnter  r>dging» 

Edg.  Here's  a  chair,  madam. 

L.  Gru<v.   '  I'is  very  well,  Mrs.  Edging  :  pray 
you  let  fomebody  get  me  a  glafs  of  fair  water. 

Ed±.   Humh!   hjr  huffs  almoft  over,  I  fuppofe  — I 
ftc  h^'s  a  villa:r  i!;n.  [Exit. 

L.  Grav,  Weil!  that  was  the  prettiaft  fancy  about 

obedience 


Will 
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obedience  fure  that  ever  was  !  Certainly  a  woman  of 
condition  muft  be  infinitely  happy  under  t!  r  o.Minion 
of  fo  generous  a  lover!     '  But  how  came  you  to  for- 
get kicking  and  whipping  all  this  while  ?  met!) inks 
you  mould  not  have   left   fo  fafhionable  an  article 
out  of  your  fcheme  of  government. 
'   Sir  Char.  Um  !  No,  there  is  too  much  tjouble  in 
that  ;   though  I  have  known  'em  of  admire 
in    the   reformation  of  fome  humourlbme  g.nue- 
women. 

'  L.  Gra-v.'  But  one  thing  more  and  I  have  done — 
Pray  what  degree  of  fpirit  muft  the  lady  have,  that  is 
to  make  herfelf  happy  under  fomuch  freedom,  order 
and  tranquillity  ! 

Sir  Char.  O  !  me  muft  at  lead  have  as  much  fpirit 
as  your  lady/hip,  or  fhe'd  give  me  no  pleafure  iri 
breaking  it. 

L.  Gra<v.  No  ;  that  wou'd  be  troublefome You 

had  better  take  one  that's  broken  to  your  hand,  •  - 
'  there  are  fuch  fouls  to  be  hir'd  I  believe ;  things 
'  that  will  rub  your  temples  in  an  evening  'till  you 
'  fall  faft  afleep  in  their  laps.  Creatures  too  that 

*  think  their  wages   their  reward  :  I  fancy,   at  laft', 
'  that  will  be  the  beft  method  for  the  lazy  paffion  of 

*  a  married  man,  that  has  outliv'd  his   any  other 
'  fenfe  of  gratification.' 

Sir  Char.  Look  you,  madam,  — — I  have  lov'd  you 
very  well  a  great  while  ;  now  you  wou'd  have  me  iove 
you  better  and  longer,  which  is  not  ia  my  power  to 
do ;  and  I  don't  think  there's  a  plague  upon  earth, 
like  a  dun  that  comes  for  more  money  than  one's 
ever  likely  to  be  able  to  pay. 

L.  Gra<v.  A  dun  !  do  you  take  me  for  a  dun,  fir? 
do  I  come  a  dunning  to  you  ?  \Walks  in  a  beat. 

Sir  Char.  Hift  !  don't  expofe  yourfelf  — —  hcre'« 
company 

L.  Grav.  I  care  not— A  dun  !  You  mall  fee,  fir, 
I  can  revenge  an  affront,  though  I  defpife  the  wretch 
that  offers  it A  dun  !  O  !  1  could  die  with  laugh- 
ing at  the  fancy.  \Exlf. 

Sir  Char.  So !   fhe's  in  admirable  order Here^ 

comes  my  lord,  and  I'm  afraid  in  the  very  nick  or* 
ocoaiioa  for  her. 

B  6  £attr 
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Enter  Lord  Morelove. 

L.  Mor.  O  Charles !  Undone  again  !  all's  loft  and 
ruin'd. 

Sir  Char.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

L.  Mor.  I  have  been  playing  the  fool  yonder  even 
to  contempt ;  my  fenfelefs  jealoufy  has  confefs'd  a 
weaknefs  I  mall  never  forgive  myfelf — —She  has  in- 

lulted  on  it  to  that  degree  too I  can't  bear  the 

thought O  Charles  !  this  devil  ftill  is  miftrefs  of 

iny  heart,  and  I  cou'd  dam  my  brains  to  think  how 
grofly  too  I  have  let  her  know  it.  • 

Sir  Char.  Ah  !  how  it  would  tickle  her  if  me  faw 
you  in  this  condition  :  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Mor.  Pr'ythee  don't  torture  me  :  think  of  fome 
prefent  eafe,  or  I  fhall  burft 

Sir  Char.  Well,  well,  let's  hear,  pray what  has 

Ihe  done  to  you  ?  Ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Mor.  Why  ever  fince  I  left  you,  ftie  treated  me 
with  fo  much  coolnefs  and  ill-nature,  and  that  thing 
of  a  lord  with  fo  much  laughing  eafe,  fuch  an  ac- 
quainted, fuch  a  fpiteful  familiarity,  that  at  the  lait 
fhe  faw  and  triurnph'd  in  my  uneaiinefs. 

Sir  Char.  Well !  and  fo  you  left  the  room  in  a  pet  ? 
ha! 

L.  Mor.  O  worfe,  worfe  ftill!  for  at  la  ft,  with  half 
fliame  and  anger  in  my  looks,  1  thruft  myfelf  between 
iny  lord  and  her,  prefs'd  her  by  the  hand,  and  in  a 
\vhifper  trembling  begg'd  her  in  pity  of  herfelf  and 
jr.e  to  mew  her  good-humour  only  where  Ihe  knew  it 
was  truly  valu'd ;  at  which  me  broke  from  me  with  a 
told  fraile,  fat  her  down  by  the  peer,  whifper'd  him, 
and  burft  into  a  loud  laughter  in  my  face. 

Sir  Char.  Ha!1  ha  !  then  would  I  have  given  fifty 
pound  to  have  feen  your  face:  Why,  what  in  the 
name  of  common  fenfe,  had  you  to  do  with  humili- 
ty ?  Will  you  never  have  enough  on't  ?  Death  !  'twas 
.jetting  a  lighted  match  to  gunpowder  to  blow  your- 
ielf  up. 

L.  Mor.  I  fee  my  folly  now,  Charles — but  what 
/hall  1  do  with  the  remains  of  life  that  flie  has  left 
me  ? 

Sir  Char.  O,  throw  it  at  her  feet  by  all  means,  put 

on  your  tragedy  face,  catch  fail  hold  of  her  petticoat, 

2  whip 
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whip  out  your  handkerchief,  and  in  point  blank  verfe, 
defire  her  one  way  or  other,  to  make  an  end  of  the 
bufinefs.  [/»  a  whining  tone. 

L.  Mor.  What  a  fool  doft  thou  make  me  ? 

Sir  Char.  I  only  mew  you,  as  you  came  out  of  her 
hands,  my  lord. 

L.  Mor.  How  contemptibly  have  I  behav'd  myfelf  ? 

Sir  Char.  That's  according  as  you  bear  her  beha- 
viour. 

L.  Mor.  Bear  it !  no:  I  thank  you,  Charles 

thou  hail  wak'dme  now  ;  and  if  I  bear  it What 

have  you  done  with  my  Lady  Graveairs  ? 

Sir  Char.  Your  bufinefs,  I  believe She's  ready 

for  you,  Ihe's  juil  gone  down  ftairs,  and  if  you  don't 
make  hafte  after  her,  I  expeft  her  back  again  with  a 
knife  or  a  piftol,  prefently. 

L.  Mor.  I'll  go  this  minute. 

Sir  Char.  No,  ftay  a  little,  here  comes  my  lord. 
We'll  fee  what  we  can  get  out  of  him  firit. 
Enter  Lord  Foppington. 

L.  Fop.  Nay,  pr'ythee,   Sir  Charles,  let's  have  a 

little  of  thee We  have  been   fo  chagrin  without 

thee,  that,  flop  my  breath,  the  ladies  are  gone  half 
afleep  to  church  for  want  of  thy  company. 

Sir  Char.  That's  hard  indeed,  while  your  lordlhip 
was  among  'em:  Is  Lady  Betty  gone  too  ? 

L.  Fop.  She    was  juft    upon    the   wing But  I 

caught  her  by  the  fnuff-box,  and  me  pretends  to  ilay 
to  fee  if  I'll  give  it  her  again,  or  no. 

L.  Mor.  Death  !   'tis  that  I  gave  her,  and  the  only 

prefent  me  ever  would  receive  from  me Afk  him 

,how  he  came  by  it  ?  {Afede  to  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Char.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  uneafy Did  flie 

give  it  you,  my  lord  ? 

L.  Fop.   Faith,  Charles,  I  can't  fay  me  did,  or  flie 
did  not,  but  we  were  playing  the  fool,  and  I  took  it 

— a,  la Pmah  !  I  can't  tell  thee  in  French  neither, 

but  Horace  touches  it  to  a  nicety 'twas  Pignus 

direptum  male  pertinaci. 

L.  Mor.  So!   but  I  muft  bear  it If  your  lord- 

fhip  has  a  mind  to  the  box,  I'll  Hand  by  you  in  the 
keeping  of  it. 

L.  Fop.  My  lord,  I'm  paffionately  oblig'd  to  you, 

but 


3*      THE    CARELESS  HUSBAND. 

but  I  am  afraid  I  cannot  anfwer  your  hazarding  fo 

much  of  the  lady's  favour. 

L.  Mor.  Not  at  all,  my  lord  :  'tis  poflible  I  may  not 
have  the  fame  regard  to  her  frown  that  your  lordfhip 
has. 

Z/.  Fop.  That's  a  bite,  I  am  fure  he'd  give  a 

joint  of  his  little  finger  to  be  as  well  with  her   as  I 
am.    [4/ide.]    But  here  fhe  comes  !  Charles,  Hand  by 

me Muft  not  a  man  be  a  vain  coxcomb  now,  to 

think  this  creature  follow'd  one? 

Sir  Char.  Nothing  fo  plain,  my  lord. 

L.  Fop.  Flattering  devil ! 

Enter  Lady  Betty. 

L.  Bet,  Pihah  !  my  Lord  Foppington  !  Pr'ythee 
don't  play  the  fool  now,  but  give  me  my  fnuff-box 
Sir  Charles,  help  me  to  take  it  from  him. 

Sir  Chart  You  know  I  hate  trouble,  madam. 

L.  Bet.  Pooh !  You'll  make  me  ftay  'till  prayers  are 
half  over  now. 

L.  Fop.  If  you'll  promife  me  not  to  go  to  church, 
I'll  give  it  you. 

L.  Bet.  I'll  promife  nothing  at  all,  for  pofitively  I 
will  have  it.  [Struggling  with  him. 

L.  Fop.  Then  comparatively  I  won't  part  with  it, 
ha  !  ha  !  [Struggle;  iviih  her* 

L.  Bet.  O  you  devil !  you  have  kill'd  my  arm  !  Oh  ! 
Well — if  you'll  let  me  have  it,  I'll  give  you  a  better. 

L.  Mor.  O  Charles !  that  has  a  view  of  diitnnt 
kindnefs  in  it.  \,Afide  to  Sir  Charles. 

L.  Fop.  Nay,  now  I  keep  it  fuperlatively 1  find 

there's  a  fecret  value  in  it. 

L.  Bet.  O  difmal !  upon  my  word,  I  am  only  afliam'd 
to  give  it  you.  Do  you  think  I  wou'-l  offer  fuch  an 
odious  fancy'd  thing  to  any  body  I  had  the  lead  va- 
lue for  ? 

Sir  Char.  Now  it  comes  a  little  nearer,  methinks 
it  does  not  feem  to  be  any  kindnefs  at  all. 

\Afide  to  Lord  Morelove. 

L.  Fop.  Why,  really,  madam,  upon  fecond  view, 
it  has  not  extremely  the  mode  of  a  lady's  utenfil :  are 
you  fure  it  never  held  any  thing  but  fnuff ! 

L.  Bet.  O!  you  monfh-r! 

L.  Foj>.  Nay,  I  only  afk,  becaufe  it  fcems  to  me 

to 
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to  have  very  much  the  air  and  fancy  of  Monfleur 
Smoakandfot's  tobacco-box. 

L.  Mor.  I  can  bear  no  more. 

Sir  Char.  Why  don't  then  ;  I'll  ftep  into  the  com- 
pany, and  return  to  your  relief  immediately.  [Exit. 

L.  Mor.  [To  L.  Bet.]  Come,  madam,  will  your  la- 
dyfhip  give  me  leave  to  end  the  difference  — —  fince 
the  llightnefs  of  the  thing  may  let  you  beftow  it  with- 
out any  mark  of  favour,  fhall  I  beg  it  of  your  lady- 
fliip? 

L.  Bet.  O  my  lord,  no  body  fooner 1  beg  you 

give  it  my  lord. 

[Looking  earneft'.y  on  L.  Fop.  ivbo  fmiling  gives  it  to 
L.  Mor.   and  then  bows  gravely  to  her.] 

L.  Mor.  Only  to  have  the  honour  of  reftoring  it  to 
your  lordfhip  ;  and  if  there  be  any  other  trifle  of 
mine,  your  iordfhip  has  a  fancy  to,  tho'  it  were  a 
miftrefs,  I  don't  know  any  perfon  in  the  world  who 
has  fo  good  a  claim  to  my  resignation. 

L.  Fop.  O  my  lord  this  generofuy  will  diftracl  me. 

L.Mor.  My  lord,  I  do  you  but  common  juftice  : 
but  from  your  converfation,  I  had  never  known  the 
true  value  of  the  fex.  You  pofitively  underftand  'em 
the  bell  of  any  man  breathing,  therefore  I  think  every 
one  of  common  prudence  ought  to  refign  to  you. 

L.  Fop.  Then  pofitively  your  lordfhip's  the  molt 
obliging  perfon  in  the  world,  for  I'm  fure  your  judg- 
ment can  never  like  any  woman  that  is  not  the  ficell 
creature  in  the  univerfe.  [Bowing  to  L.  Betty. 

L.  Mor.  O  1  your  Iordfhip  does  me  too  much  honour, 
I  have  the  worit  judgment  in  the  world,  no  man  ha> 
been  more  deceiv'd  in  it. 

L.  Fop.  Then  your  lordfhip,  I  prefume,  has  been  apt 
to  choefe  in  a  malk,  or  by  candle-light. 

L.  Mor.  In  a  maflt  indeed,  my  lord,  and  of  all 
mafics  the  molt  dangerous. 

L.  Fop.  Pray  what's  that,  my  lord? 

Z,.  Mor.  A  bare  face. 

L.  Fop.  Your  Iordfhip  will  pardon  me,  if  I  don't  fo 
really  comprehend  how  a  woman's  bare  face  can  hide 
her  fece. 

L.  Mor.  It  often  hides  her  heart,  my  lord,  and  there- 
fert  I  think  it  fometimes  a  more  dangerous  mafk  than 

a  piece 
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a  piece  of  velvet :  that's  rather  a  mark  than  a  dif- 
guife  of  an  ill  woman  :  but  the  mifchiefs  flculking  be- 
hind a  beauteous  form,  give  no  warning ;  they  are 
always  fure,  fatal,  and  innumerable. 

L.  Bet.  O  barbarous  afperfion  !  my  Lord  Fopping- 
ton,  have  you  nothing  to  lay  for  the  poor  women  ? 

L.  Fop.  I  muft  confefs,  madam,  nothing  of  this  na- 
ture ever  happen'd  in  my  courfe  of  amours :  I  always 
judge  the  beauteous  form  of  a  woman  to  be  the  molt 
agreeable  pan  of  her  composition,  and  when  once  a 
lady  does  me  the  honour  to  tofs  that  into  my  arms,  I 
think  myfelf  obliged  in  good-nature,  not  to  quarrel 
about  the  reft  of  her  equipage. 

L.  Set.  Why  ay,  my  lord,  there's  fome  good  hu- 
jnour  in  that  now. 

L.  Mor.  He's  happy  in  a  plain,  Englifh  ftomach, 
madam.  I  could  recommend  a  difh  that's  perfectly 
to  your  lordfhip's  guft,  where  beauty  is  the  only  fauce 
to  it. 

L.  Bet.  So ! 

L.  Fop.  My  lord,  when  my  wine's  right,  I  never 
care  it  Ihould  be  zeited. 

L.  Mor.  I  know  fome  ladies  would  thank  you  for 
that  opinion. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord  Morelove's  really  grown  fuch  a 
chu-rl  to  the  women,  I  don't  only  think  he  is  not,  but 
can't  conceive  how  he  ever  could  be  in  love. 

L.  Mor.  Upon  my  word,  madam,  I  once  thought  I 
was.  -  [Smiling. 

L.  Bet.  Fy  !  fy  !  how  could  you  think  fo  ?  I  fancy 
now  you  had  only  a  mind  to  domineer  over  fome  poor 
creature,  and  fo  you  thought  you  were  in  love ;  ha! 
ha! 

L.Mor.  The  lady  I  lov'd,  madam,  grew  fo  unfor- 
tunate in  her  conduct,  that  (he  at  laft  brought  me  to 
treat  her  with  the  fame  indifference  and  civility  as  I 
now  pay  your  ladyfhip. 

L.  Bet.  And  ten  to  one,  jufl  at  that  time  Ihe  never 
thought  you  fuch  tolerable  company. 

L.  Mor.  That  I  can't  fay,  madam,  for  at  that  time 
me  grew  fo  aftecled,  there  was  no  judging  of  her 
thoughts  at  all.  [Mimicking  her. 

I.  Bet. 
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L.  Bet.  What,  and  fo  you  left  the  poor  lady!  O 
you  inconltant  creature! 

L.  Mcr.  No,  madam,  to  have  lov'd  heron  had  been 
inconftancy;  for  me  was  never  two  hours  together  the 
fame  woman.  [L.  Bet.  and  L.  Mor./eewto  talk. 

L.  Fop.  {Afede.}  Ha !  ha!  ha!  I  fee  he  has  a  mind 
to  abufe  her;  fo  I'll  e'en  give  him  an  opportunity  of 

doing  his  bullnefs  with  her  at  once  for  ever My 

lOrd,  I  perceive  your  lordfhip's  going  to  be  good  com- 
pany to  the  lady,  and  for  her  fake  I  don't  think  it 
good  manners  in  me  to  dilturb  you  — _. 
Enter  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Char.   My  Lord  Foppington  ! 

L.  Fop.  O  Charles!  I  was  juit  wanting  thee — Hark 

thee 1  have  three  thoufand  fecrets  for  thee 1 

have  made  fuch  difcoveries !  to   tell  thee  all  in   one 

word Morelove's  as  jealous  of  me  as  the  devil ; 

heh  !  heh  1  hch  ! 

Sir  Char.  Is't  poffible?  has  (he  given  him  any  oc- 
cafion  ? 

L.  Fop.  Only  rally 'd  him  to  death  upon  my  ac- 
count; ihe  told  me  within,  juit  now,  fhe'd  ule  him 
like  a  dog,  and  begg'd  me  to  draw  off  for  an  oppor- 
tunity. 

Sir  Char.  O  !  keep  in  while  the  fcent  lies,  and  (he's 
your  own,  my  lord. 

L.  Fop.  I  can't  tell  that,  Charles,  but  I'm  fure  (he's 
fairly  unharbour'd,  and  when  once  I  throw  off  my  in- 
clinations, I  ufually  follow  'em  'till  the  game  has 
enough  on't ;  and  between  thee  and  I  (he's  pretty  well 
blown  too,  (he  can't  (land  long,  I  believe ;  for,  curfe 
catch  me,  if  I  have  not  rid  down  half  a  thoufand 
pound  after  her  already. 

Sir  Char.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

L.  Fop.  I  have  loft  five  hundred  to  her  at  piquet 
fince  dinner. 

Sir  Char.  You  are  a  fortunate  man,  faith  ;  you  are 
refolv'd  not  to  be  thrown  out,  I  fee. 

L.  Fop.  Hang  it!  What  mould  a  man  come  out  for, 
if  he  does  not  keep  up  the  fport  ? 

Sir  Char.  Well  pufti'd,  my  lord. 

L.  Fop.  Tayo!  have  at  her 

Sir  Char. 
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Sir  Char,  Down!  down  !  my  lord ah 'ware 

haunches. 

L.  Fop.  Ah!  Charles  [Embracing him]  Pr'ythee  let's 
obfcrve  a  little,  there's  a  fooliih  cur,  now  I  have  run 
her  to  a  ftand,  has  a  mind  to  be  at  her  by  himfelf,  and 
thou  malt  fee  Ihe  won't  ftir  out  of  her  way  for  him. 

{Tbeyjlandafede. 

L.  Mar.  Ha  !  ha  !  Your  ladymip's  very  grave  of  a 
fudden,  you  look  as  if  your  lover  had  infolently  reco- 
ver'd  his  common  fenfes. 

L,  Bet.  And  your  lordfhip  is  fo  very  gay,  and  unlike 
yourfelf,  one  vvou'd  fwear  you  were  juft  come  from 
the  pleafure  of  making  your  miftrefs  afraid  of  you. 

L.Mor.  No,  faith,  quite  contrary for  do  you 

know,  madam,  I  have  juft  found  out,  that  upon  your 
account  I  have  made  myfelf  one  of  the  moft  ridicu- 
lous puppies  upon  the  face  of  the  earth 1  have 

upon  my  faith  ! nay  and   fo  extravagantly  fuch 

ha  !  ha  !  ha!  that  it's  at  laft  become  a  jeft  even 

to  myfelf;  and  I  can't  help  laughing  at  it  for  the  foul 
of  me  ;  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Bet.  1  want  to  cure  him  of  that  laugh  now. 
\AJide, "\  My  lord,  fince  you  are  fo  generous,  I'll  tell 
you  another  fecret :  do  you  know  too,  that  I  ftill 
find  (fpite  of  all  your  great  wifdom,  and  my  contemp- 
tible qualities,  as  you  are  pleas'd  now  and  then  to 
call  them  :)  do  you  know,  I  fay,  that  I  fee  under  all 
this,  you  ftill  love  me  with  the  fame  helplefs  paffion  ; 
and  can  your  vaft  forefight  imagine  I  won't  ufe  you 
accordingly,  for  thefe  extraordinary  airs  you  are 
pleas'd  to  give  yourfelf? 

L.  Mor.  O  by  all  means,  madam,  'tis  fit  you  mould, 
and  I  expeft  it,  whenever  it  is  in  your  power — Confu- 
fion!  \Afede. 

L.  Bet.  My  lord,  you  have  talk'd  to  me  this  half 
hour,  without  confeffing  pain.  [Pau/es  and  off  efts  to 
gape,~\  Only  remember  it. 

L.Mor.  Hell  and  tortures! 

L.  Bet.  What  did  you  fay,  my  lord? 

L.  Mor,  Fire  and  furies  ! 

L.  Btt.  Ha  !  ha  !  he's  diforder'd — Now  I  am  eafy 
— My  Lord  Foppington,  have  you  a  mind  to  your  re- 
venge at  piquet  I 

L.Faf. 
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L.  Fop,  I  have  always  a  mind  to  an  opportunity  of 
entertaining  your  ladyfhip,  madam. 

[L.  Bet.  coquets  with  L.  Fop. 

L.  Mor.  O  Charles the  iufolence  of  this  wo- 
man might  furnifh  out  a  thoufand  devils. 

Sir  Char.  And  your  temper  is  enough  to  furnifh 
out  a  thoufand  fuch  women — Come  away — I  have 
bufinefs  for  you  upon  the  terrace. 

L.  Mor.  Let  me  but  fpeak  one  word  to  her 

Sir  Char,  Not  a  fyllable — the  tongue's  a  weapon 
you'll  always  have  the  woril  at :  For  I  lee  you  have  no 
guard,  arid  fhe  carries  a  deviliih  edge. 

L.  Bet.  My  lord,  don't  let  any  thing  I've  faid 
frighten  you  away  ;  for  if  you  have  the  leaft  inclina- 
tion to  flay  and  rail,  you  know  the  oid  conditions  ; 
'tis  but  your  afking  me  pardon  next  day,  and  you  may 
give  your  paffion  any  liberty  you  think  fit. 

L.  Mor.  Daggers  and  death  ! 

Sir  Char.  Is  the  man  dillracted  ? 

L.  Mor.  Let  me  fpeak  to  her  now,  or  I  (hall  burft — 

Sir  Char.  Upon  condition  you'll  fpeak  no  more  of 
her  to  me,  my  lord,  do  as  you  pleafe. 

L.  Mor.  Pr'ythee  pardon  me — I  know  not  what  to 
do. 

Sir  Char.  Come  along — I'll  fet  you  to  work  I  war- 
rant you Nay,  nay,  none  of  your  parting  ogles- 
will  you  go  ? 

L.  Mor.  Yes and  I  hope  for  ever • 

[Exit  Sir  Char,  pulling  aivay  L.  Mor. 

L.Fop.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  Did  ever  mortal  monfter  fet 
up  for  a  lover  with  fuch  unfortunate  qualifications  ? 

L.  Bet.  Indeed,  my  Lord  Morelove  has  fomething 
ftrangely  fingular  in  his  manner. 

L.  Fop.  I  thought  I  mould  have  burft  to  fee  the 
creature  pretend  to  rally,  and  give  himfelf  the  airs  of 

one  of  Us But,  run  me  through,  madam,  your 

ladyfhip  pum'd  like  a  fencing-mailer  ;  that  laft  thruft 
was  a  coup  de  grace,  I  believe I'm  afraid  his  ho- 
nour will  hardly  meet  your  ladyfhip  in  hafte  again. 

L.  Bet.  Not  unlefs  his  fecond,  Sir  Charles,  keeps 

him  better  in  pra&ice,  perhaps Well,  the  humour 

of  this  creature  has  done  me  fignal  fervice  to-day,  I 
mult  keep  it  up  for  fear  of  a  fecond  engagement.  [JjiJe* 

L.fop. 
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L.  Fop.  Never  was  poor  wit  fo  foiPd  at  his  own 
weapon  fure. 

L.  Bet.  Wit  ?  Had  he  ever  any  pretence  to  it  ? 

L.  Fop.  Ha !  ha  !  he  has  not  much  in  love,  I 
think,  though  he  wears  the  reputation  of  a  very  pret- 
ty young  fellow,  among  fome  fort  of  people  ;  but, 
Itrike  me  ftupid,  if  ever  I  could  difcover  common 
fenfe  in  all  the  progrefs  of  his  amours  :  he  expects  a 
woman  Ihould  like  him  for  endeavouring  to  convince 
her,  that  me  has  not  one  good  quality  belonging  to 
the  whole  compofition  of  her  foul  and  body. 

L.  Bet.  That,  I  fuppofe,  is  only  in  a  modeft  hope, 
that  (he'll  mend  her  faults,  to  qualify  herfelf  for  his 
vaft  merit,  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Fcp.  Poor  Morelove,  I  fee  (he  can't  endure 
him.  [Ajide. 

L.  Bet.  Or  if  one  really  had  all  thofe  faults,  he 
does  not  confider,  that  fmcerity  in  love  is  as  much 
out  of  faihion  as  fweet  fnufY?  nobody  takes  it  now. 

L.  Fop.  O  !  no  mortal,  madam,  unlefs  it  be  here 
and  there  a  Squire,  that's  making  his  lawful  court  to 
the  cherry-cheek  charms  of  my  lord  bifhop's  great  fat 
daughter  in  the  country. 

L.  Bet.  O  what  a  furfeiting  couple  has  he  put  to- 
gether   [Throwing  her  hand  carelejly  upon  bis. 

L.  Fcp.  Fond  of  me,  by  all  that's  tender Poor 

fool,  I'll  give  thee  eafe  immediately.  [AJide.~\ — But, 
madam,  you  were  pleas'd  juft  now  to  ofter  me  my 
revenge  at  piquet — Now  here's  nobody  within,  and 
I  think  we  can't  make  ufe  of  a  better  opportunity. 

Z,.  Bet.  O  !  no  :  not  now,  my  lord  ! 1  have  a 

favour  I  wou'd  fain  beg  of  you  firft. 

L.  Fop.  But  time,  madam,  is  very  precious,  in  this 
place,  and  I  fhall  not  eafily  forgive  myfelf,  if  I  don't 
take  him  by  the  forelock. 

Z.  Bet.  But  I  have  a  great  mind  to  have  a  little 
more  fport  with  my  lord  Morelove  firft,  and  wou'd 
fain  beg  your  afliftance. 

L.  Fop.  O  !  with  all  my  heart  ;  and,  upon  fecond 
thoughts,  I  don't  know  but  piquing  a  rival  in  public, 
may  be  as  good  fport,  as  being  well  with  a  miftrefs 
in  private  :  for,  after  all,  the  pleafure  of  a  fine  wo- 
man is  like  that  of  her  virtue,  not  fo  much  in  the 

thing, 
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,  as  the  reputation  of  having  it.  [AJide.] — Well, 
madam,  but  how  can  I  ferve  you  in  this  affair  ? 

L.  Bet.  Why  methought,  as  my  lord  Morelove 
went  out,  he  fhew'd  a  ftern  refentment  in  his  look, 
that  feem'd  to  threaten  me  with  rebellion,  and  down- 
right defiance  :  now  I  have  a  great  fancy  that  you  and 
I  mould  follow  him  to  the  terrace,  and  laugh  at  his 
refolution  before  he  has  time  to  put  it  in  practice. 

L.  Fop.  And  fo  punifti  his  fault  before  he  commits 
it  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  1 

L.  Bet.  Nay,  we  won't  give  him  time,  if  his  cou- 
rage mould  fail,  to  repent  it. 

L.  Fop.  Ha!  hal  ha!  let  me  blood,  if  I  don't 
long  to  be  at  it,  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Bet.  O  !  'twill  be  fuch  divcrfion  to  fee  him  bite 
his  lips,  and  broil  within,  only  with  feeing  us  ready 
to  fplit  our  fides  in  laughing  at  nothing,  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Fop.  Ha  !  ha  !  I  lee  the  creature  does  really  like 
me.  \_Afed e.~\  And  then,  madam,  to  hear  him  hum  a 
broken  piece  of  a  tune,  in  affe&ation  of  his  not 
minding  us — 'twill  be  fo  tooliih,  when  we  know  he 
loves  us  to  death  all  the  while,  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Bet.  And  if  at  laft  his  fage  mouth  mould  open, 
in  furly  contradiction  of  our  humour,  then  will  we, 
in  pure  oppoution  to  his,  immediately  fall  foul  upon 
every  thing  that  is  not  gallant  and  fafhionable  j  con- 
itancy  mail  be  the  mark  of  age  and  uglinefs,  virtue 
a  jell,  we'll  rally  difcretion  out  of  doors,  lay  gravity 
at  our  feet,  and  only  love,  free  love,  diforder,  liberty, 
and  pleafure,  be  our  Handing  principles. 

L.  Fop.  Madam,  you  tranfport  me:  for  if  ever  I 
was  obliged  to  nature  for  any  one  tolerable  qualifica- 
tion, 'twas  pofitively  the  talent  of  being  exuberantly 

pleafant  upon  this  fubjeft 1  am  impatient my 

fancy's  upon  the  wing  already let's  fly  to  him. 

L.  Bet.  No,  no  ;  ftay  'till  I'm  juft  got  out,  our  go- 
ing together  won't  be  fo  proper. 

L.  Fop.  As  your  ladymip  pleafes,  madam But 

whea  this  affair  is  over,  you  won't  forget  that  I've  a 
certain  revenge  due. 

L.  Bet.  Ay  !  ay  !  after  fupper  I  am  for  you — Nay, 

you  fhan't  Itir  a  ftep,  my  lord 

[Seeing  her  to  rt-t  dear. 
L.  Fop. 
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L.  Fop.  Only  to  tell  you,  you  have  fixt  me  your$ 
to  the  lafl  exiftenceof  my  foul's  eternal  entity 

L.  Bet.  O,  your  fervant.  [Exit. 

L.  Fop.  Ha  !  ha  !  ftark  mad  for  me,  by  all  that's 
handfome  !  Poor  Morelove  1  That  a  fellow  who  has 
ever  been  abroad,  mould  think  a  woman  of  her  fpirit 
is  to  be  taken  as  the  Confederates  do  towns,  by  a  re- 
gular fiege,  when  fo  many  of  the  French  fuccefles 
might  have  fhewn  him  the  furell  way  is  to  whifper 

the  governor *  How  can  a  coxcomb  give  him- 

'  felf  the  fatigue  of  bombarding  a  woman's  under- 
'  Handing,,  when  he  may  with  fo  much  eafe  make 

'  a  friend  of  her  conftitution I'll  fee  if  I  can  fhew 

'  him  a  little  French  play  with  lady  Betty let  me 

fee — Ay,  Pll  make  an  end  of  it  the  old  way,  get  her 
into  piquet  at  her  own  lodgings — not  mind  one  tittle 
of  my  play,  give  her  every  game  before  me's  half  up, 
that  fhe  may  judge  the  ftrength  of  my  inclination,  by 
my  hafte  of  lofing  up  to  her  price  ;  then  of  a  fudden, 
with  a  familiar  leer,  cry— Rat  piquet fweep  coun- 
ters, cards,  and  money,  all  upon  the  floor,  &  done 
— •  L  'affaire  eft  faite.  [Exit. 


A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E,   The  Cajlk  Terrace. 

Enter  Lady  Betty  and  Lady  Eafy. 
L.  Eafy.  71  /TY  dear,  you  really  talk  to  me  as  if  I 
.IVJL  were  your  lover,  and  not  your  friend  ; 
or  elfe  I  am  fo  dull,   that  by  all  you've  faid  I  can't 

make  the  leaft  guefs  at  your  real  thoughts Can 

you  be  ferious  for  a  moment  ? 

L.  Bet.  Not  eafily  :  but  I  would  do  more  to  oblige 
you. 

L.  Eafy.  Then  pray  deal  ingenuoufly,  and  tell  me 
without  referve,  are  you  fure  you  don't  love  my  lord 
Morelove  ? 

L.  Bet.  Then  ferio.ufly I  think  not But  be- 

caufe  I   won't  be  pofitive,   you   fhall  judge   by  the 
worft  of  my  fymptoms — — Firlt,  I  own  1  like  his  con- 

verfation,  his  perfon  has  neither- fault  nor  beauty 

well   enough 1   don't  remember  I  ever  fecretly 

8  uifli'd 
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•   wilh'd  myfelf  married  to  him,  or— — that  I  ever  fe- 
rioufly  refolv'd  again  ft  it. 

L.  Eajy.  Well,  fo  far  you  are  tolerably  fafe     • 

But  come as  to  his  manner  of  addreffing  to  you, 

what  effedl  has  that  had  ? 

L.  Bet.  I  am  not  a  little  pleas'd  to  obferve,  few 
men  follow  a  woman  with  the  fame  fatigue  and  fpirit, 

that  he   does   me am   more  plens'd  when  he  lets 

me  ufe  him  ill ;  and  if  ever  I  have  a  favourable  thought 
of  him,  'tis  when  I  fee  he  can't  bear  that  ufage. 

L.  Eajy.  Have  a  care,  that  laft  is  a  dangerous 
fymptom he  pleafes  your  pride,  I  find. 

L.  Bet.  Oh  !  perfectly  :  in  that 1  own  no  mor- 
tal ever  can  come  up  to  him. 

L.  Eajy.  But  now,  my  dear  !  now  comes  the  main 
point— jealoufy  !  Are  you  fure  you  have  never  been 
tonch'd  with  it  ?  Tell  me  that,  with  a  fafe  confcience, 
and  then  I'll  pronounce  you  clear. 

L.  Bet.  Nay,  then  I  defy  him;  for  poiidvely  I  was 
never  jealous  in  my  life. 

L.  Eajy.  How,  madam,  have  you  never  been  ftirr'd 
enough,  to  think  a  woman  ftrangely  forward  for  be- 
ing a  little  familiar  in  talk  with  him  ?  Or  are  you 
fare  his  gallantry  to  another,  never  gave  you  the  lealt 
diforder  ?  Were  you  never,  upon  no  accident,  in  an 
apprehenfion  of  lofing  him  r 

L.  Bet.  Hah  !  Why,  madam— Blefs  me  !— wh — 
Vv-h — why  fure  you  don't  call  this  jealoufy,  my  dear  ? 

L.  Eajy.  Nay,  nay,  that  is  not  the  bufmefs — Have 
you  ever  felt  any  thing  of  this  nature,  madam  ? 

L.  Bet.  Lord  !  don't  be  fo  hafty,  my  dear any 

thing  of  this  nature O  Lud  !  I  fwear  I  don't  like 

it  :   dear  creature,   bring  me  off  here  ;   for  I  am  half 
flighted  out  of  my  wits. 

L.  Eajy.  Nay,  if  you  can't  rally  upon 't,  your 
wound  is  not  over  deep,  I  am  afraid. 

L.  Bet.  Well,  that's  comfortably  faid,  however. 

L.  Eajy.  But  come  to  the  point how  far  have 

you  been  jealous  ? 

L.  Bet.  Why — O  blefs  me  !  he  gave  the  mufic  one 
night  to  my  lady  Languifn  here  upon  the  terrace  : 
and  (tho*  me  and  I  were  very  good  friends)  I  remem- 
ber I  could  not  fpe.ik  to  her  in  a  week  for't — Oh  ! 

L.  Eafy. 
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L.  Eajy.  Nay,   now  you  may  laugh,  if  you  can  ; 

for,  take  my  word,  the  marks  are  upon  you But 

come — what  elfe  ? 

L.  Bet.  6  nothing  elfe,  upon  my  word,  my  dear. 

L.  Eajy.  Well,  one  word  more,  and  then  I  give 
fentence ;  fuppofe  you  were  heartily  convinc'd  that 
he  aftually  follow'd  another  woman  ? 

L.  Bet.  But  pray,  my  dear,  what  occafion  is  there 
to  fuppofe  any  fuch  thing  at  all  ? 

L.  Eajy.  Guilty,  upon  my  honour. 

L.  Bet.  Plhah  !  I  defy  him  to  fay,  that  ever  I 
own'd  any  inclination  for  him. 

L.  Eafy.  No,  but  you  have  given  him  terrible  leave 
to  guefs  it. 

L.  Bet.  If  ever  you  fee  us  meet  again,  you'll  have 
but  little  reafon  to  think  fo,  I  can  affure  you. 

L.  Eaiy.  That  I  lhall  fee  prefendy  ;  for  here  comes 
Sir  Charles,  and  I  am  fure  my  lord  can't  be  far  off. 
Enter  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Char.  Servant,   lady  Betty My  dear,  how 

do  you  do  ? 

L.  Eajy.   At  your  fcrvice,  my  d.Mr but  pray 

v  hat  have  you  done  with  my  lord  More  love  ? 

L.  Bet.  Ay,  Sir  Charles,  pray  how  does  your  pu- 
pil do  ?  Have  you  any  hopes  of  him  r  Is  he  dociblc  ? 

'  Sir  Char.  Well,  madam,  to  confefs  your  triumph 
'  over  me,  as  well  as  him,  I  own  my  hopes  of  him 
'  are  loft.  I  offered  what  I  cou'd  to  his  initruction, 
'  but  he's  incorrigibly  yours,  and  undone — and  the 
'  news,  1  prefume,  docs  not  difpleafe  your  ladyfhip  r 

'  L.  Bet.  Fy,   fy,  Sir  Charles,  you  difparage  my 

*  friend ;  I  am  afraid  you  don't  take  pains  with  him. 
'   Sir  CLar.  Ha  !  1  fancy,  lady  Betty,  your  good- 

*  nature  won't  let  you  fleep  o'nights  :  don't  you  love 

*  dearly  to  hurt  people  ? 

'  L.  Bet.  O,  yourfervant ;  then  without  a  jeft,  the 
'  man  is  fo  unfortunate  in  his  want  of  patience,  that, 
'  let  me  die,  if  I  don't  often  pity  him. 

'  Sir  Char.  Ha  !  ftrange  goodnefs— O  that  I  were 

*  your  lover  for  a  month  or  two.     . 
''   L.Bet.  What  then  ! 

'  Sir  Char.  I  wou'd  make  that  pretty  heart's  blood 

*  of  yours  akc  in  a  fortnight. 
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*  L.  Bet.  Hugh 1  ftioulcl  hate  you,  your  afTur- 

"*  -a nee  would  make  your  addrefs  intolerable. 

'  Sir  Char.  1  believe  it  wou'd,  for  I'd  never  ad- 

•  -drefs  to  you  at  all. 

*  Z.  Bet.  O  !  you  clown  you! 

[Hitting  him  with  her  fan. 

'  Sir  Char.  Why,  what  to  do  ?  to  feed  a  difeas'd 
'  pride,  that's  eternally  "breaking  out  in  the  affefta- 
'  tion  of  an  ill-nature  that — in  my  corrfcience  I  be- 

*  lieve  is  but  affectation. 

'  L.  Bet.  You,  nor  your  friend,  have  no  great  rea- 
**  fon  to  complain  of  my  fondnefs,  I  believe,  Ha  !  ha! 
'  ha!' 

Sir  Char.  [Looking  earneftly  on  her.]  Thou  infolent 
creature  !  How  can  you  make  a  jell  of  a  man,  whofe 
whole  life's  but  one  continued  torment  from  your 
want  of  common  gratitude  ? 

L.  Bet.  Torment  !  for  my  part,  I  really  believe 
him  as  eafy  as  you  are. 

S.ir  Char.  Poor  intolerable  affeclation  !  You  kno\r 
the  contrary,  you  know  him  blindly  yours;  you  know 
your  power,  and  the  whole  pleafure  of  your  life's  the 
pcor  and  low  abuie  of  it. 

L.  Bet.  Pray,  how  do  I  abufe  it if  I  have  any 

power  ? 

Sir  Char.  You  drive  him  to  extremes  that  make  him. 
mad,  then  punifh  him  for  ailing  againft  his  reafon  : 
you've  almoft  turn'd  his  brain,  '  his  common  judg- 
'  ment  fails  him ;'  he's  now,  at  this  very  moment, 
driven  by  his  defpair  upon  a  projeft,  in  hopes  to  free 
him  from  your  power,  that  I  am  fenfible,  and  fa 
inuft  any  one  be  that  has  his  fenfe,  of  courfe  muft 
ruin  him  with  you  forever  :  I  almoft  blufh  to  think  of 
it,  yet  your  unreafor.aVjlcdifdain  has  forc'd  him  toit^ 
and  mould  he  now  fufpecl:  I  offer'd  but  a  hint  of  it  to> 
you,  and  in  contempt  of  his  defign,  I  know  he'd. 
call  my  life  to  anfwer  it  :  but  I  have  no  regard  to. 
men  in  madnefs,  I  rather  choofe  for  once  to  truft  in 
your  good-nature,  in  hopes  the  man,  whom  your 
unwary  beauty  had  made  miferable,  your  geiierofity 
wou'd  fcorn  to  make  ridiculous. 

L  Bet.  Sir  Charles,  you  charge  me  very  home :  I 
had  it  in  my  inclination  to  make  any  thing  ri- 
C  dicuioin 
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diculous  that  did  not  deferve  it.     Pray,  what  is  this 
bufmefs  you  think  fo  extravagant  in  him  ? 

Sir  Char.  Something  fo  abfurdly  rath  and  bold, 
you'll  hardly  forgive  ev'n  me  that  tell  it  you. 

L.  Bet.  Ofy!  If  it  be  a  fault,  Sir  Charles,  Khali 
confider  it  as  his,  not  yours.  Pray,  what  is  it  ? 

'  L.  Eafy.  I  long  to  know,  methinks.' 

Sir  Char.  You  may  be  fure  he  did  not  want  my 
difluafions  from  it. 

L.  Bet.  Let's  hear  it. 

Sir  Char.  Why  this  man,  whom  I  have  known  to 
love  you  with  fuch  excefs  of  generous  defire,  whom  I 
have  heard  in  his  ecftatic  praifes  on  your  beauty  talk, 
'till,  from  the  foft  heat  of  his  diitilling  thoughts,  the 
tears  have  fall'n  - 


L.  Bet.  O  !  Sir  Charles  - 
Sir  Cher.  Nay,  grudge  not,  fince  'tis  pait,   to  hear 
what  was    (tho'    you  contemn'd  it)  once   his   merit  : 
but  now  I  own  that  merit  ought  to  be  forgotten. 
L.  Bet.  Pray,  Sir,  be  plain. 

Sir  Char.  This  man,  I  fay,  whofe  unhappy  pafllon. 
ha*  fo  ill  fucceeded  with  you,  at  laft  has  forfeited  all 
his  hopes  (into  which,  pardon  me,  I  confefs  my  friend- 
fhip  had  lately  flatter'd  him)  his  hopes  of  even  deferv- 
ing  now  your  loweft  pity  or  regard. 

L.  Bet.  You  amaze  me  —  for  I  ain't  fappofe  his  ut- 

moft  malice  dares  aflault  my  reputation  —  and  what  — 

Sir  Char.    No,    but   he    malicioufly  prefumes    the 

world  will  do  it  for  him  ;  and  indeed  he  has  taken  no 

unlikely  means  to  make  'em  bufy  with  their  tongues: 

for  he  is  this  moment,    upon  the  open  terrace,  in  the 

highcft   public   gallantry  with   my   Lady  Graveairs. 

And  to  convince  the  world  and  me,  he  faid,  he  was 

not  that  tame  lover  we  fancied  him,  he'd  venture 

to  give  her  the  mufic  to  night:  nay,  I   heard  him, 

before  my  face,  fpeak  to  one  of  the  hautboys  to  en- 

gage the  reft,  and  dcfired  they  would  take  their  di- 

rections only  from  my  Lady  Graveairs.' 

L.  Bet.    My   Lady    Graveairs  !    truly  I   think  my 

Lord's  very  much  in  the  right  on  't  --  For  my  part, 

Sir  Charles,  I  don't  fee   any  thing  in  this   that's  fo 

very  ridiculous,  nor  indeed   that  ought    to  make  me 

think  either  the  better  or  vvorfe  of  him  for't. 

o  Sir  Char. 
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Sir  Char.  Pfliah  !  pfhah  !  madam,  you  and  I  know 
'{is  Rot  in  his  power  to  renounce  you  ;  this  is  but  the 
poor  difguife  of  a  refenting  pailion  vainly  ruffled  to  a 
llorm,  which  the  leaft  gentle  look  from  you  can  re- 
concile at  will,  and  laugh  into  a  calm  again. 

L.  Bet.  Indeed,  Sir  Charles,  I  fhan't  give  myfelf 
that  trouble,  I  believe. 

Sir  Char.  Sol  told  him,  madam  :  Are  not  all  your 
complaints,  faid  I,  already  owing  to  her  pride,  an3 
can  you  fuppofe  this  public  defiance  of  it  (which  you 
know  you  can't  make  good  too)  won't  incenfe  her 
more  againft  you  ?  -  That's  what  I'd  have,  faid 
he,  ftarting  wildly,  I  care  not  what  becomes  of  me, 
fo  I  but  live  to  fee  her  piqued  at  it. 

L.  Bet.  Upon  my  word,  I  fancy  my  lord  will  find 
himfelf  miftaken  -  1  ihan't  be  piqued,  I  believe  — 
1  muft  firft  have  a  value  for  the  thing  I  lofe,  be- 
fore it  piques  me.  Piqued  !  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 


Sir  Char.  Madam,  you've  faid  the  very  thing  I  urg'd 
to  him  ;  —  I  know  her  temper  fo  well,  faid  I,  that 
tho'  ihe  doated  on  you,  if  you  once  flood  out  again  ft 
her,  Ihe'd  fooner  burll  than  mov/  the  Icall  motion  of 
uneafinefs. 

/..  Bet.  I  can  aflure  you,  Sir  Charles,  my  Lord 
won't  find  himfelf  deceiv'd  in  your  opinion  —  Piqued! 

Sir  Char.    She  has  it.  '   -. 

'  L.  Ea/\'.  Alas  !  poor  woman  !  how  little  do  oar 
4  pafiions  muke  us  ?' 

L.  Bet.  No:  but  I  would  rdvife  him  to  have  a  little 
regard  to  my  reputation  in  this  bufmefs  :  I  would  have 
him  take  heed  of  publkkly  affronting  me. 

Sir  Char.  Right,  madam,  that's  what  I  finely 
warn'd  him  of:  for,  among  friends,  whenever  the 
world  fees  him  follow  another  woman,  the  malicious 
tea-tables  will  be  very  apt  to  be  free  with  your  lady- 
Ihip. 

L.  Bet.  I'd  have  him  confider  that,  methinks. 

Sir  Char.  But  alas  !   madam,  'tis  not  in  his  power 

to  think  with   reafon  ;  his  mad  refentment  has  de- 

tfroy'd  ev'n   his  principles  of  common  honeity  :  lie 

coniiders   nothing    but    a   fenfelefs   proud   rcrrntje, 
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which,  in  his  fit  of  lunacy,  'tis  impoffible  that  either 
threats  or  danger  can  diffuade  him  from. 

L.  B^.  What!  does  he  defy  me,  threaten  me! 
then  he  ihall  fee,  thatlhave  paffions  too,  and  know, 
as  well  as  he,  to  ftir  my  heart  again  ft  any  pride  that 
dares  infult  me.  Docs  he  fuppofe  I  fear  him?  Fear 
the  little  malice  of  a  flighted  paffion,  that  my  own 
fcorn  has  flung  into  a  defpifed  refenttnent !  Fear 
him !  O  !  it  provokes  me  to  think  he  dare  have  fuch 
a  thought ! 

L.  Eajy,  Dear  creature,  don't  diforder  yourfelf 
fe. 

L.  Set.  Let  me  but  live  to  fee  him  once  more 
\\ithin  my  power,  and  I'll  forgive  the  reit  of  for- 
tune. 

L.  Eafy.  '  Well !  certainly  I  am  very  ill-nntur'd  ; 

*  for  tho'  I  fee  this  news  has  difturb'd   my -friend, 

*  I  can't  help  being   pleas'd  with  any  hope  of  my 
'  Lady  Graveair's  being  otherwife  difpofed  of.     \_A- 
'  JSJeJ — My  dear,   I  am  afraid  you  have  provok'd 
her  a  little  too  far. 

Sir  Cbar.  Oh  !  not  at  all— You  (hall  fee— I'll 
Av:etcn  her,  and  fhe'll  cool  like  a  difh  of  tea. 

L.  Bet.  I  may  fee  him  with  his  complaining  face 
agai  n 

Sir  Cbar.  I  am  forry,  madam,  you  fo  wrongly 
judge  of  what  I've  told  you  ;  I  was  in  hopes  to  have 
iCtr'd  your  pky,  not  your  anger  :  1  little  thought  your 
generofity  would  punifh  him  for  faults  which  you 

yourfelf  refolv'd  he  ihould  commit Yonder  he 

cpmes,  and  all  the  world  with  him  :  might  I  advife 
you,  madam,  you  fliou'd  not  refent  the  thing  at  all — 
I  wou'd  not  fo  much  as  ftay  to  fee  him  in  his  fault  ; 
n.ay,  I'd  be  the  laft  that  heard  of  it :  nothing  can 
Iting  him  mere,  or  fo  juflly  punifh  his  folly,  as  your 
utter  neglect  of  it. 

L.  Eafy.  Come,  dear  creature,  be  perfuaded,  and 
go  home  with  me  ;  indeed  it  will  mew  more  indif- 
ference to  avoid  him. 

/,.  Bet.  No,  madam,  I'll  oblige  his  vanity  for 
once,  and  ftay  to  let  hiiil  fee  how  ftrangcly  he  has 

Sir  Char* 
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S/r  Char.  [.f/.V/r.]  O  not  at  all  to  fptak  of !— You 
had  d3  good  p;.rt  \vilh  a  little  of  thru  pride  of  yours, 
or  I  mail  yet  make  it  a  very  troublefoms  companion 
to  you. 

Enter  Lord  Foppington. 

L.  Fop.    Ladies,    your   fervant. O:    v.  :    hav« 

wanted  you  beyond  reparation fuch  dive, 

L.  Bet.  Well  !  my  lord  !  have  you  feen  my  Lord 
Morelove  ? 

L.Fop.  Seen  him  ! ha!  ha!  ha! O,  I  have 

fuch  things  to  teil  you,  madam you'll  die 

L.  Bet.  O  pray  let's  hear  'em,  1  was  never  in  a 
!>et:er  humour  to  receive  them. 

L.  Fop.  Hark  you.  [7'%  IV/&///IT. 


Enter  Lord  Morelove,  Lady  Gravcairs,  and 
ether  Ladies. 

£,  Mor.    So,    fhe's  engag'd   already. 

[:To  Sir  Charles. 

SirCkar.  So  much  the  better;  make  but  a  juit  ad- 
vantage of  my  fuccefj,  Mid  file's  undone. 


Sir  Char.  You  fee  already  what  ridiculous  pains 
fhe's  taking  to  ftir  your  jealoufy>  and  cover  her 
own. 

L.  Fot>. ") 

L.  Bet.  S     a  '        '       ' 

/,.  Mr.  O,  never  fear  me;  for,  upon  my  word, 
it  now  appears  ridiculous  even  to  me. 

Sir  Char.  And  hark  you \lfbijperi  L.  Mor. 

L.  Btt.  And  fo  the  widow  was  as  full  of  airs  as  his 
lordlhip  } 

Sir  Char.  Only  obferve  that,  anl  'tis  impoftible 
you  can  fail.  \_Afidi. 

L.  Mor.  Dear  Charles,  you  have  convinc'd  me, 
and  I  thank  you. 

L.  Grav.  My  Lord  Morelove  !  What,  do  you  leave 
us  f 

L.Mor.  Ten  thoufand pardons,  madam,  I  was  but 

juA 
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L.Gra-v.  Nay,  nay,  no  excufes,  my  Lord,  fo  yoa 
will  but  ler us  have  you  as;ain. 

jSir  Char.  [AJide  to  L.  Grav.]  I  fee  you  have  good- 
humour,  madam,  when  you  like  your  company. 

L.  Grav.  And  you  I  fee,  for  all  your  mighty  thitft 
of  dominion,  cou'd  Hoop  to  be  obedient,  if  one 
thought  it  worth  one's  while  to  make  you  fo. 

Sir  Char.  Ha!  Power  would  make  her  an  admira- 
ble tyrant.  [d/idc. 

L.  Eajy.  [OMr*y/*g-Sir  Charles  and\j.  Graveairs.J 
So  !  there's  another  couple  have  quarrell'd  too  I  find — 
Thofe  airs  to  my  Lord  Morelove,  look  as  if  defign'd 
to  recover  Sir  Charles  into  jealoufy :  I'll  endeavour  to 
join  the  company,  and-it  may  be,  that  will  let  me  in- 
to  the  fecret.  [  Jlfide .]  My  Lord  Foppington,  I  vow 
this  is  very  uncomplaifant,  to  engrofs  fo  agreeable  a 
part  of  the  company  to  yourfelf. 

Sir  Char.  Nay,  my  Lord,  this  is  not  fair  indeed  to 

cr.rcr    into    fecrets    among   friends! Ladies, 

v/hat  fay  you  ?  I  think  we  oughc   to  declare  againlt 
it. 

Ladles.  O  !  no  fecrets,  no  fecrets. 

L .  Bet.  Weil,  ladies,  I  ought  only  to  aflc  your  par- 
don :  my  lord's  excufeable,  for  I  vvou'd  haul  him  in- 
to a  corner. 

L.  Fop.  I  fwear  'tis  very  hard,  ho!  I  obferve  two 
people  of  extreme  condition  can  no  fooner  grow  par- 
ticular, but  the  multitude  of  both  fexes  are  immedi- 
ately up,  and  think  their  properties  invaded 

L.  Btt.  Odious  multitude 

L.  Ftp.  Perifh  the  canaille. 

L.  Grav.  O,  my  lord,  we  women  have  all  reafon 
to  be  jealous  of  Lady  Betty  Modifh's  power. 

L.Mor.  [7»  Lady  Betty.]  As  the  men,  madam, 
ill  have  of  my  Lord  Foppington  ;  befide  favourites  of 
great  merit  difcou.rage  thole  of  an  inferior  clafs  for 
their  prince's  fervice  :  he  has  already  loft  you  one  of 
your  retinue,  madam. 

L.Bct.  Not  at  all,  my  lord,  he  has  only  made 
room  for  another :  one  mull  fometimes  make  vacancies, 
*r  there  could  be  no  preferments. 

L.  Eafy. 
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-  L.  Eafy.    Ha!  ha!  Ladies  favours,  my  lord,  like 
places  at   court,    are  not  always   held  for   life,  you 
know. 

L.  Bet.  No,  indeed !  if  they  were,  the  poor  fine 
women  would  be  always  us'd  like  their  wives,  and 
no  more  minded  than  the  bufmefs  of  the  nation. 

L.  Eafy.  Have  a  care,  madam,  an  undcferving  fa- 
TOurite  has  been  the  ruin  of  many  a  prince's  em- 
pire. 

L.  Fop.  Ha!  ha!  Upon  my  foul,  Lady  Betty,  we 
mull  grow  more  difcreet ;  for  pofitively,  if  we  go  on 
at  this  rate,  we  mall  have  the  world  throw  you 
under  the  fcandal  of  conftancy  ;  and  I  mail  have 
all  the  fwords  of  condition  at  my  throat  for  a  mono- 
polift. 

L.  Mar.  O  !  there's  no  great  fear  of  that,  my 
lord  ;  tho'  the  men  of  fenfe  give  it  over,  there  will  be 
always  fome  idle  fellows  vain  enough  to  believe  their 
merit  may  fucceed  as  well  as  your  lordlhip's. 

L.  Bet.  Or  if  they  fhould  not,  my  lord,  caft- lovers, 
you  know,  need  not  fear  being  long  out  of  employ- 
ment, while  there  are  fo  many  well-difpofed  people  in 
the  world— —There  are  generally  neglefled  wives, 
ilale  nrsids,  or  charitable  widows  always  ready  to  re- 
lieve the  necrffities  of  a  difappointed  paffion and, 

'bv  the  way,  Hark  you,  Sir  Charles 

''   L.  Mar.   [Jftde.]  So!  (he's  ftir'd,  I  fee;  for  all 
'   her   pains  to   hide    it me   would  hardly    have 

*  glanc'd  an  affront  at  a  woman  (he  was  not  piqued 
«  at.' 

L.  Grav.  \_Afide.~\  That  wit  was  thrown  at  me,  I 
fuppofe  ;  but  I'll  return  it. 

L.  Bet.  [Softly  to  Sir  Charles.]  Pray  how  came  you 
all  this  while  to  truft  your  miftrefs  fo  eafily  ? 

Sir  Char.  One  is  not  fo  apt,  madam,  to  be  alarm \l 
at  the  liberties  of  an  old  acquaintance,  as  perhaps 
your  ladyihip  onght  to  be  at  the  refentment  of  an 
hard-us'd,  honourable  lover. 

L.  Bet.  Suppofe  I  were  alarm'd,  how  does  that 
make  you  eafy  ? 

Sir  Char.  Come,  come,  be  wife  at  lad  ;  my  trdil- 

ing  them   together  may  eafily  convince  you,  that  (as 

C  4  I  told 
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I  told  you  before)  I  know  his  nddreffcs  to  her  are  $nlv*- 
outward,   and  'twill  be  your  fault  now,  if  you  let  him 
go  on    :c:!i  the  world   thinks  him   in    earneli,  and  u 
thousand    bttfy    tongues   are  let    upon  malicious  en- 
quiries into  your  reputation. 

L.  Bet.  Why,  Sir  Clr«irles>  do  you  fuppofe,  whiLe- 
he  behaves  hiniklf  as  he  docs,  that  I  won't  convince 
Aim  of  my  indifference  ? 

•"/>  Lhc.r.  But  hear  me,   madam 

L.  Gra-j.  \_dfede.."\  The  air  of  that  whiiper  looks  o# 
^f  the  lady  had  a  mind  to  h^making  her  peace  again  j 
and  'tis  poiiible  his  worfhip's  being  fo  bufy  in  the- 
matter  too,  may  proceed  as  much  from  his  jealouiy 
of  my  lord  with  me,  as  friendlhip  with  her,  at  leart  I 
fancy  fo ;  therefore  I'm  rcfolv'd  to  keep  her  lUil 

piqued  and  prevent  it,   tho'  it  be  only  to  gall  him 

Sir  Charles,  that  is  not  fair  to  take  a  privilege  ycd 
juit  now  declar'd  againft  my  Lord  i'oppington. 

L.  Mnr.   Well  obferv'd,  madam. 

L.  fjrav.  Befide,  it  looks  fo  afKscled  to  whifper, 
when  every  body  guefles  the  fecret. 

L.  Mor.  Ha  \  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.Bet.  O!  madam,  your  pardon  in  particular: 
but  'tis  poffible  you  may  be  miftaken  :  the  fecrets  of 
people  that  have  any  regard  to  their  actions  are  not  fo 
foon  guefs'd  as  theirs  that  have  made  a  confident  ol 
the  whole  town. 

L.Fop.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

L.  Grav.  A  coquette  in  her  affefted  airs  ofdifdaia 
to  a  revolted  lover,  I'm  afraid,  mufl  exceed  your  la- 
oydiip  in  prudence,  not  to  let  the  world  fee  at  the 
fame  time,  (he'd  give  her  eyes  to  make  her  peace 
with  him:  Ha!  ha! 

L.  Mor.  Ha!,  ha!  ha! 

L.  Bet.  'Tvvould  be  a  mortification  indeed,  if  it 
were  in  the  power  of  a  fading  widow's  charms  to  pre- 
vent it ;  and  the  man  mufl:  be  miferably  reduc'd,  lure, 
•that  could  bear  to  live  buried  in  woollen,  or  take  up 
with  the  motherly  comforts  of  a  fwan>lkin  petticoat. 

.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

L.  Gra<vt» 
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L.  Grai}.  Widows,  it  feems,  are  not  fo  fquertmifti 
to  their  intereii;  they  kndw  their  own  minds,  and  take 
the  man  they  like,  tho'  it  happens  to  be  one  that  a 
froward  vain  girl  has  difoblig'd,  and  is  pining  to  be 
friends  with. 

L.  Mor.  Nay,  tho'  it  happens  to  be  one,  thatcon- 
fefles  he  once  was  fond  of  a  piece  of  folly,  and  after- 
wards afham'd  on't. 

L.  Bet.  Nay,  my  lord,  there's  no  {landing  againft 
two  of  you. 

L.  Fop.  No,  faith,  that's  odds  at  tennis,  my  lord  : 
not  but  if  your  ladyfhip  pleafes,  I'll  endeavour  to 
keep  your  back-hand  a  little :  though,  upon  my 
foul,  you  may  fafely  fet  me  up  at  the  line  ;  for, 
knock  me  down,  if  ever  I  fa\v  a  reft  of  wit  better 

play'd,   than   that  laft,  in  my  life What  fay 

you,  madam,  fnall  we  engage  ? 

L.  Bet.  As  you  pleafe,  my  lord. 

L.  Fop.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  Allans .'  tout  cte  bans  jouets, 
•mi  Icr. 

L.  Mor.  O  pardon  me,  fir,  I  mail  never  think  my- 
felf  in  -'  i'4T  T-  match  for  the  lady. 

L.  Fop.  Toy  OP,   ::-'!^am. 

L.Bet.  That's  much,  my  lord,  when  the  world 
knows  you  have  been  fo  many  years  teazing  me  to 
play  the  fool  with  you. 

L.  Fop.  Ah!  lien  joue.     Ha!  ha!  ha! 

L.  Ma-.  At  that  game,  I  confefs  your  ladyfhip  has 
chofen  a  much  properer  perfon  to  improve  your  hand 
with. 

L.  Fep.  To  me,  madam  -  My  lord,  I  prefumc, 
whoever  the  lady  thinks  fit  to  play  the  fool  with,  will 
at  leaft  be  able  to  give  as  much  envy  as  the  wife  per- 
fon that  had  not  wit  enough  to  keep  well  with  her 
\vheri  he  \vab  fo. 

L.  Grav.  O  !  my  lord  !  both  parties  muft  needs  be- 
"••eat'iv  happy  ;  for  I  dare  fwear  neither  will  have  any 
rv  .1*  TO  dhturb  'em. 

L.  Mor.  Ha!  ha! 

/,.  Set.  None  that  will  diflurb  'em,  I  dare 

L.Tcfi.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

C    • 
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L.  Mor.  7 

L.  Gra-v.  }Ha!  ha!  he! 

L.  Bet.      \ 

Sir  Char.  I   don't  know,  gentlefolks but   you 

are  all  in  extreme  good  humour,  methinks;  J  hope 
there's  none  of  it  affe&ed. 

L.  Eafy.  I  fhou'd  be  loth  to  anfwer  for  any  but  my 
.Lard  Foppington.  [Afede. 

L.Ret.  Mine  is  not,  I'll  fwear. 

Jj.  Mor.  Nor  mine,  I'm  fure. 

L.  Gra<v.  Mine's  fincere,  depend  upon't. 

L.  Fop.  And  may  the  eternal  frowns  of  the  whole 
*  fex  doubly  demme,  if  mine  is  not. 

L.  Eafy.  Well,  good  people,  I  am  mighty  glad  to 
hear  it.  You  have  all  perform'd  extremely  well :  but, 
if  you  pleafe,  you  fhall  ev'n  give  over  your  wit  now, 
while  it  is  well. 

L.  Bet.  [To  herfelf.'}  Now  I  fee  his  humour,  I'll 
•  ftand  it  out,  if  1  were  fure  to  die  for't. 

Sir  Char.  You  (hou'd  not  have  proceeded  fo  far 
with  my  Lord  Foppington,  after  what  I  had  told  you. 

[dfiJe  to  L.  Bet. 

.   L.  Ret.  Pray,  Sir  Charles,  give  me  leave  to  under- 
flrmd  myfelf  a  little. 

Sir  Char.   Your  pardon,  madam,  I  thought  a  right 
mideritanding    would  have  been  for   both  your   in- 
terells  and  reputation. 
1  L.  Bet.   For  his,  perhaps. 

Sir  Char.  Nay,  then,  madam,  it's  time  for  me  to 
take  care  of  my  friend. 

L.  Bet.  I  never  in  the  leaft  doubted  your  friendfhip 
to  him  in  any  thing  that  was  to  fhew  yourfelf  my  ene- 
my. 

Sir  Char.  Since  I  fee,  madam,  you  have  fa  un- 
grateful a  fenfe  of  my  Lord  Morelove's  merit  and  my 
fervice,  I  (hall  never  be  amam'd  of  ufing  my  power 
henceforth  to  keep  him  entirely  out  of  your  ladymip's. 

/,.  Jiet.  Was  over  any  thing  fo  infolciu  !  1  could 
find  in  my  heart  to  run  the  hazard  of  a  downright 
compliance,  if*  it  were  only  to  convince  him  that  my 
power,  perhaps,  is  not  inferior  to  his.  [To her/elf . 

L.EaJy.  My  Lord  Fpppir.gton,  J  think  you  gene- 

rally 
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rally  lead  the  company  upon  thefe  occafions.  Pray, 
will  you  think  of  fome  prettier  fort  of  diverfion  for 
us  than  parties  and  whifpers  ? 

L,  Fop.  What  fay  you,  ladies,  fhall  we  ftep  and 
fee  what's  done  at  the  baflet-table  ? 

L.  Bet.  With  all  my  heart;  Lady  Eafy 

L.  Eafy.  I  think  'tis  the  bell  thing  we  can  do;  and 
becaufe  we  won't  part  to-night,  you  fhall  all  fup 
where  you  din'd — What  fay  you,  my  lord  ? 

L.  Mar.  Your  ladyfhip  may  be  lure  of  me,  ma- 
dam. 

L.  Fop.  Ay,  ay,  we'll  all  come. 

L.  Eafy.  Then,  pray,  let's  change  parties  a  littl* 
My  Lord  Foppington,  you  fhall  'fquire  me. 

L.  Fop.  O!  you  do  me  honour,  madam. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord  Morelove,  pray  let  me  fpeak 
with  you. 

L.  Mor.  Me,  madam  ? 

L.  Bet.  If  you  pleafe,  my  lord. 

L.  Mor.  Ha  !  That  look  mot  thro'  me  !  what  can 
this  mean  ?  [Afide. 

L.  Bet.  This  is  no  proper  place  to  tell  you  what  it 
is,  but  there  is  one  thing  I'd  rain  be  truly  anfvver'd 
in  :  I  fuppofe  you'll  be  at  my  Lady  Eafy's  by  and  by, 
and  if  you'll  give  me  leave  there • 

L .  Mar.  If  you  pleafe  to  do  me  that  honour,  ma- 
dam, I  mall  certainly  be  there. 

L.  Bet.  That's  all,'  my  Lord. 

L.  Mor.  Is  not  your  ladyfhip  for  walking? 

L.  Bet.  If  your  lordfhip  dares  venture  with  me. 

L.  Mot\  O  !  madam  !  [Taking  her  hand.}  How  my 
heart  dances  !  what  heav'nly  mufic's  in  her  voice, 
when  foftened  into  kindnefs  !  \Afide. 

L.  Bet.     [4'.^'.]     Ha!   his  hand  trembles Sir 

•  Charles  may  be  millaken.  [Exeunt  L.  Bet.  and  L.  Mor. 

L.  Fop.  My  Lady  Graveairs,  you  won't  let  Sir 
Charles  leave  us?  [Exeunt  L,.  Eafy,L.  Fop.  and  Ladies. 

L.  Grai>.  No,  my  lord,  -we'll  follow  you — jrav  a 
lucle.  [To  Sir  Char. 

Sir  Char.  I  thought  your  ladyfhip  deltgn'd  to  fol- 
low 'em. 

L.  Gff.v.  Perhaps  I'd  fpeak  with  you. 

C  6-  S 
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Sir  Char.  But,  madam,  confider,  we  fliall  certaar- 
ly  be  obferv'd. 

L.  Gra<v.  Lord,  fir  !  if  you  think  it  fuch  a  favour. 

{Exit  hajhly. 
S/r  Char.  Is  me  gone,  let  her  go,  &c. 

\Exit  fenging. 


ACT      V.      rbe    SCENE  continues. 
Enter  Sir  Charles  and  Lord  Morelove. 

SirChar.f^QME  a  little  this  way  -  my  Lady 
\^j  Graveaiis  had  an  eye  upon  me  as  I 
ftole  off,  and  I'm  apprehensive  will  make  ufe  of  an-y 
opportunity  to  talk  with  me. 

L.  Mor.  O  !  we  are  pretty  fafe  here—  —  well  :  you 
"were  fpeaking  of  Lady  Betty. 

Sir  Char.  Ay,  my  lord—  —  I  fay,  notwithstanding 
all  this  fudden  change  of  her  behaviour,  I  wou'd  not 
JKT.VC  you  yet  be  too  iecure  of  her  :  '  For,  between  you 
'  and  I,  fmce,  I  told  yon,  I  have  profefs'd  myfelf  :m 
f  open  enemy  to  her  power  with  you,  'tis  not  impof- 
'  fible  but  this  new  air  of  good-humour  may  very 

*  much  proceed  from  a  little  woman's  pricie,  of  con- 
'  vincing  me  you  are  not  yet  out  of  her  power. 

'  L.  Mor.  Not  unlikely  :  But  Hill  can  we  make  no 
'  advantage  of  it  ? 

'  Sir  Char.  That's  what  I  have  been  thinking  of— 

•  look  you,  Death!  my  Lady  Graveairs  ! 

'   L.  Mor.  Ha  !  She  will  have  audience,  I  find. 

'  Sir  Char.  There's  no  avoiding  her  —  the  truth  is, 
«  1  have  ow'd  lier  a  little  good-nature  a  great  while 
'  —  1  ie;.-  there  is  but  one  way  of  getting  rid  of  her—  • 
'  I  muft'cv'n  appoint  her  a  day  of  payment  at  Tait^ 
If  you'll  ftep  into  my  lodgings,  my  lord,  Plljuft  give 
her  an'anfwer,  and  be  with  you  in  a  mo.nent. 

L.  hlor.  Very  well,  I'll  ilay  there  for  you. 

[Exit  L.  Morelove^. 
Enter  Lady  Gr.ivcairs  on  the  other  fids. 

I.  Grav.   Sir  Charlci  ! 

SJr  Char.  Comr,  come,  no  mere  of  thefe  reproach- 
fuUoo.ks;  you'll  hud,  madam,  1-  have  deferv'd  better 
<jf  j-«:u  in;iu  }  our  jca'oufy  uiiagiucs  ---  1;  it  a  fault  to 
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be  tender  of  your  reputation  ?— — Fy,  fy This  may 

be  a  proper  time  to  talk,  and  of  my  contriving  too 
——You  fee  I  juft  now  ihook  off  my  Lord  Morelove  . 
on  purpofe. 

L.  Grav.  May  I  believe  you  ? 
Sir  Char.  Still  doubting  my  fidelity,  and  miftaking 
my  difcretion  for  want  of  good-nature. 

'  L.  Gra<v.  Don't  think  me  troublefome For! 

confefs  'tis  death  to  think,  of  parting  with  you ; 
fince  the  world  fees,  for  you  I  have  neglected  friends 
and  reputation,  have  flood  the  little  infults  of  dif- 
dainful  prudes,  that  envy'd  me  perhaps  your  friend- 
ftiip ;  have  borne  the  freezing  looks  of  near  and  ge- 
neral acquaintance Since  this  is  fo dcn't  let 

'em  ridicule  me  too,  and  fay  my  foolifla  vanity  un- 
did me;  don't  let  'em  point  at  me  as  a  call  miftrefs.' 
Sir  Char.  '  You  wrong  me  to  fuppofe  the  thought : 
'  you'll  have  better  of  me  when  we  meet.'  When 
fhall  you  be  at  leifure  ? 

L.  Gra*u.  I  confefs,  I  would  fee  you  once  again  ;  if 
what  I  have  more  to  fay  prove  ineffectual,  perhaps  it 
may  convince  me  then,  'tis  my  intereil  to  part  with 
you — —Can  you  come  to-night  ? 

Sir  Char.  You  know  we  have  company,  and  I'm 
afraid  they'll  ftay  too  late Can't  it  be  before  f up- 
per  What's  o'clock  now  ? 

L .  Grav.  It's  almoll  fix. 

Sir  Char.  At  feven  then  be  fure  of  me  ;  'till  when 
I'd  have  you  go  back  to  the  ladies,  to  avoid  fufpicion, 
and  about  that  time  have  the  vapours. 

L.  Grav.  May  I  depend  upon  you  ?  [Exit. 
Sir  Char.  Depend  on  every  thing A  very  trou- 
blefome bufmefs  this- fejvd  me  once  fairly  rid  on't 

—  if  ever  I  am  caught  in  an  honourable  affair  again  ! 

A  debt  now  that  a  little  ready  civility,  and  away, 

would  fatisfy,  a  man  might  bear  with  ;  but  to  have  a 
rent-charge  upon  one's  good-nature,  with  an  uncon- 
icionabie  long  fcroll  of  arrears  too,  that  would  eat  out 
the  profits  of  the  beft  eftate  in  Chriitendom — ah — into- 
lerable !  Well,  I'll  ev'n  to  my  lord  and  fliake  off  the 
thoughts  on't.  [Exit. 

'  Enter  Lady  Betty  and  Lady  Eafy. 
'   L,  £ct.  I  obierve,  my  dear,  you  have  usually  this 
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*  great  fortune  at  play  ;  it  were  enough  to  make  one 
'  fufped  your  good  luck  with  an  hulband. 

*  L.  Eafy.  Truly  I  don't  complain  of  my  fortune 
'  either  way. 

'  L.  Bet.  Pr'ythee  tell  me,  you  are  often  advifin* 
'  me  to  it ;  are  there  thofe  real  comfortable  advantages 
f  in  marriage,  that  our  old  aunts  and  grandmothers 
•'  woul;1  perlutde  us  of? 

'   L.  Eafy.   Upon  my  word,  if  I  had  the  worft  huf- 

*  br.nd  in  the  world,  I  mould  ftill  think  fo. 

'  L.  Bet.  Ay,  but  then  the  hazard  of  not  having  a 
«  good  one,  my  dear. 

'  L.  Eafy.  You  may  have  a  good  one,  I  dare  fay,  if 

*  you  don't  give  airs  till  you  fpoil  him. 

«  L.Bet.  Can  there  be  the  fame  <iear,  full  delight 
'  in  giving  eafe,  as  pain?  O!  my  dear,  the  thought 
*"  of  parting  with  one's  power  is  infuppcrtable. 

'  L.  'Eafy.  And  the. keeping  it,  till  it  dwindles  into 

*  no  power  at  all,  is  moft  ruefully  foolifh. 

4  L.  Bet.  But  ftill  to  marry  before  one's  heartily  in 

*  love— 

'  L.  Eafy.  Is  not  half  fo  formidable  a  calamity 

*  but  if  I  have  any  eyes,  my  dear,  you'll  run  no  great 
'  hazard  of  that  in  venturing  on  my  Lord  Morelove — 
'  You  don't  know,    perhaps,   that   within  this  half 
'  hour  the  tone  of  your  voice  is  ftrangely  foftened  to 

*  him,  ha!  ha!  ha ! 

'   L.  Set.  My  dear,  you  are  pofitively,  one  or  other, 

*  the  moft  cenforious  creature  in  the  world and  fo 

*  I  Yee  it's  in  vain  to  talk  with  you Pray,  will  you 

*  go  back  to  the  company  ? 

'   L.  Eafy.   Ah  !  poor  Lady  Betty  !  [Exeunt.* 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Charles's  Lodgings. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  «;.•</ Lord  Morelove.  ' 
L.  Mor.   Charles!  you   have  tranfported  me' 
have  made  my  part  in  the  fcene  fo'vcry  eafy  too,  'tis 
impofltble  I  mail  fail  in  it. 

Sir  Char.  That's  what  I  confidered  ;.for  now  the 
more  you  throw  yourfelf  into  her  power,  the  more  I 
ftiall  be  able  to  throw  her  into  yours. 

L.  Mor.  After  all  (begging  the  ladies  pardon)  your 

fine 
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fine  women,  like  bullies,   are  only  ftout  when  they 
know  their  men  :  a  man  of  an  honeft  courage  may 
fright  'em  into  any  thing  !  Well,  I  am  fully  initructed, 

and  will  about  it  inttantly Won't  you   go  along 

with  me  ? 

Sir  Char.  That  may  not  be  fo  proper ; befides 

I  have  a  little  bufinefs  upon  my  hands. 

L.  Mor.  O  !  your  fervant,  fir Good-by  to  you 

you  fhan't  itir. 

Sir  Char.   My  lord,  your  fervant [Exit  L.  Mor. 

So  !  now  to  difpofe  of  myfelf,  'till  'tis  time  to  think  of 

my  Lady  Graveairs Umph !  I  have  no  great  maw 

to  that  bufinefs,  methinks.  I  don't  find  myfelf  in 
humour  enough  to  come  up  to  the  civil  things,  that 
are  ufually  expeded  in  the  making  up  of  an  old  quar- 
rel—  [Edging  cro/fes  the  ft  age.]  There  goes  a  warmer 
temptation  by  half: Ha  !  into  my  wife's  bedcham- 
ber too 1  queltion  if  the  jade  has  any  great  bufi- 
nefs there ; — I  have  a  fancy  fhe  has  only  a  mind  to  be 
taking  the  opportunity  of  nobody's  being  at  home,  to 

make  her  peace  with  me Let  me  fee ay,  I  mall 

have  time  enough  to  go  to  her  ladyfhip  afterwards 

Befides  I  want  a  little  fleep,  I  find — Your  young 

fops  may  talk  of  their  women  of  quality but  to  me 

now,  there's   a  ftrange   agreeable   convenience  in   n. 

creature  one  is  not  oblig'd  to  fay  much  to  upon  thefe 

occafions.  [Going. 

Enter  Edging. 

Edg.  Did  yon  call  me,  fir ! 

Sir  Char.  Ha!  all's  right \Afide. "\ Yes, 

madam,  I  did  call  you.  [Sits  down. 

Edg.  What  wou'd  you  pleafe  to  have,  fir? 

Sir  Char.  Have  !.  why,  i  svou'd  have  you  grow  a  good 
girl,  and  know  when  you  are  well  us'd,  huffy. 

Edg.  Sir,  I  don't  complain  of  any  thing,  not  I. 

Sir  Char.  Well,  don't  be  uneafy — I  am  not  angry 
with  you  now Come  and  kifs  me.  v 

Edg.   Lard,  fir! 

Sir  Char.  Don't  be  a  fool  now — come  hither. 

Edg.  Pfhaw [Goes  to  him. 

Sir  Char.    No  wry  face fo — fit  do\vn.      I  won't 

have  you  look  grave  neither  j  let  me  fce  you  fmile,  you 
jade  you. 
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Edg.   Ha  !  ha !  \Laughi  and  blujhdi 

Sir  Char.   Ah,  you  melting  rogue. 

Edg.  Come,  don't  you  be  at  your  tricks  now — Lard ! 
can't  you  fit  ftili  and  talk  with  one  !  -I  am  fure  there's 
ten  times  more  love  in  that,  and  ftfty  times  the  fatis- 
faclion,  people  may  Civ  what  they  will. 

Sir  Char.  Well !  now  you're  good,  you  fhall  haue 
your  own  way — I  am  going  to  lie  down  in  the  next 
room  ;  and,  iince  you  <n-f  ;i  little  chat,  come  and 
throw  my  night  gown  over  me,  and  you  (h~  '••  t.  -'k  me 
to  fleep.  .  >  barks, 

Edg.  Yes,  fir for  all  his  way,  1  .-o  he  likes  me 

ftill.  [Exit  after  him. 

<The    SCENE    changes  fa  the  Terrace. 
Enter  Lady  Betty,  Lady  Eai'y,  and  Lord  Morelove. 

L.  Mar.  Nay,  madam,  there  you  are  too  fevere  upon 
him;  for  bating  now  and  then  a  little  vanity,  my 
Lord  Foppington  does  not  want  wit  fometimes  to  make 
him  a  tolerable  woman's  man. 

L.  Bet.  But  fuch  eternal  vanity  grows  tirefome. 

L.  Eafy.  Come,  if  he  were  not  fo  loofe  in  his  morals," 
vanity  methinks  might  be  eafily  excus'd,  confidcring 
how  much  'tis  in  fafhion  :  for  pray  obferve,  what's 
half  the  converfation  of  moft  of  the  fine  young  people 
about  to>vn,  but  a  perpetual  affectation  of  appearing 
foremoft  in  the  knowledge  of  manners,  new  modes, 
and  fcandal  ?  and  in  that  I  don't  fee  any  body  comes 
up  to  him. 

L.  Mor.  Nor  I  indeed — and  here  he  comes — Pray, 
madam,  let's  have  a  little  more  of  him  ;  nobody  ilievvs 
him  to  more  advantage  than  your  laJyfliip. 

L.  Bet.  Nay,  with  all  my  heart;  you'll  iecond  me, 
my  lord. 

L.  Mor.  Upon  occafion,  madam 

L.  Eafy.  Engaging  upon  parties,  my  lord  ? 

\AJide,  andfmiling  to  L.  Mor. 
Enter  Lord  Foppington. 

L.  Fop.  So,  ladies  !  what's  the  affair  now  ? 

L.  Bet.  Why  you  were,  my  lord  :  I  was  allowing 
you  a  great  many  good  qualities,  but  Lady  Eafy  lay* 
iou  arc  a  perfect  hypocrite;  and  that  whatever  airs  you' 

give 
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£»ve  yourfelf  to  the  women,  flic's  confident  you  value 
no  woman  in  the  world  equal  to  your  own  Jady. 

L.  F'J}>.  You  fee,  madam,  how  I  am  fcandaliz'd 
upon  your  account.  But  it':,  natural  for  a  prude  to 
be  malicious,  when  a  mrai  endeavours  to  he  well  with 
any  body  but  herfelf ;  did  you  never  obferve  (he  was 
piqued  at  that  before  ?  flu  1  iia  ! 

L.  B^.  I'll  fu-ear  you  are  a  provoking  creature. 
L.  Fop.  Let's  be  more  familiar  upon't,  and  give  her 
iJiforder!  Ha!  ha! 
L.Bet.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

/-.  Fop.  Stop  my  breath,  but  Lady  Kafy  is  ant  ad- 
mirable difcoverer Marriage  is  indeed  a  prodigious 

fecurity  of  one's  inclination  :  a  man's  likely  to  take  a 
world  of  pains  in  an  employment,  where  he  can't  be 
turn'd  out  for  his  idleness  ! 

L.  Bet.  I  vow,  my  lord,  that's  vaflly  generous  to 
all  the  fine  women;  you  are  forgiving  them  a  defpo- 
tic  power  in  love,  I  fee,  to  reward  and  punifti  as 
they  think  fit. 

L.  Fop.  Ha!  ha!  Right,  madam,  what  fignihes 
beauty  without  power?  And  a  fine  woman  when  fbe'a 
married  makes  as  ridiculous  a  figure,  as  a  beaten  ge- 
neral marching  out  of  a  garrifon. 

L.  Eafy.  I'm  afraid,  Lady  Betty,  the  greateft  dan- 
ger in  your  ufe  of  power,  would  be  from  too  heedlefs 
a  liberality  :  you  would  more  mind  the  man  than  his 
merit. 

L.  Fop.  Piqued  again,  by  all  that's  fretful— Well, 
certainly  to  give  envy  is  a  pleafure  inexpremble. 

[  To  L.  Betty. 
L.  Bet.  Ha!  ha! 
L.  Eafy.  Does  not  {he  mow  him  well,  my  lord? 

[JJM  to  L.  Mcr. 

L.  Mor.  Perfectly,   and  me  to  myfelf for  now  I 

almolt  blufti  to  think  I  ever  was  uneafy  at  him. 

[ToL.  Eafy. 

L.  Fop.  Lady  Eafy,  I  aik  ten  thoufand  pardons,. I'm 
afrard  I  am  rude  all  this  while. 

L.  Eafy.  O  not  at  all,  my  lord,  you  are  always  good 
company,  when  you  pieafe  :  not  but  in  fome  things, 
indeed,  you  are  apt  to  be  like  other  fine  gentlemen, 
a  little  too  loofe  in  your  principles, 

L.  . 
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L.Fcp.  O,  madam,  never  to  the  offence  of  the  la- 
dies :  1  agree  in  any  community  with  them  ;  nobody 
is  a  more  conftant  churchman,  when  the  fine  women 
are  there. 

L.  Eafy.  O  fy,  my  lord,  you  ought  not  to  go  for 
their  fakes  at  all.  And  I  wonder,  you  that  are  for 
being  fuch  a  good  hulband  cf  your  virtues,  are  not 
afraid  of  bringing  ycur  prudence  into  a  lampoon  or 
a  play. 

L.  Bet.  Lampoons  and  plays,  madam,  are  only 
things  to  be  laugh'd  at. 

'  L.  Mor.  Plays  now,  indeed,  one  need  not  be  fo 

much  afraid  of,  for  fince  the  late  fhort-fighted  View 

of 'em,  vice  may  go  on  and  profper  ;  the  ilage  dares 

hardly  (hew  a  vicious  perfon  fpeaking  like  himfelf, 

for  fear  of  being  call'd  prophane  for  expofing  him. 

'  L.  Eafy.   'Tis  hard,  indeed,  when  people  won't 

diftinguiiri  between  what's  meant  fjr  contempt,  and 

what  for  example.' 

L.  Fop.  Od  fo !  ladies,  the  court's  coming  home, 
I  fee,  fliall  we  not  make  our  bows  ? 

L.  Set.  O  !  by  all  means. 

L,  Eafy.  Lady  Betty,  I  muft  leave  you  :  for  I'm 
eblig'd  to  write  letters,  and  I  know  you  won't  give  me 
time  after  fupper. 

L.  Bet.  Well,  my  dear,  I'll  make  a  fhort  viilt,  and 
be  with  you.  [Exit  Lady  Eafy.] Pray,  what's  be- 
come of  my  lady  Graveaire  ? 

L.  Mor.  Oh,  I  believe  ftie's  gone  home,  madam  ; 
Ihe  fcem'd  not  to  be  very  well. 
-  L.  Fop.  And  where's  Sir  Charles,  my  lord  .' 

L.  Mor.  I  left  him  at  his  own  lodgings. 

L.  Bet.  He's  upon  fome  ramble,  I'm  afraid. 

L.  Fop.  Nay,  as  for  that  matter,  a  man  may  ram- 
ble at  home  fometimes But  here  come  the  chaifcs, 

we  muft  make  a  little  more  haite,  madam.    [Exeunt, 

The  SCENE  clangts  to  Sir  Charles's  Lodgings. 
Enter  Lady  Eafy,  and  a  Servant. 

L.  Eafy.  Is  your  mailer  come  home  ? 
Scrv.  Yes,  madam. 
L.  Eafy.  Where  is  he  ? 
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Strv.  I  beliere,  madam,  he's  laid  down  to  fleep. 
L.  Ea/y.  Where's  Edging  ?    Bid  her  get  me  fome 

\vnx  and  paper ftay,  it's  no  matter,  now  I  think 

•n't there's  fome  above  upon  my  toilet. 

[Exeunt  federally. 

VLe  SCENE  opens,  and  difcc<vers  Sir  Charles  without 
his  i'-vV,  and  Edging  by  him,  both  ajlcep  in  tivo  eafy 
chairs. 

Then   enter  Lady  Eafy,  who  ftarts  and  trembles,  fame 

time  unable  to  /peak. 
L.Eafy.   Ha! 

Protedl  me,  virtue,  patience,  reafon  ! 
Teach  me  to  bear  this  killing  fight,  or  let 
Me  think  my  dreaming  fenfes  are  deceiv'd  ! 
For  fure  a  fight  like  this,  might  raife  the  arm 
Of  duty,  ev'n  to  the  breaft  of  love  !    At  leaft 
I'll  throw  this  vizor  of  my  patience  off: 
Now  wake  him  in  his  guilt, 
And  barcfac'd  front  him  with  my  wrongs. 
I'll  talk  to  him  till  he  blufhes,  nay,  till'lie 

Frowns  on  me,  perhaps and  then 

I'm  loft  again The  eafe  of  a  few  tears 

Is  all  that's  left  to  me 

And  duty  too  forbids  me  to  infult, 

When  I  have  vow'd  obedience Perhap* 

The  fault's  in  me,  and  nature  has  not  form'd 
Me  with  the  thoufand  little  requifites 

That  warm  the  heart  to  love 

Somewhere  there  is  a  fault 

But  Heav'n  beft  knows  what  both  of  us  deferve : 

Ha  !  bare-headed,  and  in  fo  found  a  deep  ! 

Who  knows,  while  thus  expos'd  to  th'  umvholefome 

air, 

But  Heav'n  offended  may  overtake  his  crime, 
And,  in  fome  languifhing  diftemper,  leave  him 

A  fevere  example  of  its  violated  laws 

Forbid  it  mercy,  and  forbid  it  love. 
This  may  prevent  it. 

[  Takes  a  Steinkirk  off"  her  neck,  and  lays 
it  gently  on  his  head. 

AndJ 
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And  if  he  (hou'd  wake  offended  at  my  too  bufy  car?, 
let  my  heart-breaking  patience,  duty,  and  my  fond 
afledion  plead  my  pardon.  [Exit. 

[After  Jhe  has  been  cut  fome  time  ,  a  tell  ringt; 

Edging  nvates,  and  ftirs  Sir  Charles. 
Edg.  Oh! 

Sfr  Char.  How  now  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Edg.  O  !  blefs  my  foul,  my  lady's  come  home, 

Sir  Char.   Go,  go  then.  [Bell  ring!, 

Edg.  O  lud  !  my  head's  in  fuch  a  condition  too. 

[  Runs  to  the  glafs,  tell  rings  again.]  I  am  coming,  ms- 

dam  -  O  lud  !  here's  no  powder  neither.   [Bell  a~ 

gain  ]  -  Here,  madam.  [Exit. 

Sir  Char.  How  now  ?   [Feeling  the  Steinkirk  upon  bis 

head.]  What's  this  ?  How  came  it  here  f  [Puts  en  his 

wig.]  Did  not  I  fee  my  wife  wear  this  to-day  f  --  — 

Death  !  fhe  can't  have  been  here,  fure  -  It  could 

not  be  jealoufy  that  brought  her  home  -  for  my 

coming  was  accidental  —  fo  too,  I  fear,  might  hers. 

-  How  carelefs  have  I  been  ?  ---  not  to  fecure 

the  door  neither  --  'Twas  foolifh     -  It  mull  be 

fp  !  She  certainly  has  feen  me  here  fieeping  with 

iier  woman  :  —  if  fo,   how  low  an  hypocrite  to  her 

muft  that  fight  have  proved  me  ?  —  —The  thoughf- 

has  made  me  defpicable  ev'n   to  myfelf  —  —How 

mean  a  vice  is  lying  ?  and  how  often  have  thefe 

empty  pleafures  lull'd  my  honour  and  ray  confer- 

ence to  a  lethargy  —  while  I  grofly  have  abus'd 

her?  poorly  fkulking  behind  a  thoufand  falflioods  ? 

Now  I  reflect,  this  has  not  been  the  firit  of  her  dif- 

coveries.'  --  How  contemptible   a  figure  muit  I 

have  made  to  her  ?  -  A  crowd  of  recollected  circum- 

flances  confirms  me  now,  me  has  been  long  acquainted 

with  my  follies  ;  and  yet  with  wh.it  amazing  prudence 

has  fhe  borne  the  fecret  pangs  of  injured  love,  and 

wore  an   everlafling   fmile   to  me  ?  This  afks  a  little 

thinking  —  fomething  fliould  be  done  ---  I'll  fee  her 

initantly,  and  be  relolv'd  from  her  behaviour.  [Exit. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  another  room. 

Enter  Lady  Eafy  and  Edging. 
Z.  Eafy.  Where  have  you  been,  Edging  ? 
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€(/£.  Been,  madam  !  t— J — I — I  came  as  foon  as 
I  heard  you  ring,  madam. 

L.  Eafy.  How  guiit  confounds  her  !  but  fhe's  be- 
low my  thought. -Fetch  my  laft  new  fcarf  hi- 
tler— I  have  a  mind  to  alter  it  a  little make 

haite. 

Ed%.  Yes,  madam. 1  fee  me  does  not  fufpecl 

anything.  [Exit. 

L.  Etyy.   Heigh  ho  !    [Sitting  down."}  I  had  forgot 

—        ;   am  unfit  for  writing  now 'Twas  an  hard 

conflict         vet   it's  a  joy  to  think  it  over :  a  fecret 

pride,  to  tell  my  heart  my  conduct  has  been  jult 

How  low  ;;-:  vicious  minds,  that  offer  injuries,  how 

much    uiperior   innocence   that  bears 'em  ! Still 

there's  a  pleafure  ev'n  in  the  melancholy  of  a  quiet 

confcience Away  my  fears,  it  is  not  yet  impof- 

£ble for  while   his  human  nature  is  not  quite 

fhook  off,  I  ought  not  to  defpair. 

Re-enter  Edging  with  a  Jcarf. 

Edg.  Here's  the  fcarft  madam. 

L.  EaJ'y.  So,  fit  down  there and,  let  me  fee 

here rip  off  all  that  filver. 

Edg.  Indeed,  I  always  thought  it   would  become 

^'Oia  1'idyfliip  better  without  it But  now  fuppofe, 

madam,  you  carried  another  row  of  gold  round  the 
ftollops,  and  then  you  take  and  lay  this  filver  plain 
all  along  the  gathers,  and  your  lady  (hip  will  perfectly 
fee,  it  will  give  the  thing  ten  thoufund  times  another 
air. 

L.Eafy.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  impertinent,  do  as  I  bid 
you. 

Edg.  Nay,  madam,  with  all  my  heart ;  your  la- 
dyiliip  may  do  ,u  you  pleafe. 

L.  Ec.ft.  This  creature  grows  fo  confident,  and  I 
dare  not  part  with  her,  left  he  mould  think  it  jea- 
loufy.  {Afedt. 

Enter  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Char.  So,  my  dear  !  What,  at  work  !  how  are 
you  empioy'd,  pray  ? 

L.  Efify.  I  was  thinking  to  alter  this  fcarf  here. 

Sir  Char,  What's  amifs  ?  methinks  it's  very  pretty. 

Edg.  Yes,  fir,  it's  pretty  enough  for  that  matter, 
bat  my  lady  has  a  mind  it  mould  be  proper  too. 

Sir  Cbar» 
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Sir  Char.  Indeed! 

L.  Eafy.  I  fancy  plain  gold  and  black  would  be- 
come me  better. 

Sir  Char.  That's  a  grave  thought,  my  dear. 
Edg.  O  dear  fir,  not  at  all,  my  lady's  much  in  the 
right ;  I  am  fure,  as  it  is,  it's  fit  for  nothing  but  a  girl. 
Sir  Char.  Leave  the  room. 

Edg.  Lard,  fir  !  I  can't  ftir 1  muft  ftay  to 

Sir  Char.   Go — = [Angrih. 

Edg,  [^Throwing  down  the  n.vork  hajlily,  and  crying, 
a.Jide.'}  If  -ever  I  fpeak  to  him  again,  I'll  be  burn'd. 

\Exit  Edging. 

Sir  Char.  Sit  ftill,  my  dear 1  came  to  talk  with 

you — —and,  which  you  may  well  wonder  at,  what  1 
have  to  fay  is  of  importance  too;  but  it  is  in  order  to 
my  hereafter  always  talking  to  you. 

L.  Eafy.  Your  words  were  never  difobliging,  nor 
can  I  charge  you  with  a  look  that  ever  had  the  appear- 
ance of  unkind. 

'  Sir  Char.  The  perpetual  fpring  of  your  good- 
humour,  lets  me  draw  no  merit  from  what  1  have 
appear'd  to  be,  which  makes  me  curious  now  to 
know  your  thoughts  of  what  I  really  am  :  and  hav- 
ing never  aik'd  you  this  before,  it  puzzles  me  ;  nor 
can  I  (my  ftrange  negligence  conlidered)  reconcile 
to  reafon  your  firft  thoughts  of  venturing  upon 
marriage  with  me. 

'  L.  Eafy.  I  never  thought  it  fuch  a  hazard.' 
Sir  Char.  How  cou'd  a  woman  of  your  reftraint  in 
principles,  fedatenefs,  fenfe,  and  tender  difpofition, 
propofe  to  fee  an  happy  life  with  one  (now  I  reflect) 
that  hardly  took  an  hour's  pains,  ev'n  before  marriage, 
to  appear  but  what  I  am  :  a  loofe,  unheeded  wretch, 
abfent  in  all  I  do.  Civil,  and  as  often  rude  without 
defign  ;  unfeafonably  thoughtful,  eafy  to  a  fault, 
and  in  my  beft  of  praife,  but  carelefly  good-natur'd  : 
how  mall  J  reconcile  your  temper  with  having  made 
fo  ftrange  a  choice  ? 

L.  Eafy.  Your  own   words   may  nnfwer  you 

Your  having  never  feem'd  to  be  but  what  you  really 
were  ;  and  thro'  that  carelefTnefs  of  temper  there  iliil 
{hone  forth  to  mean  unddigning  honefly,  I  alwa\s 
•doubted  of  in  fmoother  faces:  thu*  while  I  faw  you 

took 
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took  leall  pains  to  win  me,  you  pleas'd  and  woo'd  me 
in  oil:  :  nay,  I  have  thought,  that  fuch  a  temper  could 
never  be  deliberately  unkind  :  or  at  the  worft,  I 
knew  that  errors  from  want  of  thinking  might  be 
borne  ;  at  leaft,  when  probably  one  moment's  ferious 
thought  wou'd  end  'em.  Thefe  were  my  worft  of  fears, 
andthefe,  when  weigh'd  by  growing  love  againft  my 
folid  hopes,  were  nothing, 

Sir  Char,  My  dear,  your  underflanding  ftartles  me, 
and  jufvly  calls  my  own  in  queftiou  :  Iblufhto  think 
I've  worn  fo  bright  a  jewel  in  my  bofom,  and  till  this 
hoar,  have  fcarce  been  curious  once  to  look  upon  its 
luftre. 

L.  Eafy.  You  fet  too  high  a  value  on  the  common 
qualities  of  an  eafy  wife. 

Sir  Char,  Virtues,  like  benefits,  are  double,  when 
conceal'd  :  and  I  confefs,  I  yet  fufpedl  you  of  aa 
higher  value  far  than  I  have  fpoke  you. 

L.  Eafy.  I  underfland  you  not. 

Sir  Char,  I'll  fpeak  more  plainly  to  you Be 

free,  and  tell  me — where  did  you  leave  this  hand- 
kerchief ? 

L.  Eafy.  Ha  ! 

'   Sir  Char.  What  is't  you  ftart  at  ?    You  hear  the 

*  queilion. 

'   L.  Eafy,  What  mall  I  fay  ?  my  fears  confound 

*  me.' 

Sir  Char.  Be  not  concern'd,  my  dear ;  be  eafy  in 
the  truth,  and  tell  me. 

L.  Eafy.  I  cannot  fpeak— and  I  cou'd  wifh  you'd 

not  oblige  me  to  it 'tis  the  only  thing  I  ever  yet 

refus'd  you and  tho'  I  want  reafon  for  my  will, 

let:  me  not  anfwer  you. 

Sir  Char.  Your  will  then  be  a  reafon,  and  fince  I 
fee  you  are  fo  generoufly  tender  of  reproaching  me, 
'tis  fit  I  fhould  be  eafy  in  my  gratitude,  and  make 
what  ought  to  be  my  lhame  my  joy  ;  let  me  be  there- 
fore pleas'd  to  tell  you  now,  your  wond'rous  conduct 
has  wak'd  me  to  a  fer.fe  of  your  difquiet  pall,  and  re- 

folution  never  to  diiturb  it  more And  (not  that  I 

off.-r  it  as  a  merit,  but  yet  in  blind  compliance  to  my 
will )  let  me  beg  you  would  immediately  difcharge 
your  won  . 

L.   Eafy. 
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L.  Eafy.  Alas!  I  think  not  of  her O,  my  dear, 

diftraft  me  not  with  this  excels  of  goodnefs, 

\JrteptBP', 

Sir  Char.  Nay,  praife  me  not,  left  I  refleft  how 
little  I  have  deferved  it — '  I  fee  you're  in  pain  to  give 
'  me  this  confufion' — Come,  I  will  not  fhock  your 
foftnefs  by  my  untimely  blufh  for  what  is  part,  but 
rather  footh  you  to  a  pleafure  at  my  fcnfe  of  joy,  for 
my  recover'd  happinefs  to  come.  Give  then  to  my 
new-born  love  what  name  you  pleafe,  it  cannot,  mall 
not  be  too  kind  :  O  !  it  cannot  be  too  foft  for  what 

my  foul  fwells  up  with  emulation  to  deferve 

Receive  me  then  entire  at  laft,  and  take  what  yet  no 
woman  ever  truly  had,  my-conquer'd  heart. 

L.  Eafy.  '  O  the  foft  treafure  !   O  the  dear  reward 

*  of  long-defiring  love' Now  I   am  bleft  indeed  to 

fee  you  kin-d  without  th'  expence  of  pain  in  being  fo  ; 
to  make  you  mine  with  eafmefs:  thus :  thus  to  have 
you  mine,  is  fomething  more  than  happinefs,    '  'tis 

*  -double  life,  and  madnefs  of  abounding  joy.'     But 
'twas  a  pain  intolerable  to  give  you  a  confufion. 

Sir  Char,  O  thou  engaging  virtue  ! — .But  I'm  too 
flow  in  doing  juftice  to  thy  love :  I  know  ihy  foftnefs 

will  refufe  me  ;  but  remember  I  infift  upon  it — 

let  thy  woman  be  difcharg'd  this  minute. 

L.  Eafy,  No,  my  dear,  think  me  not  fo  low  in 
faith  to  fear,  that  after  what  you've  faid,  'twill  ever 
"be  in  her  power  to  do  me  futuie  injury.  When  I  can 
conveniently  provide  for  her,  I'll  think  on't :  but  to 
difcharge  her  now  might  let  her  guefs  at  the  occ;i- 
fion  ;  and  methinks  I  \vou'd  have  all  our  differences, 
like  our  endearments,  be  equally  a  fecret  to  our  fer- 
vants. 

Sir  Char.  Still  my  fuperior  every  way  ! be  it  as 

you  have  better  thought Well,  my  dear,  now  I'll 

confefs  a  thing  that  was  not  in  your  power  to  accuie 
me  of;  to  be  fliort,  1  own  this  creature  is  not  the  only 
One  I  have  been  to  blame  with. 

L.  Eafy.  I  know  me  is  not,  and  was  always  lefs 
foncern'd  to  find  it  fo,  for  conltancy  in  errors  might 
have  been  fatal  to  me. 

Sir  Clar.  What  is'!  you  know.,  my  dear  ? 
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/  .  Eafy,  Come,  I  am  not  afraid  to  accufe  you  novv 

—my  Lady  Graveairs Your  careleflhefs,  my  dear, 

let  all  the  world  know  it,  and  it  wou'd  have  been  ha  -d 
indeed,  had  it  been  only  to  me  a  fecret. 

Sir  Char.  My  dear,  I'll  aflt  no  more  queftions,  for 
fear  of  being  more  ridiculous:  I  do  confefs  I  thought 
my  difcretion  had  been  a  mafter-piece How  con- 
temptible mufl  I  have  look'd  all  this  while  ! 
L.  Eafy.  You  (han't  fay  fo. 

Sir  Char.  Well,  to  let  you  fee  I  had  fome  fliame, 
as  well  as  nature  in  me,  I  had  writ  this  to  my  Lady 
Graveairs,  upon  my  firft  difcovering  that  you  knew  I 
had  wrong'd  you  :  read  it. 

L.  Eafy.  [Reads.]  "  Something  has  happen'd,  that 
prevents  the  vifit  I  intended  you  ;  and 
I  could  gladly  wifh,  you  never  wou'd 
reproach  me  if  I  tell  you,  'tis  utterly 
inconvenient  that  J   mould   ever   fee 
you  more." 
This  indeed  was  more  than  I  had  merited. 
Enter  Servant. 

Sir  Char.  Who's  there  ?  Here ftep  with  this  to 

my  Lady  Graveairs. 

[Seals  the  letter ',  and gi-ves  it  to  the  fer<vant. 

Serv.  Yes,  fir Madam,  my  Lady  Betty's  come. 

L.  Eafy.  I'll  wait  on  her. 

Sir  Char.  My  dear,  I'm  thinking  there  may  b« 
other  things  my  negligence  may  have  wrong'd  you  in  ; 
hut  be  aflured,  as  I  difcover  'em,  all  mail  be  cor- 
rected. Is  there  any  part  or  circumftance  in  your 
fortune  that  I  can  change  or  yet  make  eafier  to  you  ? 
L.  Eafy.  None,  my  dear,  your  good  nature  never 
jlinted  me  in  that;  and  now,  methinks,  I  have  lefs 
occafion  there  than  ever. 

Re-enter   Servant. 

St-r-v.  Sir,  my  Lord  Morelove's  come. 
Sir  Char.  I  am  coming  J  think  I  told  you  of 

the  defign  we  had  laid  againft  Lady  Betty  ? 

L.  Eafy.  You  did,  and  I  fhou'd  be  pleas'd  to  be 
myfelf  concern 'd  in  it. 

Sir  Char.  I  believe  we  may  employ  you  :  I  know 

he  waits  for  me   with  impatience.     But,  my  dear, 

won't  you  think  me  taftelefs  to  the  joy  you've  giv<r:i 

D  me, 


ploy 
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me,  to  fuffer  at  this  time  any  concern  but  you  t1  em- 
y  my  thoughts  ? 

\.  Eafy.  Seafons  muft  be  obey'd  ;  and  fince  I  know 
your  friend's  happinefs  depending,  I  cou'd  not  tafte 
my  own,  fhou'd  you  negleft  it. 

Sir   Char.    Thou  eafy    fweetnefs O  !  what  a 

wafte  on  thy  neglefted  love,  has  my  unthinking  brain 
committed  ?  But  time  and  future  thrift  of  tendernefs 
fhall  yet  repair  it  all.  The  hours  will  come,  when 
this  foft-gliding  ftream  that  fwells  my  heart,  uninter- 
rupted mall  renew  its  courfe 

And  like  the  ocean  after  ebb,  fhall  move 
With  conitant  force  of  due  returning  love. 

[Exeunt. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  another  Room. 
Enter  Lady  Eafy.  and  Lady  Betty. 

L.  Bet.  You've  been  in  tears,  my  dear,  and  yet  you 
look  pleas'd  too. 

L.  Eafy.  You'll  pardon  me  if  I  don't  let  you  into 
circumftances  ;  but  be  fatisfied,  Sir  Charles  has  mad« 
me  happy,  ev'n  to  a  pain  of  joy. 

L.  Bet.  Indeed  I'm  truly  glad  of  it,  tho1  I  am  forry 
to  find,  that  any  one  who  has  generouty  enough  to 
do  you  juftice,  mould  unprovok'd  be  fo  great  an 
tnemy  to  me. 

Z»»  Eafy.  Sir  Charles  your  enemy ! 

L,  Bet.  My  dear,  you'll  pardon  me  if  I  always 
thought  him  fo,  but  now  I  am  convinc'd  of  it. 

L.  Eafy.  In  what,  pray  ?  I  can't  think  you'll  find 
him  fo. 

L.  Bet.  O  !  madam,  ic  has  been  his  whole  bufinefs 
of  late  to  make  an  utter  breach  between  my  lord 
Morelove  and  me. 

L.  Eafy.  That  may  be  owing  to  your  ufage  of  my 
lord  :  perhaps  he  thought  it  wou'd  not  difoblige  you  ; 
I  am  confident  you  are  miftaken  in  him. 

L.  Btt.  Oh!  I  don't  ufe  to  be  out  in  things  of 
this  nature,  I  can  fee  well  enough  :  but  I  mail  be 
able  to  tell  you  more,  when  I  have  talk'd  with  my 
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L..Eafy,  Here  he   comes;  and  becaufe   you   Aa!l 

talk  with  him— no  excufes — for  pofitively  I  will  leave 

you  together. 

L.  Bit,  Indeed,  hiy  dear,  I  deftre  you  wou'd  ftay 

then  j  for  I  know  you  think  now,  that  I  have  a  mind 

L.  Eafy.  To to ha!  ha!  ha!  [Going.- 

L.  Bit.  Well!  remember  this. 

Enter  Lord  Morelove. 

i,  Mor.  I  hope  I  don't  fright  you  away,  madam? 

L.  Eafy.  Not  at  all,  my  lord  ;  but  I  ma  ft  beg  your 
pardon  tor  a  moment,  I'll  wait  upon  you  immedi- 
ately. [Exit. 

L.  Eft.  My  lady  Eafy  gone  ? 

L.  Mor.  Perhaps,  madam,  in  friendship  to  you, 
fhe  thinks  I  may  have  deferv'd  the  coldnefs  you  of 
Jate  have  (hewn  me  ;  and  was  willing  to  give  you 
this  opportunity  to  convince  me,  you  have  not  done 
it  without  juit  grounds  and  reafon. 

L.  Set.  How  handfomely  does  he  reproach  me  ! 
but  I  can't  bear  that  he  fliould  think  I  know  it — [a~ 
fide.]  My  lord,  whatever  has  pafs'd  between  you  and 
me,  I  dare  fwear  that  cou'd  not  be  her  th'oughts  at 
this  time.  For  when  two  people  have  appear'd  pro- 
fefs'd  enemies,  fhe  can't  but  think  one  will  as  little 
care  to  give,  as  t'other  to  receive  a  j unification  of 
their  actions. 

L.  Mor.  Paffion,  indeed,  often  does  repeated  inju- 
ries on  both  fides,  but  I  don't  remember  in  my  heat 
of  error,  J  ever  yet  profefs'd  myfelf  your  enemy. 

L.  Bet.  My  lord,  I  mall  be  very  free  with  you . 

I  confefs  I  do  think  now  I  have  not  a  greater  enemy 
in  the  world. 

L.  Mor.  If  having  long  loved  you  to  my  own  dif- 
quiet,  be  injurious,  I  am  contented  then  to  llami  the 
foremoft  of  your  enemies. 

L.  Bet.  O,  my  lord,  there's  no  great  fear  of  your 
being  my  enemy  that  way,  I  dare  fay 

L.  Mor.  There's  no  other  way  my  heart  can  bear 
to  offend  you  now,  and  I  fprefce  in  that  it  will  perfilt 
to  my  undoing. 

L.  Bet.  Fy,  fy,  my  lord,  we  know  where  your 
Jieart  is  well  enough. 

D  *  I.  Me*. 
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L.  Mor.  My  conduct  has  indeed  deferv'd  tnis'fcorn, 
and  therefore  'tis  but  juft  I  fhould  fubmit  to  your  re- 
fciument,  and  beg  (tho'  I'm  afiur'd  in  Vaifl)  for  par- 
don. [Kneels. 

Eater  Sir  Charles. 
.  Sir  Ctar.   How,  my  Lord  !  [L.  Mor.  rifft. 

L.  Bet.  Ha  !  He  here  ?  This  was  unlucky.    [Afide. 

•  L.  Mor.  O  pity  my  confufion  !  [To  L.  Bet.' 

.S;V  Char.  I  am  forry  to  fee  you  can  fo  foon  forget 
you r I'd f:  mcthinks  the  infult  you  have  borne  from 
that  lady,  by  this  time  mould  have  warn'd  you  into 
a  difg,uil  of  her  regardlefs  principles. 

L.  Mor.  Hold,  Sir  Charles  !  While  you  and  I  are 
friends,  I  defire  you  would  fpeak  with  honour  of  this 
lady  'Tis  fufncient  I  have  no  complaint  againft 
htr,  and 

L.  Bet.  My  lord,  I  beg  you  would  refent  this  thing 
ro  farther  :  an  injury  like  this  is  better  punifh'd  with 
<-ur  contempt ;  apparent  malice  Ihou'd  only  be  laugh'd 
at. 

Sir  Char.  Ha  !  ha  !  the  old  recourfe.  Offers  of  any 
hopes  to  delude  him  from  his  refentment ;  and  then, 
'  as  the  Grand  Monarch  did  with  Cavalier,'  you  are 
fure  to  keep  your  word  with  him. 

L.  Bet.  Sir  Charles,  to  let  you  know  how  far  1  am 
above  your  little  fpleen,  my  lord,  your  hand  from 
this  hour.— — — 

Sir  Char.  Pfhah  !  pfhah  !  All  defign  !  all  pique  ! 
mere  artifice,  and  difappointed  woman. 

L.  Bet.  Look  you,  fir,  not  that  I  doubt  my  lord's 
opinion  of  me  ;  yet 

Sir  Char.  Look  you,  madam,  in  fhort,  your  word 
has  been  too  often  taken  to  let  you  make  up  quarrels, 
ai  you  ufed  to  do,  with  a  foft  look  and  a  fair  pro- 
mife  you  never  intended  to  keep. 
.  L.  Bet.  Was  ever  fuch  an  infolencc  ?  he  won't  give 
rte  leave  to  fpeak. 

L.  Mor.  Sir  Charles  ! 

L.  Bet.  No  pray,  my  lord,  have  patience  ;  and 
fime  his  malice  feems  to  grow  particular,  I  dare  his 
worft,  and  urge  him  to  the  proof  on't :  pray,  fir, 
wherein  can  you  charge  me  with  breach  of  promife  to 
say  lord  ? 

Sir  Char. 
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Sir  Char.  Death,  you  won't  deny  it  ?  How  often, 
to  piece  up  a  quarrel,  have  you  appointed  him  to  vifit 
you  alone  ;  and  tho'you  havepromis'd  to  fee  no  other 
company  the  whole  day,  when  he  was  come,  he  has 
found  you  among  the  laugh  of  noify  fops,  coquettes, 
and  coxcombs,  diflblutely  gay,  while  your  full  eyes 
ran  o'er  with  tranfport  of  their  flattery,  and  your 
own  vain  power  of  pleafing  ?  How  often,  I  fay,  have 
you  been  known  to  throw  away,  at  leaft,  four  hours 
of  your  good  humour  upon  fuch  wretches ;  and  the 
minute  they  were  gone,  grew  only  duJl  to  him,  funk 
into  a  diftafteful  (pleen,  complain'd  you  had  talk'd 
yourfelf  into  the  head-ache,  and  then  indulg'd  upon 
the  dear  delight  of  feeing  him  in  pain  :  and  by  that 
time  you  had  ftretch'd,  and  gap'd  him  heartily  out  of 
patience,  of  a  fudden  moft  importantly  remember 
you  had  outfat  your  appointment  with  my  Lady 
Fiddle-faddle  ;  and  immediately  order  your  coach  to 
the  park  ? 

L.  Set.  Yet,  fir,  have  you  done  ? 

Sir  Char.  No tho'  this   might   ferve  to  fhev 

the  nature  of  your  principles  !  but  the  noble  conquett 
you  have  gain'd  at  laft  over  defeated  fenfe  of  reputa- 
tion too,  has  made  your  fame  immortal. 

L.Mor.  How,  fir? 

L.  Bet.   My  reputation  ? 

Sir  Char.    Ay,    madam,    your  reputation  — -— -TVI" 

lord,    if  J  advance  a  fallhood,    then  refent  it 1 

fay,  your  reputation It  has  been  your  life's  whole 

pride,  of  late,  to  be  the  common  toaft  of  every  public 
table,  vain  even  in  the  infamous  addrefles  of  a  mar- 
ried man,  my  Lord  Foppington  :  let  that  be  recon- 
cii'd  with  reputation,  I'll  now  make  hand?  with1 
fhame,  and  bow  me  to  the  low  contempt  which  vou 
deferve  from  him  ;  not  but  I  fuppofe  you'll  yet  eu<fea- 
vour  to  recover  him.  Now,  you  find  ill  ufage  in 
danger  of  lofing  your  conqueft,  'tis  poffible  you'll  llojJ 
at  nothing  to  preferveit. 

L.  Bet.  Sir  Charles 

[Wu/xs  diforjer*dt  and  be  after  ler. 

Sir  Char.  I  know  your  vanity  is  fo  voracious,   'iwili 

ev;n  wound  itfelf  to  feed  irfdf ;  offer  him  a  blank. 

D  3  perhaps 
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perhaps  to  fill  up  with  hopes  of  what  nature  he  plea- 
fes,  and  part  with  even  your  pride  to  keep  him. 

L.  Bet.  Sir  Charles,  I  have  not  deferv'd  this  of 
you.  [Burjling  into  tears. 

Sir  Char.  Ah  !  true  woman,  drop  him  a  foft  dif- 
fembling  tear,  and  then  his  juft  refentment  muft  be 
hufh'd  of  courfe. 

L.  Mor,  O  Charles !  I  can  bear  no  more,  thofe 
tears  are  too  reproaching. 

Sir  Char.  Hirt  for  your  life!  \_AJide,  and  tl)tn  aloud. "\ 
My  lord,  if  you  believe  her,  you're  undone  ;  the  very 
next  fight  of  my  Lord  Foppington  wou'd  make  her 
yet  forfwear  all  that  fhe  can  promife. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord  Foppington  !  Is  that  the  mighty 
crime  that  inuft  condemn  me  then  ?  You  know  I  us'd 
him  but  as  a  tool  of  my  refentment,  which  you  your- 
telf,  by  a  pretended  friendlhip  to  us  both,  molt  art- 
fully provek'd  me  to. 

L.  Mor.  Hold,  I  conjure  you,  madam,  I  want  not 
this  conviclion. 

L.  Bet.  Send  for  him  this  minute,  and  you  and  he 
(hall  both  be  witnefles  of  the  contempt  and  detefta- 
tion  I  have  for  any  forward  hopes  his  vanity  may 
have  given  him,  or  your  malice  would  infinuate. 

Sir  Char.  Death  !  you  would  as  foon  eat  fire,  as 
foon  part  With  your  luxurious  tafte  of  folly,,  as  dare 
to  own  the  half  of  this  before  his  face,  or  any  one, 
that  would  make  you  blufh  to  deny  it  to  'Here 

•  comes  my  wife,  now  we  mail  fee Ha!  and  my 

Lord  Foppington  with  her Now  !  now,  we  (hall 

fee  this  mighty  proof  of  your  fincerity Now!  my 

lord,    you'll   have  a  warning  fure,    and   henceforth 

know  me  for  your  friend  indeed 

Enter  Lady  Eafy  and  Lord  Foppington. 

L.  Eajy.  In  tears,  my  dear,  what's  the  matter! 

L.  Bet.  O,  my  dear,  all  I  told  you's  true;  Sir 
Charles  has  (hewn  himfelf  fo  inveterably  my  enemy, 
that  if  I  believ'd  I  deferv'd  but  half  his  hate,  'twould 
make  me  hate  myfelf. 

L.  Fop.  Hark  you,  Charles,  pr'ythee  what  is  this 
bufmefs  ? 

Sir  Cltar.  Whyyour's,  my  lord,  for  ought  I  know 
— I  have  made  fuch  a  breach  betwixt  'cin — I  can't 

promifi 
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promife  much  for  the  courage  of  a  woman  ;  but  If 
hers  holds,  I'm  fare  it's  wide  enough,  you  may  enter 
ten  a-breaft,  my  lord. 

L.  Fop.  Say'ft  thou  fo,  Charles  ?  then  I  hold  fix  to 
four  I  am  the  firft  man  in  the  town. 

L.  Eajy.  Sure  there  mud  be  fome  miftake  in  this  ; 
I  hope  he  has  not  made  my  lord  your  enemy. 

L .  Bet.  I  know  not  what  he  has  done. 

L.Mor.  Far  be  that  thought!  Alas!  I  am  too 
much  in  fear  myfelf,  that,  what  I  have  this  day  com- 
mitted, advis'd  by  his  miflaken  friendfhip,  may  have 
done  my  love  irreparable  prejudice. 

L.  Bet.  No,  my  lord,  fmce  I  perceive  his  little  arts 
have  not  prevail'd  upon  your  good  nature,  to  my  pre- 
judice,  I  am  bound  in  gratitude,  in  duty  to  myfelf 
and  to  the  confeffion  you  have  made,  my  lord,  to 
acknowledge  now,  I  have  been  to  blame  too. 

L.  Mor.  Ha  !  is't  poflible,  can  you  own  fo  much? 
c  O  my  tranfported  heart !' 

L.  Bet.  He  fays  I  have  taken  pleafure  in  feeing 

you  uneafy 1  own  it but  'twas  when  that  un- 

eafmefs,  I  thought,  proceeded  from  your  love;  and 

if  you  did  love 'twill  not  be  much  to  pardon 

it. 

L.  Mor.  O  let  my  foul,  thus  bending  to  your 
power,  adore  this  foft  defcending  goodnefs. 

L.  Bet.  And  fmce  the  giddy  woman's  flights  I  have 
fhewn  you  too  often,  have  been  public,  'tis  fit,  at 
laft,  the  amends  and  reparation  fhou'd  be  fo :  there- 
fore, what  I  offered  to  Sir  Charles,  I  now  repeat  be- 
fore this  company,  my  utter  deteftation  of  any  pail  or 
future  gallantry,  that  has  or  (hall  be  offer'd  by  me  to 
your  uneafmefs. 

L.  Mor.  O  be  lefs  generous,  or  teach  me  to  deferve 

it Now  blufh,  Sir  Charles,  at  your  injurious 

accufation. 

L.  Fop.  Ha!  Pardi  vaila  quelque  cbofe  dy extraor- 
dinaire. [AJide. 

L.  Bet.  As  for  my  Lord  Foppington,  I  owe  him 
thanks  for  having  been  fo  friendly  an  inftrument  of 
our  reconciliation ;  for  though,  in  the  little  outward 
gallantry  I  receiv'd  from  him,  I  did  not  immediately 
truft  him  with  my  delign  in  it,  yet  I  have  a  better 

opinion 
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opinion  of  his  underftanding  than  to  fuppofe  he  couM 
miftake  it. 

'L.  Fop.  1  am  ftruck  dumb  with  the  deliberation  of 
her  affurance  j  and  do  not  pofitively  remember,  that 
the  non-chalance  of  my  temper  ever  had  fo  bright  an  - 
occafion  to  mew  itfelf  before. 

L.  Bet.  My  lord,  I  hope  you'll  pardon  the  freedom 
I  have  taken  with  you. 

L.  Fop.  O,  madam,  don't  be  under  the  confufion 
of  an  apology  upon  my  account ;  for,  in  cafes  of  this 
nature,  I  am  never  difappointed,  but  when  I  find  a 
lady  of  the  fame  mind  two  hours  together  Ma- 

dam,  I  have  loft  a  thoufand  fine  women  in  my  time ; 
bat  never  had  the  ill  manners  to  be  out  of  humour 
\vith  anyone  for  refufing  me,  fincel  was  born. 

L.  Bet.  My  lord,  that's  a  very  prudent  temper. 

L.  Fop.  Madam,  to  convince  you  that  I  am  in  an 
univerfal  peace  with  mankind,  fince  you  own  I  have- 
fo  far  contributed  to  your  happinefs,  give  me  leave  to 
have  the  honour  of  compleating  it,  by  joining  your 
hand  where  you  have  already  offer'd  up  your  inclina- 
tion. 

L.  Bet.  My  lord,  that's  a  favour  I  can't  refufe 
you, 

L.  Mor.  Generous,  indeed,  my  lord  ! 

[L.  Fop.  joins  their  hands,. 

L.  Fop.  And  ftap  my  breath,  if  ever  I  was  better 
pleas'd,  fince  my  firft  entrance  into  human  nature. 

Sir  Char.  How  now,  my  lord  !  what !  throw  up 
the  cards  before  you  have  loft  the  game  ? 

L.  Fop.  Look  you,  Charles,  'tis  true,  I  did  defign 
to  have  play'd  with  her  alone  :  but  he  that  will  keep- 
well  with  the  ladies,  muft  fometimes  be  content  to 
make  one  at  a  poole  with  'em  :  and  fince  I  know  I 
muft  engage  her  in  my  turn,  I  don't  fee  any  great 
odds  in  letting  him  take  the  firft  game  with  her. 

Sir  Char.  Wifely  confider'd,  my  lord. 

L.  Bet.  And  now,  Sir  Charles 

Sir  Char.  And  now,  madam,  I'll  fave  you  the 
trouble  of  a  long  fpeech  :  and,  in  one  word,  confefs 
that  every  thing  1  have  done  in  regard  to  you  this 

day  was  purely  artificial 1  faw  there  was  no  way 

to  fccure  ycu  to  my  Lord  Morelove,  but  by  alarming 

your 
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your  pride  with  the  danger  of  lofmg  him  :  and  fince 
the  fuccefs  muit  have  by  this  time  convinc'd  you  that, 
in  love,  nothing  is  more  ridiculous  than  an  over- 
afted  averfion  ;  I  am  fure  you  won't  take  it  ill,  if 
we  at  laft  congratulate  your  good  nature,  by  heartily 
laughing  at  the  fright  we  had  put  you  in.  Ha!  ha! 
ha! 

L.Eafy.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

L.  Bet.  Why — —well,  I  declare  it  now,  I  hate  you 
worfe  than  ever. 

Sir  Char.  Ha  !  ha !  ha !  And  was   it  afraid  they 

wou'd  take  away  its  love  from  it Poor  Lady  Betty  T 

ha!  ha! 

L.  Eajy.  My  dear,  I  beg  your  pardon ;  but  'tis  im- 
poflible  not  to  laugh  when  one's  fo  heartily  pleas 'd. 

L.Fop.  Really,  madam,  I  am  afraid  the  humour 
of  the  company  will  draw  me  into  your  difpleafure 
too ;  but  if  I  were  to  expire  this  moment,  my  laft 
breath  wou'd  pofitively  go  out  with  a  laugh.  Ha  I 
ha!  ha! 

L.  Bft.  Nay,  I  have  deferv'd  it  all,  that's  the 
truth  on't — but  I  hope,  my  lord,  you  were  not  in 
this  defign  againft  me. 

L.  Mor.  As  a  proof,  madam,  I  am  incliri'd  never 

to  deceive  you  more 1  do  confefs  I  had  my  mare 

in't. 

L.  Bet.  You  do,  my  lord then  I  declare  'twas. 

a  defign,  one  or  other — the  belt  carried  on  that  ever 
I  knew  in  my  life  ;  and  (to  my  fhame  own  it)  for 
ought  I  know,  the  only  thing  that  could  have  pre- 
vail'd  upon  my  temper  :  'twas  a  foolifh  pride  that  has 

coft  me  many  a  bitten  lip  to  fupport  it 1  wifh  we 

don't  both  repent,  my  lord. 

L.  Mor.  Don't  you  repent  without  me,  and  we  ne- 
ver mail. 

'  Sir  Char.  Well,  madam,  now  the  worft  that  the 
*  world  can  fay  of  your  paft  condudl  is,  that  my  lord 
'  had  conltancy,  and  you  have  try'd  it. 

'  Enter  a  Ser-vatit  to  Lord  More  love. 

'  Ser-v.  My  lord,  Mr.  le  Fevre's  below,  and  de- 
«  fires  to  know  what  time  your  lordfhip  will  pleafe  to 
'  have  the  mofic  begin. 

«  L.  Wr. 
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'  L.  Mor.  Sir  Charles,  what  fay  you  ?  will  you  giv« 

*  me  leave  to  bring  'em  hither  f     >r\W 

*  Sir  Char.  As  the  ladies  think  fit,  my  lord. 

'  Z,.  Bet.  O  !  by  all  means;  'twill  be  better  here, 

*  anlefs  we  cou'd  have  the  terrace  to  ourfelves. 

'  L.  Mor.  Then,  pray  defire  'em  to  come  hither 

*  immediately. 

'  Serv.  Yes,  my  Lord.  [Exit  Serv, 

*  Enter  Lady  Graveairs. 
'  Sir  CTtar.  Lady  Graveairs  ! 

*  L.  Grav.  Yes!  you  may  well  ftart!  but  don't 

*  fuppofe  I  am  now  come,  like  a  poor  tame  fool,  to 

*  upbraid  your  guilt  j  but,  if  I  cou'd,  to  blaft  you  with 
«  a  look. 

*  Sir  Char.  Come,  come,  you  have  fenfe, — don't 
'  expofe  yourfelf — you  are  unhappy,  and  I  own  my- 

*  felf  the  caufe, — the  only  fatisfadlion  I  can  offer  you 
'  is  to  proteft  no  new  engagement  takes  me  from  you  ; 

*  but  a  fincere  reflection  of  the  long  neglecl  and  inju- 

*  ries  Fve  done  the  beft  of  wives ;  for  whofe  amends 

*  and  only  fake  1  now  muft  part  with  you,  and  all 
'  the  inconvenient  pleafures  of  my  life. 

'  L.  Grav.  Have  you  then  fallen  into  the  low  con- 
'  tempt  of  expofing  m«,  and  to  your  wife  too? 

'  Sir  Char.  "Twas  impoffible,  without  it,  I  co»'d 
'  erer  be  fincere  in  my  cenverfion. 

'  L.Grav.  Defpicable! 

'  Sir  Char.  Do  not  think  fo— for  my  fake  I  know 

*  flie'll  not  reproach  you nor   by  her  carriage, 

*  ever  let  the  world  perceive  you've  wrong'd  her..— 
«  My  dear 

'  L.  Eajy.  Lady  Graveairs,  I  hspe  you'll  fup  with 
«  us? 

'  L.  Grav.  I  can't  refufe  fo  much  good  company, 
9  madam. 

*  Sir  Char.  You  fee  the  worft  of  her  refentment— 

*  In  the  mean  rime,  don't  endeavour  to  be  her  friend, 

*  and  (he'll  never  be  your  enemy. 

'  L.  Grav.  I  am  unfortunate 'tis  what  my  folly 

*"  has  deferv'd,  and  I  fubmit  to  it. 
«  L.  Mor.  So  !  here's  the  mufic. 
«*  L.  Eajy.  Come,  ladies,  fhail  we  fit  f 
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'  After  the  Mufic,  a  Sottg.* 

4  Sabina  with  an  angel's  face, 
'  By  Love  ordain'd  for  joy, 

*  Seems  of  the  Sirens  cruel  race, 
'  To  charm  and  then  deftroy. 

*  With  all  the  arts  of  look  and  drefs, 
'  She  fans  the  fatal  fire  ; 

*  Through  pride,  miftaken  oft  for  grace, 
'  She  bids  the  fwains  expire. 

*  The  god  of  Love  enrag'd  to  fee 
'  The  nymph  defy  his  flame, 

*  Pronounc'd  his  mercilefs  decree 
'  Againft  the  haughty  dame; 

'  Let  age  with  double  fpeed  o'ertake  her, 
'  Let  love  the  room  of  pride  fupply  ; 

r  And  when  the  lovers  all  forfake  her, 
'  A  fpotlefs  virgin  let  her  die.' 

Sir  Charles  comes  forward ivitb  Lady  Eafy. 
Sir  Char.  Now,  my  dear,  I  find  my  happinefs 
grow  fall  upon  me  ;  in  all  my  paft  experience  of  the 
lex,  I  found,  even  among  the  better  fort,  fo  much  of 
folly,  pride,  malice,  paffion,  and  irrefolute  defire, 
dm  I  concluded  thee  but  of  the  foremolt  rank,  and 
therefore  fcarce  worthy  my  concern  ;  but  thou  haft 
ftirr'd  me  with  fo  fevere  a  proof  of  thy  exalted  virtue, 

it  gives  me  wonder  equal  to  my  love if  then  the 

unkindly  thought  of  what  I  have  been,  hereafter 
fhou'd  intrude  upon  thy  growing  quiet,  let  this  re- 
flection teach  thee  to  be  eafy. 

77y  wrongs  <wben  greateft,  moft  tly  virtue  pro-Sd; 
And  from  that  virtue  found)  1  blujb'd  and  truly  lav*  J. 

[Exeunt, 


EPI- 


EPILOGUE. 

JT^Onqueft  and  freedom  are  at  length  our  own, 
Falfe  fears  of  jlav'ry  no  more  are  {hewn  ; 
Nor  dread  of  paying  tribute  to  a  foreign  throne. 
Allftations  now  the  fruits  of conqueft  jhare, 
Except  (if  f mall  with  great  things  may  compart) 
Th'  opprefs'd  condition  of  the  laboring  player. 
We're  ft  ill  in  fears  (as  you  of  late  in  France) 
Of  'the  defpotic  power  offong,  and  dance  : 
For  while  fubfcription,  Hie  a  tyrant,  reigns, 
Nature's  neglefled,  and  the  ft  age  in  chains, 
And  Englijh  afiorsjlave  to/well the Frenchman's  gains* 
Like  jEfop's  crow,  the  poor  cut-witted  ftage, 
That  liifd  on  wholfome  plays  i'  th*  latter  age. 
Deluded  once  to  feng,  e-'v'n  juftly  ferv'd, 
Let  fall  her  cheefe  to  the  fox  mouth,  and  ftar-ifd  : 
O  that  our  judgment ,  as  your  courage  has 
Your  fame  extended,  wou'd  affert  our  caufe, 
Tbat  nothing  Englijb  might  Jubmit  to  foreign  la'ws  ! 
If  ive  tut  live  to  fee  that  joyful  day, 
Then  of  the  Englijh  ftage,  revived  njce  may, 
As  of  your  honour  now,  <vjith  proper  application,  fay* 

'  Si  when  the  Gallic  fox  by  fraud  of  peace, 
Had  lulled  the  Britijh  lion  into  eafe, 
And  fanu  that  Jleep  composed  his  couchant  headt 
He  bids  him  wake,  and  fee  bimfelf  betray' d 
In  toils  of  treacherous  politics  around  him  laid  : 
Shews  him  honv  one  clofe  hour  of  Gallic  thought 
Retook  tho/e  towns  for  which  he  years  had  fought. 
At  this  th1  indignant  fa-vage  rolls  bis  fiery  eyes, 
Dauntlefs,  tho'  blujhing  at  the  bafe  furprife, 
Paujcs  awhile  —  But  fnds  delays  are  vain  : 
CcmpeWd  to  fight,  he  Jhakes  his  Jhaggy  mane  ; 
He  grinds  his  dreadful  fangs ;  and  ftalks  to  Blenheim" 't 

plain. 

There,  with  erecled  creft ,  and  horrid  roar, 
He,  furious,  plunges  on  through  ft  reams  of  gore, 
And  dyes  with  falfe  Bavarian  blood  the  purple  Da-  f 
nube's  Jhore.  J 

In  one  pujh'd  battle  frees  the  defiin'd  Jlaves  ; 
Rt*vi<vtt  old  Englijh  honour,  and  an  empire  faves. 
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PROLOGUE. 


ATATURE's  deferted  and  dramatic  art, 

To  dazzle  nova  the  eye,  has  left  the  heart ; 
Gay  lights  and  drejfis,  long- extended  fcenes, 
Deemons  and  Angels  moving  in  machines  ; 
All  that  can  no*mj,   or  pleafe,  or  fright  the  fair  t  ^ 

Jllay  be  perform' '  d  -"without  a  writer's  care,  > 

And  is  the  Jkill  of  carpenter,   not  player.  J 

Old  Shake/fearers  days  could  net  thus  far  advance  ; 
But  what's  his  bujkin  to  our  ladder  dance  ? 
In  the  mid  region  a  felk  youth  to  ft  and, 
With  that  unwieldy  engine  at  command  ! 
Gtrg'd  with  intemperate  meals  while  here  you  Jit, 
Well  may  you.  take  affi-vity  for- -wit  ; 
Fie,  let  confnfeon  on  fuch  tlulnefs  feize  ; 
Blujh  jou're  fo  pleaid,  as  we  that  fo  vje  pleafe.. 
But  <we,  ftill  kind  to  four  inverted J'enfe, 
Ds  moft  unnatural  things  once  more  difpenfe. 
For  fence  you're  ftill  prfpojl'rous  in  delight,  T 

Our  author  made,  a  full  houfe  to  invite,  > 

A  funeral  coincdy  to-night.  j 

Nor  does  he  fear  that  you  luill  take  the  hint., 
And  let  the  funeral  his  own  be  meant  ; 
No,  in  Old  England  nothing  can  be  won 
Without  a  faction,  good  or  ill  be  done; 
To  own  this  cur  frank  author  does  net  fear  ; 
But  hopes  for  a  prevailing  party  here : 
He  knows  //as    num'rous  fritnds,   nay,   knows    they* II 

jhew  it, 
And  far  the  ftllow-ffldier  fawe  the  poet. 
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THE 


FUNERAL. 


ACT        I. 
Enter  Cabinet,  Sable,  and  Gampley. 

Cab <   T  Burft  into  laughter.     I  can't  bear  to  fee  writ 
over  an  undertaker's  door,  Drefles  for  the 


chad,  and  neceffaries  for  funerals  !   ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Sab.  Well,  gentlemen,  'tis  very  well,  I  know  you 
nre  of  the  laughers,  the  wits  that  take  the  liberty  to 
deride  all  things  that  are  magnificent  and  folemn. 

'  Cf.mp.  Nay,  but  after  all,  I  can't  but  admire 
«  Sable's  nice  difcerning  on  the  fuperfluous  cares  of 
'  mankind,  that  could  lead  them  to  the  thought  of 
•*  raifing  an  eftate  by  providing  horfes,  equipage,  and 
'  furniture,  for  thofe  that  no  longer  need  'em. 

'  Cab*  But  is  it  not  ilrangely  contradictory,  that 

*  men  can  come  to  fo  open,  fo  apparent  an  hypocrify, 
'  as,  in  the  face  of  all   the  world,  to  hire  profefled 
'  mourners   to   grieve,  lament,  and  follow  in  their 

*  Head,  the   nearell  relations,  and   fuborn  others  to 
'  do  by  art  what  they  themfeives  mould  be  prompted 
'  to  by  nature  ? 

'  Sat>.  That's  reafonably  enough  faid,  but  they 
'  regard  themfeives  only  in  all  they  act ;  for  the  de- 
'  ceas'd,  and  the  poor  dead  are  deliver'd  to  my  cu- 
'  ftody,  to  be  embalm'd,  flafh'd,  cut,  and  dragg'd 
'  about,  not  to  do  them  honour,  but  to  fatisfy  the 
'  vanity  or  intereit  of  their  furvivors. 

A  3  «  Camp. 
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'  Camp.  This  fellow's  every  way  an   undertaker  ! 

•  hcv/  well  and  luckily  he  talks  !  his  prating  fo  aptly, 
'   h-.j,  msthinks,  fomcthing   more  ridiculous    in   it, 

*  than  if  he  were  abfurd  !  [Afide  to  Cabinet.' 
Cab.  But,   '  as  Mr.  Campley  fays/  how  could  you 

dream  cf  making  a  fortune  from  fo  chimerical- a  foun- 
dation, as  the  provifion  of  things  wholly  neediefs  and 
in%«ificant  ? 

Sub.  Alas,  fir,  the  value  of  all  things  under  the 
fun  is  merely  fantailic :  we  run,  we  ilrive,  and  pur- 
chafe  things  with  our  blood  and  money,  quiie  foreign 
to  our  intriniic  real  happinefs,  and  which  have  a 
being  in  imagination  only,  as  you  may  fee  by  the 
pother  that  is  made  about  precedence,  titles,  court- 
favour,  maiden-heads  and  china-ware. 
.  Csimp.  Ay,  Mr.  Sable,  but  all  thofe  are  objects 
that  promote  our  joy,  are  bright  to  the  eye,  or  flamp 
upon  our  minds,  pleafure  and  felf-fatisfaclion. 

Sa6.  You  are  extremely  mi/taken,  fir;  for  one 
would  wonder,  to  confider  that,  after  all  our  outcries 
againft  felf-interefted  men,  there  are  few,  very  few 
in  the  whole  world  that  live  to  themfelves,  but  facri- 
fice  their  bofom-blifs  to  enjoy  a  vain  mew  and  appear- 
ance of  profperity  in  the  eyes  of  others  ;  and  there 
is  often  nothing  more  inwardly  diftrefs'd,  than  a 
young  bride  in  her  glittering  retinue,  or  deeply  joy- 
ful, than  a  young  widow  in  her  weeds  and  black 
trftin ;  of  both  which,  the  lady  of  this  houfe  may  be- 
yn  inftance,  for  (lie  has  been  the  one,  and  is,  I'll  be 
I \yorn,  the  other. 

ICdt.   You  talk,  Mr.  Sable,  moil  learnedly. 
* &s6.'A  have  the  deepeft  learning,  fir,  experience: 
remember  your  widow  coufin,  that  married  lull  month.- 
Cab*  Ay,  but   how  cou'd   you  imagine  Ihc  was  in 
all  that  grief  an  hypocrite!   Could  all  thofe  fhrieks,- 
thofe  fwoonings,  that  rifing  falling    bofom  be  con- 
ftrain'd  t  You're  uncharitable,  Sable,  to  believe  it: 
What  colour,  what  reafon  had  you  for  it  ? 

Sat.  Firft,  fir,  her  carriage  in  her  concerns  with 
ma,  for  I  never  yettould  meet  with  a  forrowful  relict, 
but  was  herfelf  enough  to  make  a  hard  bargain  with- 
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me.  Yet  I  muftconfefs  they  have  frequent  interrup- 
tions of  grief  and  forrow  when  they  read  my  bill ;  but 
as  for  her,  nothing,  (he  refolv'd,  that  look'd  bright 
or  joyous  fhould  after  her  love's  death  approach  hej^,. 
All  her  fervants  that  were  not  coal  black  muft  turn 
out ;  a  fair  complexion  made  her  eyes  and  heart  ake, 
fte'd  none  but  downright  jet,  and  to  exceed  all  example, 
(he  hir'd  my  mourning  furniture  by  the  year,  and  in 
cafe  of  my  mortality  ty'd  my  fon  to  the  fame  article  ; 
fo  in  fix  weeks  time  ran  away  with  a  young  fellow  — 
Pry'thee,  pufti  on  briflcly,  Mr.  Cabinet,  now  is  your 
time  to  have  this  willow,  for  Tattleaid  tells  me,  fhe 
always  faid  fhe'd  never  marry 

Cab,  As  you  fay,  that's  generally  the  moll  hopeful 
fign. 

Sab.  I  tell  you,  Sir,  'tis  an  infallible  one;  you 
know  thofe  profeffions  are  only  to  introduce  difcourfe 
of  matrimony  and  young  fellows. 

Cab.  But  I  fwear  I  could  not  have  confidence, 
'  ev'n  after  all  our  long  acquaintance,  and  the  mu- 
*  tual  love  which  his  lordfhip  (who  indeed  has  now 
'  been  fo  kind  as  to  leave  us)  has  fo  long  interrupted,' 
to  mention  a  thing  of  fuch  a  nature  fo  unfeafonably— 

Sab.  Unfeafonably!  why  I  tell  you  'tis  the  only 
feafon  (granting  her  forrow  unfeign'd  :)  when  would 
you  fpeak  of  paffion,  but  in  the  midil  of  paiiions  ? 
there's  a  what  d'ye  call,  a  crifis — the  lucky  minute, 
that's  fo  talk'd  of,  is  a  moment  between  joy  and  grief, 
which  you  muft  take  hold  of,  and  pufh  your  fortune. 
But  get  you  in,  and  you'll  beft  read  your  fate  in  the 
reception  Mrs.  Tattleaid  gives  you  :  all  fhe  fays,  and 
all  (he  does,  nay,  her  very  love  and  hatred  are  mere 
repetitions  of  her  ladyfhip's  pafiions  :  I'll  fay  that  for 
her,  Ihe's  a  true  lady's  woman,  and  is  herfelf  as 
much  a  fecor.d-hand  thing,  as  her  cloaths.  But  I 
muft  b?g  your  pardon,  Sir,  my  people  are  come,  I  fee. 
[Exit  Cab.  and  Camp.  Enter  Sable's  Men.] — Where 
in  the  name  of  goodnefs  have  you  all  been  !  have 
you  brought  the  faw-duft  and  tar  for  embalming  ? 
hare  you  the  hangings  and  thefixpenny  nails,  and  iny 
lord's  coat  of  arms  ? 

A  4  Inter 
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Enur  Str-vant. 

Strv.  Yes,  Sir,  and  had  come  fooner,  but  I  -.vent  to 
the  herald's  for  a  coat  for  Alderman  Gachergreaic 

that  died  laft  night he  has  promifed  to  invent  one 

again  it  to-morrow. 

Sal>.  Ah  \  pox  take  fo:ne  of  our  ci:s,  the  firjl:  jhing 
after  their  death  is  to  take  crre  of  their  birth—  — 
pox,  let  him  bear  a  pair  of  flockings,  he  is  the  firft 
of  his  family  that  ever  wore  one;  well,  come  you  that 
are  to  be  mouners  in  this  houfe  put  on  your  fad  looks, 
and  v/alk  by  mo  that  I  may  fort  you.  Ha,  you  la 
little  nirr-c  upon  the  difnial  ;  {forming  their  cQuwe- 
a?nces—)  ;his  fellow  has  a  good  mortal  '.ook— place, 
him  near  ti.5  cc,-ps  :  that  wainfcpt'  face  mull  be  o'tpp. 
of  the  flairs  ;  th..:  felloe's  almoil  in  a  fright  (that 
looks  as  if  he  werL'  tVll  of  fome  ftrange  mifery)  at  the 
entrance  of  the  hali--3o — but  I'll  Ax  you  all  myfelf 
—  Let's  have  no  laughing  now  on  any  provocation  : 
[rfiaAes  facfsj  Look  yonder,  that  hale  well-looking 
puppy  !  You  ungrateful  fcoundrel,  did  not  I  pity  you,, 
take  you  out  of  a  great  man's  iervice,  and  fliew  you 
the  pleafure  of  receiving  wages  ?  Did  not  I  give  you 
ten,  then  fifteen,  now  twenty  millings  a  \vcelc,  to  be 
forrowful  ?  and  the  more  I  give  you,  I  think,  tlue 
gladder  you  are.  ^^  ^  ^ 

Boy.'  Sir,  the  grave-digger  of  St.  Timothy's  in  the 
Fields  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Sal;.  Let  him  come  in. 

Enter  Grave -digger. 

Grav.  I  carried  home  to  your  houfe  the  fhroud  the 
gentleman  was  buried  in  laft  night  ;  I  could  not  get 
his  ring  off  very  eafily,  therefore  I  brought  you  the 
finger  an  j  all  ;  and,  Sir,  the  fexton  gives  his  fervicc 
to  you,  and  defires  to  know  whether  you'd  have  any 
bodies  removed  01;  not :  if  not,  he'll  let  them  lie  in 
their  graves  a  week  longer. 

Sao.  Give  him   my  fervice ;  I  can't   tell    readily: 
but  our  friend,  tell  him,  Dr.  Pafleport,  with  tbe.pow-    t 
der,  has  promifed  me  fix  or  feven  funerals  this  week.. 
«  I'll  fend  to  oar  country- farm  at  Kenfihgton  Gravel-  ' 

•  Pits, 
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«  Pits,  and  our  city-houfe  in  Warwick-lane  for  news, 
'  you  (hall  know  time  enough.  Hark'ee,  befure  there 
'  is  care  taken  to  give  my  Lady  Languifh's  woman  a 
'  fee  to  keep  out  that  young  fellow  who  came  Jafb 

•  from  Oxford  ;    he'll   ruin    us    all.      [Enter  Goody 
'  Trafh.]    I  wonder,  GooJy  Trafh,  you  could  not  be 
'   more  punctual  ;  when   I   told  you    I  waited  you, 
'  and  your  two  daughters,  to  be  .three  virgin*  to-night 

•  to  ftand  in  white  about  my  Lady   Catherine  Gri£- 
'  fcl's   body,   and  you   know  you  were  privately   to 
'   bring  her  home  from  the  man-midwife's,:where  me 
'  died  in  child-birth,  to  be  buried  like  a  maid  }    but 
'  there  is  nothing  minded  :   well,  I  have  put^ off  that 
'  till  to-morrow  ;  go,  and  get  your  bags  of  brick- dull 
'  and  your  whiting.  Go,  and  fell  to  the  cook-maids  ; 
'  know  who  i  -  furfeited  about  town  :  bring  me  no  bad 

'  news,  none  of  your  recoveries  again.'  [Exit  Gcody , 
Trafh.]  And  you,  Mr.  Blockhead,  I  warrant  you  have 
not  call'd  ut  Mr.  Peftle's  the  apothecary  :  will  that  fel- 
low never  ^ay  me?  I  fland  bound  for  all  the  poifon  in 
that  ftarving  murderer's  fhop  :  he  ferves  me  juft  as 
Dr.  Quibus  did,  who  promifed  to  write  a  treatife 
againll  water-gruel,  a  damn'd  healthy  flop  that  has 
done  me  mere  injury  than  all  the  Faculty  :  look  you 
now.  you  are  all  upon  the  fneer,  let  me  have  none 
but  downright  ftupid  countenances — I've  a  good  rnind 
to  turn  you  all  off,  and  take  people  out  of  the  play- 
hcufe  ;  but  hang  them,  they  areas  ignorant  of  th  ir 
parts  as  you  are  of  yours  ;  they  never  ;;.°c  bur  when 
they  fpeak  ;  when  the  chief  indication  of  the  mind  is 
in  the  gefture,  or  indeed  in  cafe  of  forrow,  in  no  gef- 
ture,  except  you  were  to  a£t  :i  widow,  or  fo — Ba: 
yours,  you  dolts,  is  all  in  dumb  fhow,  dumb  faoxv. 
J  mean  expreffive  elegant  fhow  :  as  who  can  fee  fuch 
an  horrid  ugly  phiz  as  that  fellow's,  and  not  be 
mocked,  offended  and  killed  of  all  joy  while  he  be- 
holds it  ?  But  \ve  muft  not  loiter-— Ye  flupid  rogues, 
whom  I  have  picked  out  of  the  rubbifa  cf  mankind, 
and  fed  for  your  eminent  worthleffneo,  attend,  and 
"hat  I  fpe^k  you  this  moment  iHff  and  ijvunut- 
xble  to  ail  fenfe  of  noife,  minh  or  laughter  ;  [/>/•  ^' 
A  S 
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tbmattbn   pafs  lj   him  to  bring  them  to  a 
Jo,  they  are  pretty  well— pretty 

!-      se^ta  nnm.1^^- 
Enter  Trufty  and  Lord  Brumpton..    -v     - 

'Twas  fondnefs,  Sir,  and  tender  duty  to  you, 
who  have  been  fo  worthy  and  fo  juft  a  mailer  to  me, 
made  me  ftay  near  you  ;  they  left  me  fo,  and  there  I 
found  you  wake  from  your  lethargic  (lumber  ;  on 
which  I  will  aflume  an  authority  to  befeech  you,  Sir, 
to  make  juft  ufe  of  your  revived  life,  in  feeing  who 
are  your  true  friends,  and  knowing  her  who  has  fo 
wrought  upon  your  noble  nature,  as  to  make  it  aft 
againft  itfelf  in  difmheriting  your  brave  fon. 

Ld.  B.  Sure  'tis  impoffible  (he  mould  be  fuch  a 
creature  as  you  tell  me — My  mind  reflects  upon  tea 
thoufand  endearments  that  plead  unanfwerably  for 
her  :  her  chafte  reluftant  love,  her  eafy  observance  of 
all  my  wayward  humours,  to  which  (he  would  accom- 
modate herfelf  with  fo  much  eafe,  I  could  fcarce  ob- 
ferve  it  was  a  virtue  in  her  j  (he  hid  her  very  pa- 
tience. 

•'•Truf.  It  was  all  art,  Sir,  or  indifference  to  you ;  for 
what  I  fay  is  downright  matter  of  fa  ft. 
:  -Ld.-R.  Why  didft  thou  ever  tell  me  it  !  or  why  not 
in  my  life-time,  for  I  muft  call  it  fo,  nor  can  I  date  a 
minute  mine,  after  her  being  falfe  ;  all  part  that  r.iu- 
ittcnt  is  death  and  darknefs  :  Why  did  it  thou  not  tell 
mr  then,  I  fay  ? 

J/  'Fruf.  Becanfe  you  were  too  much  in  love  with  her 
to  be  irform'd  ;  nor  did  I  ever  know  a  man  thut 
touclicd  on  conjugal  affairs  could  ever  reconcile  die 
farri.ng  humours,  but  in  a  common  hatred  of  the  in- 
rerrneddlcr  :  but  on  this  moil  extraordinary  occafion. 


whrth  ft-em1;  pointed  out  by  Heaven  itfelf  to  difengage 
yon  from  your  cruelty  and  bnnimment  of  an  innocent 
child.  1  mvir,  I  will  conjure  you  to  be  conceal.'d', 
and  but  contain  yourfelf  in  bearing  one  difcourfe  wit'h 
that  ctirfed  inftrumeni  of  all  her  fecrets,  th'at'Tattle- 
Vi'l,  and  you  will  fee  what  I  tell  you  ;  you  will,  call 
Ttie-th?n  your  gu.ird:;tn  and  good  genius.  ,..  J(y>l 

*'^A,J  J?^Wffl7  you  fliall  govern  me,  but  would  I 
had  died  in  earneft  ere  I  had  known  it  ;  my  head 


fwims, 
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fwims,  as  it  did  when  I  fell  into  my  fit,  at  the  thoughts 
of  it. — '  How  difczy  a  place  is  this  world  you  live  in  I* 
All  human  life's  a  mere  vertigo  ! 

Truf.  Ay,  ay,  my  Lord,  fine  refle&ions,  fine  re- 
flections, but  that  does  no  bufinefs.  Thus,  Sir,  we'll 
Hand  concealed,  and  hear,  I  doubt  not,  a  much  fin- 
cerer  dialogue  than  ufual  between  vicious  perfons  ; 
for  a  late  accident  has  given  a  little  jealoufy,  whicu 
makes  them  over-adt  their  love  and  confidence  in  each> 
other.  [They  retire. 

Enter  Widow  and  Tattleaid  meeting,  and  running  to 
,'   'each  other. 

Wid.   Oh,  Tattleaid  !  his  and  our  hour  is  come  ! 

Tat.  I  always  faid  by  his  church-yard  cough,  you'd 
bury  him,  but  ftill  you  were  impatient 

Wid.  Nay,  thou  haft  ever  been  my  comfort,  my. 
confident,  my  friend,  and  my  fervant ;  and  now  I'll 
reward  thy  pains  ;  for  tho'  I  fcorn  the  whole  fex  of 
fellows  ;  I'll  give  them  hopes  for  thy  fake  ;  every 
fmile,  every  frown,  every  gefture,  humour,  caprice 
and  whimfy  of  mine,  {hall  be  gold  to  thee,  girl ; 
thou  fhalt  feel  all  the  fwcets  and  wealth  of  being  a 
fine  rich  widow's  woman.  Oh  !  how  my  head  runs 
my  firfl  year  out,  and  jumps  to  all  the  joys  of  widow- 
hood !  if  thirteen  months  hence  a  friend  mould  haul 
one  to  a  play  one  has  a  mind  to  fee,  what  pleafure 
'twill  be,  when  my  Lady  Brumpton's  footman  cal- 
led (who  kept  a  place  for  that  very  purpofe)  to  make 
a  fudden  infurreftion  of  fine  wigs  in  the  pit  and  fide^ 
boxes.  Then,  with  a  pretty  forrow  in  one's  face,  and 
a  willing  blufh  for  being  ftared  at,  one  ventures  to  look 
round,  and  bow  to  one  of  one's  own  quality.  Thus 
[very  direftly]  toa  fnug  pretending  fellow  of  no  fortune. 
Thus  \as  fcarce  feeing  him]  to  one  that  writes  lam- 
poons. Thus  [fearfully]  to  one  one  really  loves: 
Thus  \looking  doivn\  to  one  woman-acquaintance  j 
from  box  to  box  thus  :  [with  locks  differently  familiar^ 
and  when  one  has  done  one's  part,  obferve  the  a&qrs, 
do  theirs,  but  with  my  mind  fixed  not  on  thcfe  I 

look  at,  but  thofe   that  look  at  me Then  the  fe- 

xenades !  the  lovers  I 

B  6  fai. 
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Tut.  Oh,  Madam,  you  make  my  Heart  bound  vtfithia 
me:  I'll  warrant  you,  Madam,  I'll  manage  them  all  ; 
and  indeed,  Madam,  the  men  are  really  very  filly 
creatures,  'tis  no  fuch  hard  matter — they -raters  !  they 
governors  !  I  warranty-oil  indeed  ! 

Wid.  Ay,  Tattleaid,  they  imagine  themfelvcs 
mighty  things,  but  government  founded  on  force 
only,  is  a  brutal  power — We  rule  them  by  their  af- 
fedions,  which  blinds  them  into  belief  that  they  rule 
us,  or  at  leaft  are  in  the  government  with  us —  But  in 
this  nation  our  power  is  abfolute  ;  '  thus,  thus,  we 
'  fway — {Playing  h.r  fan.]  A  fan  is  both  the  ftan- 
'  dard  and  the  Hag  of  England.'  I  laugh  to  fee  men 
go  onoiir  errands,  ftrut  in  great  offices,,  live  in  cares, 
hazards  and  fcandals,  to  come  home  and  be  fools  to 
us  in  brags  of  their  difpatches,  negotiations,  and 
their  wifdoms — as  my  good  dear  deceas'd  ufed  to  en- 
tertain me;  whLh,  I  to  relieve  myielffrom — would 

Kip  iome  filly  requeft,  pat  him  on'  the  face He 

fhakes  his  head  at  my  pretty  folly,  calls  me  fimple- 
ton  ;  gives  me  a  jewel,  then  goLS  to  bed  fo  wife,  fo 
fatisfied,  and  fo  deceiv'd 

Tat.  But  I  protelr.  Madam,  I've  always  wonder'd 
how  you  could  accomplifh.  my  young  Lord's  being 
difinherited. 

Wid.  Why,  Tattv,  you  muft  know  my  late  Lord — 
how  prettily  that  founds,  my  late  Lord  !  but  I  fay, 
my  late  Lord  Fribble  was  generofity  — I  prefs'd  him 
there^  and  whenever  you,  by  my  order,  had  told  him 
ftories  to  my  fon-in- law's  difadvantage,  in  his  r.i^o 
and  refentment,  I  (whofe  inter'eft  lay  otherwife)  al- 
ways fell  on  my  .knees  to  implore  his  pardon,  and 
with  tears,  fighs  and  importunities  for  him  prevailed 
againii  him  :  bcfides  this,  you  kr.ow  I  had,  when  I 
pleafed,  fits,  fits  are  a  mighty  help  in  the  govern- 
ment of  a  good-natured  man  :  but  in  an  ill-natured 
fellow  have  a  care  of  them — he'll  hate  you  for  na- 
tural infirmities ;  will  remember  your  face  in  its 
diftortion,  and  not  value  your  return  of  beauty. 

Tat.  O  rare  Madam  !  your  ladyfhip's  a  great  head- 
piece ;  •*  bat  now,  dew  Madam,  is  the  hard  talk,  if 

*  I  may 
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I  may  take  the  liberty  to  fay  it — —to  enjoy  all  free- 
doms, and  feem  to  abfiain  ;  to  manage  the  number 
of"  pretenders,  and  keep  the  difobliged  from  prat- 

'  Wid.  Never  fear,  Tatdeaid :  while  you  have 
riches,  if  you  affront  one  to  abufe,  you  can  give 
hopes  to  another  to  defend  you  :  thefe  maxims  J 
have  been  laying  up  all  my  hufba'ad's  life-time  \  for 
we  mull  provide  againft  calamities.' 
Tat.  But  now,  Madam,  a  fine  young  gentleman 

with  a  red  coat,   that  dances 

Wid.  You  may  be  fure  the  happy  niaij  (if  it  be  in  fate 
that  there  is  a  happy  man  to  make  me  an  unhappy  wo- 
man) fnall  not  be  an  old  one  again.  Age  and  youth  mar- 
ried is  the  cruelty  in  Dryden's  Virgil,  where  Mezemius 
ties  thedead  and  liviag  together  ;  I'm  fure  I  was  tied  to 
a  dead  man  many  a  long  day  before  I  darit  bury  him — 
But  the  day  is  now  my  own — Yet  now  I  think  on't, 
Tattleaid,  be  fure  to  keep  an  obilinate  (hynefs  to  all 
our  old  acquaintance  :  '  let  them  talk  of  favours  if 
they  pleaie  ;  if  we  grant  them  flill,  they'll  grow  ty- 
rants to  us  ;  if  we  difcard  them,  the  chalte  and  in- 
nocent will  not  believe  we  could  have  confidence  to 
do  it,  were  it  fo  ;  and  the  wife,  if  they  believe  it, 
will  applaud  our  prudence.' 

Tut.  Ay,  Madam — I  believe,  Madam — I  fpeak, 
Madam,  but  my  humble  fenfe  — Mr.  Cabinet  wouU 
marry  you. 

Wid.  Marry  me  !  No,  Tattleaid,  he  that  is  fo 
mean  as  to  marry  a  woman  aftt-r  an  affair  with  her, 
will  be  fo  bafe  as  to  upbraid  that  very  weaknefs. 
'  He  that  marries  his  wench  will  ufe  her  .like  his 

'  wench' Such  a  pair  muft  fure  live  in  a  fecret 

mutual  fcqrn  of  each  oiher — '  and  wedlock  is  hell,  if 
'  at  leaft  one  fide  does  cot  love,  as  it  would  be  hea- 
'  ven,  if  both  did  ;  and  I  believe  it  fo  much  heaven, 
'  as  to  think  it  was  never  enjoyed  in  this  world.' 

Enttr  a  Servant. 

Serv.  A  gentleman  to  Mr.,.  Tauieaid —  [£A. 
11 'id.  Go  to  him — Blefs  me,  how  c.irelefs  a 
have  I  been  to  this  fubtic  creature  in  ihe  cafe 
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binet,  fhe's  certainly  in  his  interefts— We  people  of 
condition  are   never   guarded   enough  againft   thofe 
about  us.     They  watch  when  our  minds   boil  over 
with  joy  or  grief,  to  come  in  upon  us.     How  mife- 
rableit  is  to  have  one  one  hates  always  about  one, and 
when  one  can't  endure  one's  own  reflection  upon  fome 
actions,  who  can  bear  the  thoughts  of  another  upon 
them  ?  but  fhe  has  me  by  deep  fecrets '  The  Ita- 
lians,  they  fay,  can  readily  remove  the  too  much 
intruded  —  Oh,   their   pretty  fcented   gloves  !    this 
wench  I  know  has  play'd  me  falfe,  and  horned  me 
in  my  gallants.     Oh,  Italy,  I  could  refign  all  my 
female  Englifh  liberty  to  thee,  for  thy  much  dearer 
female  pleafure,  revenge  !  Well,  what's  the  matter, 

dear  Tatty 

Enter  Tattleaid. 

Tat.  The  mutter,  madam  !  why,  madam,  coun- 
fellor  Puzzle  is  come  to  wait  on  your  ladyfhip  about 
the  will  and  the  conveyance  of  the  eftate — there  muft, 
it  ftcms,  be  no  time  loft  for  fear  of  things  ;  fye,  fye, 
madam,  you  a  widow  thefe  three  hours",  and  notlook'd 
on  a  parchment  yet — Oh,  impious  !  to  neglect  the 
will  of  the  dead  ! 

Wid.  As  you  fay  indeed,  there  is  no  will  of  a  huf- 
band's  fo  willingly  obeyed  as  his  laft.  But  I  muft  go 
in,  and  receive  him  in  my  formalities;  leaning  on  a 
couch  is  as  neceffary  a  poilure,  as  his  going  behind 
his  dcflc  when  he  fpeaks  to  a  client — But  do  you  bring 

him  in  hither  till  I  am  ready [Exit. 

Tat.  Mr.  Counfellor,  Mr.  Counfellor—    [Calling. 

Enter  Puzzle  and  Clerk. 
Puz.  Servant,  good  madam  Tattleaid,  my  ancient 

friend  is  gone,  but  bufinefs  muft  be  minded 

Tat.  I  told  my  lady  twice  or  thrice,  as  fhe  lies  in 
dumb  grief  on  the  couch  within,  that  you  were  here, 
but  (he  regarded  me  not ;  however,  fince  you  fay  it 
it  of  fuch  moment,  I'll  venture  to  introduce  you  : 
pleafe  but  to  repofe  here  a  little,  while  I  ftep  in  ;  for 
methinks  I  would  a  little  prepare  her. 

Puz.  Alas  !  alas  !  poor  lady  !  [Exit Tattleaid. 

Damn'd  hypocrites !  well,  this  nobleman's  death  is  a 

little 
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little  fudden  ;  therefore  pray  let  me  recolleft  :  open 
the  bag,  good  Tom.  Now  Tom  thou  art  my  nephew, 
my  dear  lifter  Kate's  only  fon,  and  my  heir,  therefore 
I  will  conceal  from  thee  on  no  occafion  any  thing  5 
for  I  would  enter  thee  into  bufinefs  as  foon  as  poflible. 
Know  then,  child,  that  the  lord  of  this  houfe  was  one 
of  your  men  of  honour,  and  fenfe,  who  lofe  the  lat- 
ter in  the  former,  and  are  apt  to  take  all  men  to  be 
like  themfelves  :  now  this  gentleman  intirely  trufted 
me,  and  I  made  the  only  ufe  a  man  of  bufinefs  can  of 
a  truft,  I  cheated  him  ;  for  I  imperceptibly,  before 
his  face,  made  his  whole  eftate  liable  to  an  hundred 
per  annum  for  myfelf,  for  good  fervices,  &c.  As  for 
legacies,  they  are  good  or  not,  as  I  pleafe  j  for  let  me 
tell  you,  a  man  mult  take  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  fit 
down  by  an  old  fellow,  and  pretend  to  take  direc- 
tions, but  a  true  lawyer  never  makes  any  man's  will 
bat  his  own  ;  and  as  the  prieft  of  old  among  us  got 
near  the  dying  man,  and  gave  all  to  the  church,  fo 
now  the  lawyer  gives  all  to  the  law. 

Clerk.  Ay,  fir,  but  priefts  then  cheated  the  nation 
by  doing  their  offices  in  an  unknown  language. 

Puz.  True — but  ours  is  a  way  much  furer  ;  for  we 
cheat  in  no  language  at  all,  but  loll  in  our  own 
coaches,  eloquent  in  gibberifh,  and  learned  in  jingle. 
Pull  out  the  parchment ;  there's  the  deed  ;  I  made  it 

as  long  as  I  could Well,  I  hope  to  fee  the  day, 

when  the  indenture  (hall  be  the  exact  meafure  of  the 
land  that  pafles  by  it  ;  for  'tis  a  difcouragement.  to 
the  gown,  that  every  ignorant  rogue  of  an  heir  mould 
in  a  word  or  two  underftand  his  father's  meaning,  and 
hold  ten  acres  of  land  by  half  an  acre  of  parchment 

Nay,  I  hope  to  fee  the  time  '  when  that  there  is 

'  indeed,  fome  progrefs  made  in,  (hall  be  wholly  ef- 
'  fecled  ;  and'  by  the  improvement  of  the  noble  art 
of  tautology,  every  inn  in  Holbcrn  an  inn  of  court.' 
Let  others  think  of  logic,  rhetoric,  and  I  know  not 
what  impertinence,  but  mind  tho'i  tautology  —What's' 
the  firft  excellence  in  a  lawyer  ?  Tautology.  What's 
the  Second  ?  Tautology.  What's  the  third  ?  Tauto- 
logy :'  as  an  old  pleader  ("aid  of  action,  'But  to  turn 
>5u)  to 
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to  the  deed  *,[f*u!li  out  an  immeafutable  parthment.] 
'  for  the  -wilt  is  '.of  noforce  if  I  pleafe,  for  he  was  not 
'  capable  of  making'  one  afcer  the  former,  as  I  ma- 
'  nagei  it  — --  upon  which  account  I  now  wait  on  my 
*  lady:'  bwitlie  way,  Tom,  do  you  know  the  true 
meaning  of  the  -word:  a  deed  ? 

Cierk.   Ay,  fir,  as  if  a  man  ihould  fay  the  deed. 

Pux.  Right;  'tis  emphatically  fo  called,  becaufe 
after  it  ail  deeds  and  actions  are  of  no  efFsft,  and  you 
have  nothing  to  do  but  hang  yourfelf—  the  only  obli- 
ging thing  you  can  then  do.  But  I  was  telling  you 

the  ufe  of  tautology Read  toward  the  middle  of 

{Jut  inftrument. 

Clerk,  {Reads.'}  I  the  faid  earl  of  Brumpton,  da 
give,  bellow,  grant  and  bequeath,  over  and  above  the 
faid  prerniifes,  all  the  fite  and  capital  meffuage  called 
by  the  name  of  Oatham,  and  all  outhoufes,  barns, 
ftables,  and  other  edifices  and  buildings,  yards,  or- 
chards, gardens,  fields,  arbors,  trees,  lands,  earths, 
meadows,  greens,  paftures,  feedings,  woods,  under- 
woods, ways,  waters,  water-courfes,  fifhing-ponds, 
pools,  commons,  common  of  pafture,  paths,  heath- 
thickets,  profits,  commodities,  and  emoluments,  with 
their  and  every  of  their  appurtenances  whatfoever,  to 
the  faid  capital  melTuage  and  fite"] 
belonging,  cr  in  any  wife  apper-  |  Puzzle  nods  and 
taining,  or  with  the  fame  hereto-  I  fneers  as  the  fyno- 
fore  ufed,  occupied  or  enjoyed,  \mous  ivords  are 
accepted,  executed,  known,  or  {repeating,  nvhont 
taken  as  part,  parcel,  or  member  |  Lord  Brumpton 
of  the  fame;  containing  in  the  \fcornfully  mimics. 
whole,  by  eftimation,  four  hun-J 
dred  acres  of  the  large  meafu-re,  or  thereabouts,  be 
the  fame  more  or  leis  ;  all  and  fingular  which  the 
faid  fite,  capital  mefluage,  and  other  the  premiffesi 
with  their  and  every  of  their  appurtenances,  are  £tu- 
ate,  lying  and  being 

Pux..  Hold,  hold,  good  Tom  ;  you  do  come  orrMi* 

deed  in  bufmefs,  hut  don't  ufe  your  n  ,ie  enough  m 

reading— [Reads   in  a   ridiculous  law   fcxe  till  out   «/? 

i>rtaib?\ — Why,  you're  quite  out}  you  read  to  be  un- 

5  .£3i 
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clerftood— let  me  fee  it 1  the  fud  carl— -Nour 

again,  fuppofe  this  w?re  to  be  in  Latin — [Runs  i&o 
Latin  terminations.}  making  Latin  L  O'lly  making  it 

no  Englifh Ego  pr<ediil •  Comes  <U  bt.-,;.ip} 

iotas  meat  barnos — cuthoufas  •&  ftabulai-  y-..->  .•.„* 
But  there  needs  no  further  perufal.  I  now  R.coikft 
the  whole— my  lord,  by  this  inrtrumect,  difinherits 
his  fon  utterly  •;  gives  all  to  my  lady  ;  and  moreover, 
grants  the  guardianfhip  of  t\vo  fortune  wards  to  her  ; 
id  eft,  fob?  Told  by  her;  which  is  thefubjeft  of  my  birfi- 
neis  to  her  ladyfhip,  who,  methinks,  a  little  overdoes 
the  affair  of  grief,  in  letting  me  wait  thus  long  oa 

fuch  welcome  articles But  here 

Enter  Tattleaid,  nvifing  her  ejes. 
fat,  \  have,  in  vain,  done  all  I  can  to  make  her 
regard  me.   Pray,  Mr.  Puzzle,  you're  a  man  of  fenfe, 
come  in  yourfelf,  and  fpeak  reafon,  to  bring  her  to 
forne  confideration  of  herfelf,  if  poJJble. 

PUK.  Tom,  I'll  come  down  to  .the  hall  to  you ; 
dear  madam,  lead  on. 

[Exit  Clerk  one  way,  Pu-z.  Tatt.  another* 
Ld,  Brumpton  and  Trufty  advance  from  their  conceal- 
ment after  a  long  paufe,  and  flaring  at  each  other, 
Ld.  B.  Truity,   on  thy  fincerity,  on  thy  fidelity  to 
me,   thy  friend,  thy  patron,  and  thy  mailer,   anf.\tr 
me  directly  to  one  quellion— Am  I  really  alive  ?  Am 
i  that  identical,  that  numerical,  that  very  fame  lord 

Brumpton,  that 

Truf.  That  very  lord — that  very  lord  Brumptoo,, 
the  very  generous,  honeft,  and  good  lord  Brumpton, 
who  fpent  his  ftrong  and  riper  years  with  honour  and. 
reputation  ;  but  in  his  age  of  decay  declined  from 
virtue  alfo :  that  very  lord  Brumpton,  who  buried  a 
fine  ladv,  who  brought  him  a  fine  fon,  who  is  a  fine 
gentleman  ;  but  in  his  age,  that  very  man,  unieafoDt- 
ably  captivated  with  youth  and  beauty,  married  a  very 
fine  young  lady,  who  has  diihonoured  hi*  bed,  difin- 
herited  his  brave  fon,  and  dances  o'er  his  grave. 

Ld.  J3.  Oh,  that  damned  tairtologirt  too! that 

Puzzle,  and  his  irrevocable  deed  !  \P&ufeng.'\    W«J1, 
I  know  I  do  not  really  live,  but  wander  o'er  the  place 

where 
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where  once  I  had  a  treafure I'll  haunt  her,  Trufiy, 

gaze  in  that  falfe  beauteous  face,  till  fhe  treir.b> •*,  till 
foe  looks  pale,  nay,  till  fhe  blufhes 

Truf.  Ay,  ay,  my  lord,  you  ipeak  a  ghoft  very 
much  ;  there's  flelh  and  blood  in  that  exprelBou— that 
falfe  beauteous  face  ! 

Ld.  B.  Then,  fmce  you  fee  my  weaknefs,  be  a 
friend,  and  arm  me  with  all  your  care,  and  all  your 
reafon 

Truf.  If  you'll  condefcend  to  let  me  direct  you, 
you  fhall  cut  off  this  rotten  limb,  this  falfe,  difloyal 
wife,  and  fave  your  noble  parts,  your  foh,  your  fa- 
mily, your  honour. 

Short  is  the  date  in  which  ill  arts  prevail, 

But  honefty's  a  rock  can  never  fail. 

•ni»# , 

-Hum  s  ' 


*          ^         n« 

A     C    T      U. 

Enter  Lord  Hard/. 

'VTOW,  indeed,  I  am  utterly  undone but  to 

X\|  expeft  an  evil  foftens  the  weight  of  it  when  it 
happens  ;  and  pain,  no  more  than  pleafure,  is  in  rea- 
lity fo  great  as  in  expe&ation .  But  what  will  become 
of  me  ?  How  (hall  I  keep  myfelf  even  above  worldly 
want  ?  Shall  I  live  at  home,  a  itiff,  melancholy,  poor 
man  of  quality  ;  grow  uneafy  to  my  acquaintance  as 
well  as  myfelf,  by  fancying  I  am  flighted  where  I  am 
not ;  with  all  the  thoufand  particularities  which  at- 
tend thofe  whom  low  fortune  and  high  fpirit  make 
malecontents  ?  No  !  we  have  a  brave  prince  on  the 
throne,  whofe  commiffion  I  bear,  and  a  glorious  war 
in  an  honeft  caufe  approaching,  [clapping  hit  hand  on 
his  fivord.~\  in  which  this  (hall  cut  out  bread  for  me, 
and  may,  perhaps,  equal  that  eltate  to  which  my  birth 
entitled  me— — But  what  to  do  in  prefent  prefl'ures— 
Ha,  Trim!  [CaUiag. 

.Jnajjr  acto  ,3huf       Enter  Trim. 
Trim.  My  lord. 

Ld.  //. 
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Ld.  H.  How  do  the  poor  rogues  that  arc  to  recruit 
my  company  ? 

Trim.  Do,  Sir?  They  have  eat  you  to  your  laft 
guinea. 

Ld.  H.  Were  you  at  the  agent's  ? 

Trim.    Yes. 

Ld.  H.  Well,  and  how  ? 

Trim.  Why,  fir,  for  your  arrears,  you  may  have 
eleven  {hillings  in  the  pound  ;  but  he'll  not  touch 
your  growing  fubliftence  under  three  {hillings  in  th« 

;ound  interelt ;  befides  which,  you  muft  let  his  clerk, 
onathan  Item,  fwear  the  peace  againft  you,  to  keep 
you  from  duelling  ;  or  infure  your  life,  which  you 
may  do  for  eight  per  cent.  On  thefe  terms  he'll  ob- 
lige you,  which  he  would  not  do  for  any  body  elfe  in 
the  regiment ;  but  he  has  a  friendfhip  for  you. 

Ld.  H.  Oh,  I  am  his  humble  fervant  !  but  he  muft 
have  his  own  terms  ;  we  can't  ftarve,  nor  muft  the 
fellows  want.  But  methinks  this  is  a  calm  midnight ; 
I  have  heard  no  duns  to-day. 

Trim.  Duns,  my  lord  !  Why,  now  your  father's 
dead,  and  they  cafi't  arreft  you,  I  {hall  grow  a  little 
lefs  upon  the  fmooth  with  them  than  I  have  been. 
Why,  friend,  fays  I,  how  often  muft  I  tell  you  my 
lord  is  not  ftirring  ?  His  lordlhip  has  not  flept  well, 
you  muft  come  fome  other  time  ;  your  lordmip  will 
fend  for  him  when  you  are  at  leifure  to  look  upon  mo- 
ney affairs  ;  or  if  they  are  fo  faucy,  fo  impertinent  as 
to  prefs  a  man  of  your  quality  for  their  own,  there 
are  canes,  there's  Bridewel,  there's  the  ftocks  for  your 
ordinary  tradefmen  ;  but  to  an  haughty,  thriving, 
Covent-garden  mercer,  filk  or  laceman,  your  lord- 
{hip  gives  your  moft  humble  fervice  to  him  hopes  his 
wife  is  well ;  you  have  letters  to  write,  or  you  would 
fee  him  yourfelf,  but  you  defire  he  would  be  with  you 
punctually  on  fuch  a  day,  that  is  to  fay,  the  day  after 
you  are  gone  out  of  town. 

Ld.  H.  Go,  firrah,  you  are  fcurrilous  ;  I  won't  be- 
lieve there  are  fuch  men  of  quality — d'ye  hear,  give 
my  fervice  this  afternoon  to  Mr.  Cutpui -fe,  the  agent, 
and  tell  him  1  am  obliged  to  pay  him  forhjs  readinefs 

to 
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to  ferve  me,  for  I  am  refolved  to  pay  ray  debts  forth- 
with  . 

[A  voice  without.]  I  don't  know  whether  he  is 
within  or  not.  Mr.  Trim,  is  my  lord  within  ? 

Ld.  H.  Trim,  fee  who  it  is ;  I  am  not  within,  you 
know [Exit  Trim. 

Trim.  [Without.]  Yes,  fir,  my  lord  is  above  ;  pray, 
walk  up 

Ld.  H.  Who  can  it  be  ;  he  owns  me  too.  [Enter 
Campley  and  Trim.]  Dear  Tom  Campley,  this  is 
kind — You  are  an  extraordinary  man,  indeed,  who, 
in  the  fudden  acceffion  of  a  noble  fortune,  can  Itill  be 
yourlelf,  and  vifityour  lefs  happy  friends. 

Caxip.  No,  you  are,  my  lord,  the  extraordinary  man, 
who,  on  the  lofs  of  an  alrflofl  princely  fortune,  crai 
be  mafter  of  a  temper  that  makes  you  the  envy,  ra- 
ther than  pity  of  your  more  fortunate,  not  more  hap- 
py friends. 

Ld.  H.  Oh,  fir,  your  fervant ! — But  let  me  gaze  on 

thee  a  little 1  han't  feen  thee  fince  we  came  home 

into  England— moft  exactly,  negligently,  genteely 
drefled — I  know  there  is  more  than  ordinary  in  this. 
[Beating  Campley's  breaft.]  Come,  confefs  who  (hares 
with  me  here. — I  muft  have  her  real  and  poetical 

name Come,  me  is  in  fonnet,  Cynthia  ;  in  profe, 

miftrefs 

Camp.  One  you  little  dream  of;  the*  me  is  in  a 
manner  of  your  placing  there. 

Ld.H.  My  placing  there  ! 

Camp.  Why,  my  lord,  all  the  fine  things  you  have 
faid  to  me  in  the  camp,  of  my  ladyCharlotte,  your  fa- 
ther's ward,  ran  in  my  head  fo  very  much,  that  I  made 
it  my  bufinefs  to  become  acquainted  in  that  family, 
which  I  did  by  Mr.  Cabinet's  means,  and  am  now  in 
love  in  the  fame  place  with  your  lordlhip. 

Ld.  H.  How !  in  love  in  the  fame  place  with  me, 
Mr.  Campley  ? 

Camp.  Ay,  my  lord,  with  t'other  filler,  with  t'other 
fitter. 

Ld.  H.  What  a  dunce  was  I,  not  to  know  which, 
without  your  naming  her  ?  Why,  thou  art  the  only 

man  breathing  fit  to  deal  with  her But  my  Lady 

Charlotte  ; 
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Charlotte;  there's  a  woman  ! fo  eafily  virtuous ; 

fo  agreeably  fevere ;  her  motion  fo  unaffefted,  yet  fo 
touipofed  ;  her  lips  breathe  nothing  but  triuh,  good  . 
ienfe,  and  flowing  wit. 

Camp.  Lady  Harriot ;  there's  the  woman  !  fuch 
life,  fuch  fpirit,  fuch  warmth  in  her  eyes  ;  fuch  a 
lively  commanding  air  in  her  glances  ;  fe  fprightly  a 
mien,  that  carries  in  it  the  triumph  of  confcious  beau- 
ty. Her  lips  are  made  of  gum  and  balm — There  is 
fomething  in  that  dear  girl  that  fires  my  blood  above 
—above — above— 

Ld.  II.  Above  what  ? 

Camp.  A  grenadier's  march. 

Ld.  H.  A  foftlimile,   I  muft  confefs But,  Oh, 

that  Charlotte!  to  recline  this  aching  head,  full  of 
care,  on  that  tender,  fnowy,  faithful  bofom >- 

Camp.  Oh,  that  Harriot  1  to  embrace  that  beau- 
teous '  * 

Ld.  H.  Ay,  Tom  ;  but  methinks  your  head  runs 
too  much  on  the  wedding-night  only,  to  make  your 
happinefs  lafting :  mine  is  fixed  on  the  married  ftate  ; 

I  expcft  my  felicity  from  Lady  Charlotte,  in  her 

friendihip,   her  conllancy,  her  piety,  her  houfliold 

cares,  her  maternal  tendernefs — • — You  think  not 

of  any  excellence  of  your  miftrefs,  that  is  more  than 

{kin  deep. 

'  Camp.  When  I  know  her  further  than  ft  in  deep, 
'  I'll  tell  you  more  of  my  mind.' 

Ld.  H.  <  Oh,  fie,    Tom  !    how  can  you  talk  fo 

'  lightly  of  a  woman  you  love  with  honour' But 

tell  me,  I  wonder  how  you  make  your  approaches  in 
befieging  fuch  a  fort  of  creature;  ihe  that  loves  ad- 
dreffes,  gallantry,  fiddles ;  that  reigns  and  delights 
in  a  croud  of  admirers.  If  I  know  her,  me  is  one  of 
thofe  you  may  eafily  have  a  general  acquaintance 
with,  but  hard  to  make  particular. 

Camp.  You  underftand  her  very  well — You  muft 
know,  I  put  her  out  of  all  her  play,  by  carrying  it  in 
a  humorous  manner  ;  I  took  care,  in  all  my  adtionp, 
before  I  difcovered  the  lover,  that  fhe  mould,  in  ge- 
neral* have  a  good  opinion  of  me ;  and  have 
^m  ttfE lad  ifow  Laab  OJ 


22  THEFUNERAL. 

fmce  behaved  myfelf  with  all  the  good  humour  and 
eafe  I  was  able  ;  fo  that  Ihe  is  now  extremely  at  a 
lofs  how  to  throw  me  from  the  familiarity  of  an  ac- 
quaintance, into  the  diftance  of  a  lover ;  but  I  laugh 
her  out  of  it ;  when  (he  begins  to  frown,  and  look 
grave  at  my  mirth,  I  mimic  her  till  me  burfti  out  a 

l  U"  :)T  J*iQ    7  '• '  • 

™L™H.  That's  ridiculous  enough. 

Camp.  By  Cabinet's  intereft  over  my  Lady  Brump- 
tOH,  with  gold  and  flattery  to  Mrs.  Fardingale,  an 
old  maid  her  ladyfhip  has  placed  about  the  young  la- 
dies, I  have  eafy  accefs  at  all  times,  and  am  this  very 

day  to  be  admitted  by  her  into  their  apartment 

I  have  found,  you  muft  know,  that  me  is  my  rela- 
tion. 

Ld.  H.  Her  ladylhip  has  chofe  an  odd  companion 
for  young  ladies. 

Camp.  Oh,  my  lady's  a  politician  ;  '  me  told  Tat- 

tleaid  one  day,  that  an  old  maid  was  the  belt  guard 


fent  my  coufin  Fardingale  a  fong,  which  ihe  and  I  are 
to  praftife  to  the  fpinnet — The  young  ladies  will  be 
by,  and  I  am  to  be  left  alone  with  Lady  Harriot ; 
then  I  defign  to  make  my  grand  attack,  and  to-day 
win  or  lofe  her.  I  know,  fir,  this  is  an  opportunity 
you  want — If  you'll  meet  me  at  Tom's,  have  a  letter 
ready,  I  will,  myfelf,  deliver  it  to  your  miltrefs,  con- 
duft  you  into  the  houfe,  and  tell  her  you  are  there, 
and  find  means  to  place  you  together.  You  mult 
march  under  my  command  to-day,  as  I  have  many  a 
one  under  yours. 

Ld.  H.  But,  faith,  Tom,  I  mall  not  behave  myfelf 
with  half  the  refolution  you  have  under  mine  ;  for, 
to  confefs  my  weaknefs,  though  I  know  me  loves  me, 
though  I  know  me  is  as  fledfaitly  mine,  as  her  heart 
can  make  her,  I  know  not  how,  I  have  fo  fublime  an 
idea  of  her  high  value,  and  fuch  a  melting  tendernefs 
Jiflblves  my  whole  frame  when  I  am  near  her,  that 
jny  tongue  falters,  my  nerves  fluke,  and  my  heart  fo 
9  alternately 
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alternately  finks  and  rifcs,  that  my  premeditated  re- 
folves  vanifh  into  confufion,  down-caft  eyes,  and 
broken  utterance. 

Camp.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  this  is  a  campaigner  too  ! 
Why,  my  lord,  that's  the  condition  Harriot  would 
have  me  in,  and  then  Ihe  thinks  me  could  have  me  ; 
but  I,  that  know  her  better  than  fhe  does  herfelf, 
know  fhe  would  infqlt  rue,  and  itsxi  me  a  two  years 
dance  longer,  and,  perhaps,  in  the  i-nd,  turn  me  in- 
to the  herd  of  the  muny  neglected  men  of  better 
fenfe,  who  have  been  ridiculous  for  her  fake — But  I 
mail  make  her  no  fuch  facrifice.  'Tis  well  my  lady 
Charlotte's  a  woman  of  fo  fclid  an  underflanding;  I 
don't  know  another  that  would  not  ufe  you  ill  for 
your  high  value. 

Ld.  H.  But,  Tom,  I  muft  fee  your  fong  you  have 
fent  your  coufin  Fardingale,  as  you  call  her. 

Camp.  This  is  lucky  enough — [dfide.} — No,  hang 
it,  my  lord,  a  man  makes  fo  filly  a  figure  when  his 

verfes  are  reading Trim,  thou  haft  not  left  oft"  thy 

loving  and  thy  rhyming  ;  Trim's  a  critic  :  I  remem- 
ber him  a  fervitor  at  Oxon:  [Gives  a  paper  to  Trim.] 
I  give  myfelf  into  his  hands,  becaufe  you  faan't  fee 

them  till  I  am  gone My  lord,  your  fervant — you 

ihan't  ftir. 

Ld.  H.  Nor  you  neither,  then.  \$truggkng* 

Camp.  You  will  be  obeyed. 

[Exeunt ;  Lord  Hardy  tuaits  on  him  down. 

Trim.  What  is  in  this  fong — Ha! — don't  my  eyes 
deceive  me  ? — a  bill  of  three  hundred  pounds !  [Reads. 

Mr.  Cam, 

Pray  pay  to  Mr.  William  Trim,  or  bearer,  the 
Aim  of  three  hundred  pounds,  and  place  it  to  the  ac- 
count of  Sir, 

Your  humble  fervant, 

THOMAS  CAMPLEV. 

[Pulling  off" bis  bat,  and  itnviag.]  Your  very  humble 
fervant,  good  Mr.  Campley.  Ay,  this  is  poetry  ; 
this  is  a  fong  indeed— Faith,  I'll  fet  it,  and  fmg  it 

myfelf Pray  pay  to  Mr.  William  Trim fo 

far  in  recitative— —Three  hundred — [Singing  ridicu- 
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— hun — dred — hundred Hundred  thrice  re- 
peated, becaufe  'tis  three  hundred'  poqnds-:  1  itue 
repetitions  in  mufic,  when  there  is  a  goou  reaK;  >or 

it-- — Po-- ds,  after  the  Italian  naaivner.      If  they 

would  bring  me  fuch  fenfible  \\o:ds  as  thefe,,  I  would, 
outftvip  all  your  compoiers  for  die  mufic  prize. ,  This 
was  honeftly  done  of  Mr.  C.  _>ugh  I  have 

carried  him  many  a  pur4e  [rom  ray  malter,  wfien  he 
was  enfign  to  our  company  in  Flanders.  [Enter-  Lord 
Hardy.]  My  lord,  I  am  y-our  lordthip's  humble  ici- 
Vant.  "ri*T?fcM». 

Ld.  H.  Sir,  your  humble  fervant.  -But,  pray,  my 
good  familiar  friend,  how  Came  you  to  be  fo  very  much 
rny  humble,  fervant  all  of  a  fud'den>?-*/>.;  «,,--j"  i:o«. 

Trim.  I  beg  pardon,  dear  fir ;  my  lord,  I  am  not 
your  humble  fervaat. 
Ld.  H.  No  ? 

Trim.  Yes,  my  lord,  I  am  ;  but -not  as  ypu  mean- 
but  I  am— I  am,  my  lord In  Ihort,  I  am  over- 

joyed. 

La.  H.  Overjoyed  !    them   art  diftrafted What 

ails  the  fellow  r  Where  is  Campley's  fong  ? 

^T'rim.  Oh,  my  lord  one  would  not  think  it  was  in, 
him  !  Mr.  Campley  is  really  a  very  great  poet — As 
for  the  fong,  it  is  only  as  they  all  end  in  rhyme — owe, 
\yoe  ;  iffes,  kifles  ;  boy,  joy — but,  my  lord,  the  other 
in  long  heroic  blank  verfe  :  [Reading  it  with  a  grgat 
ttae.]  Pray  pay  to  Mr.  William  Trim,  or  order,  the 

itim  of Hosv  fweetly  it  runs  ! — Pa&olian  guineas 

chink  in  every  line.   . 

Ld.  H.  How  very  handfomely  this  was  done  in 
Campley  1  I  wondered,  indeed,  he  was  fo  willing  to 
ihew  his  v.erfes.  In  how  carelefs  a  manner,  that  fellow 
does  the  greateft  aftions  ! 

Trim^  My  l<)rd,  pray,:my;lord,  (han't  I  go  imme- 
diately  to  Cutpurfe's  ? 

Ld.  H.  No,  firrah  {  ndw  We 'have  nd  occafion  fdr  it. 

Trim.  No,  my  lord,  only  to  fta.re  him  full  in  the 

face  after  I  have  received  this  money,  not  fay  a  word, 

but  keep  my  hat  on,  and  walk  out :  or,  perhaps,  not 

hear,  if  any  I  meet  with  fpeak  to  me  ;  but  grow  ftiff, 

deaf, 
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deaf,  and  fliort-fighted  to  all  my  old  acquaintance, 
like  a  fudden  rich  man  as  I  am  ;  or,  perhap?,  my 
lord,  defire  Cutpurfe's  clerk  to  let  me  leave  fifty 
pounds  at  their  houfe,  payable  to  Mr.  William  Trim, 
or  order — till  1  come  that  way— or  a  month  or  two 
hence,  may  have  occafion  for  it — i  don't  know  what 

hills  ma\   be  drawn  upon   me Then,   when  tlie 

clerk  begins  to  ftare  at  me,  till  he  pulls  the  great 
;»oofe  quill  from  behind  his  ear,  [Pulls  a  handful  of 
farthings  out,~\  I  fall  a  reckoning  the  pieces,  as  I  do 
thefe  farthings. 

Ld.  H.  Well,  firrah,  you  may  have  your  humour, 
but  be  fur*  you  take  fourfcore  pounds,  and  pay  my 
debts  immediately — if  you  meet  any  officer  yon  ever 
lee  me  in  company  with,  that  looks  grave  at  Cut- 
purfe's  houfe,  tell  him  I'll  fpeak  with  him — We  mull 
help  our  friends — But  learn  moderation,  you  rogue, 
in  your  good  fortune  ;  be  at  home  all  the  evening 
after,  while  I  wait  at  Tom's  to  meet  Campley,  in  or- 
der to  fee  lady  Charlotte 

My  good  or  ill  in  her  alone  is  found, 

And  in  that  thought  all  ether -cares  aredrown'd. 

[Xxif. 

y'rim.  Oh  dear,  dear,  three  hundred  pounds.    [Exit. 
Enter  Sable,  Lord  Brumpton,  find  Trufty. 

Sab.  Why,  my  lord,  you  can't  in  confcience  put 
me  off  fo ;  I  m-uft  do  according  to  my  orders,  cut 
you  up,  and  embalm  you,  except  you'll  come  down, 
a  little  deeper  than  you  talk  of;  you  don't  confider 
the  charges  I  have  been  at  already. 

Ld.  J3.  Charges  !  for  what  r 

Sab.  Firlt,  twenty  guineas  to  my  lady's  woman 
for  notice  of  your  death,  (a  fee  I've  before  now  known 
the  widow  herfelf  go  halves  in)  but  no  matter  for 
that — in  the  next  place,  ten  pounds  for  watching  you 
all  your  long  fit  of  ficknefs  laft  winter 

Ld.  B.  Watching  me  ?  Why  I  had  none  but  my 
own  fervants  by  turns. 

Sab.  I  mean  attending  to  give  notice  of  your  death. 
I  had  all  your  long  fit  of  ficknefs,  laft  winter,  at  half 
a  crown  a  day,  a  fellow  waiting  at  your  gate  to  brin^ 
me  intelligence,  but  you  unfortunately  recovered,  and 
1  lolt  all  my  obliging  pains  for  your  fervice. 

B  Ld.  S. 
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Ld.  S.  Ha !  ha  !  ha !  Sable,  thou'rt  a  very  im- 
pudent fellow.  Half  a  crown  a  day  to  attend  my  de- 
ceafe,  and  doft  thou  reckon  it  to  me  } 

Sab,  Look  you,  gentlemen,  don't  ftand  flaring  at 

me 1  have    a   book   at   home,  which   I  call   my 

<doomfday-book,  where  I  have  every  man  of  quality's 
age  and  diilejrtper  in  town,  and  know  when  you 
fliould  drop  •..'  'Nay,  my  lord,  if  you  had  reflected 
upon  your  mortality,  half  fo  much  as  poor  I  have  for 

you,  you  would  not  defire  to  return  to  life  thus 

In  fhort,  I  cannot  keep  this  a  fecret,  under  the  whole 
money  I  am  to  have  for  burying  you. 

Ld.  B.  Trufty,  if  you  think  it  fafe  in  you  to  obey 
my  orders  after  the  deed  Puzzle  told  his  clerk  of,  pay 
it  him 

Truf.  1  fliould  be  glad  to  give  it  out  of  my  own 
pocket,  rather  than  be  without  the  fatisfaclion  of  fee- 
ing you  witnefs  to  it. 

Ld.  B.  I  heartily  believe  thee,  dear  Trufly 

Sab.  Then,  my  lord,  the  fecret  of  your  being  alive 
is  now  fafe  with  me. 

Truf.  I'll  warrant  I'll  be  reveng'd  of  this  unconfci- 

enable  dog.   [Afide.~\ My  lord,  you  muft  to  your 

clofet 1  fear  fomebody's  coming 

[Exeunt  Sab,  one  -ivaj,  and  Ld.  B.  and  Trufty  another. 
SCENE  draws  and  difcovers  Lady  Charlotte  reading  at 

a  table Lady  Harriot  playing  at  a  gla/s  to  and 

fro,  and  '-viewing  herfelf. 

L.  Ha.  Nay,  good  fage  fifter,  you  may  as  well  talk 
tome,  [Looking  at  htrjelf as  Jhe  fpeaks,]  as  fit  [taring  at 
a  book,  which  I  know  you  can't  attend — Good  Dr. 
Lucas  may  have  writ  there  what  he  pleafes,  but  there's 
no  putting  Francis  Lord  Hardy,  now  Earl  of  Brump- 
ton,  out  of  your  head,  or  making  him  abfent  from 
your  eyes.  Do  but  look  on  me  now,  and  deny  it  if 
you  can. 

L.  Ch.  You  are  the  maddeft  girl [Smiling. 

L.  Ha.  Look  ye,  I  knew  you  could  not  fay  it,  and, 
forbear  laughing — [Looking  over  Charlotte.]  -Oh,  I 

lee  his  name  \*  plain  as  you  do F — r — a—  n  Fran, 

c-i-s  cis,  Francis,  'tis  in  every  line  of  the  book. 

L.  Cb.  [R(fi>*g']  'Tis  in  vain,  I  fee,  to  mind  any 
thing  in  (ycb,  impertinent  company— but  granting 
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'twere  as  yoa  fay,  as  to  my  lord  Hardy,  'tis  more  ex- 
cufable  to  admire  another,  than  one's  felf———— 

L.  Ha.  No,  I  think  not —Yes,  J  grant  you  than 
really  to  be  vain  at  one's  perfon,  but  I  don't  admire 

myfelf Pifh  !  I   don't  believe  my  eyes  have  that 

foftnefs — [Looting  in  tbt  glafs.]  They  an't  fo  pier- 
cing :  no,  'tis  only  iluff,  the  men  will  be  talking 

Some  people  are  fuch  admirers  of  teeth — Lord,  what 
fignifies  teeth  !  [Shewing  her  t<?etk.}  A  very  b!ack-a- 

iiioor  has   as  white  teetli  as  I No,  fifter,  I   don't 

admire  myfelf,but  I've  a  fpirit  of  contradiction  in  me  : 
J  don't  know  I'm  in  love  with  tnylelf,  only  to  rival 
the  men 

L.  Cb.  Ay,  but  Mr.  Campley  will  gain  ground 
•ev'n  of  that  rival  of  his,  your  dear  felf 

L,  Ha.  Oh,  what  hav*-  I  done  to  you,  that  you 
mould  name  that  infolent  intruder — A  confident  opi- 

nionative  fop No,  indeed,  if  I  am,  as  a  poetical 

lover  of  mine  fighed  and  lung  of  both  fexes, 

The  public  envy,  and  the  public  care. 
I  flian't  be  fo  eafily  catched — I  thank  him — I  wnnt 
but  to  be  fure,  I  fhou'd  heartily  torment  him,  by  ba- 
mming him,  and  then  confider  whether  he  ihould 
/  depart  this  life  or  not. 

L:  Ch.  Indeed,  filler,  to  be  ferious  with  you,  this 
vanity  in  your  humour  does  not  at  all  become  you. 

L,  Ha.  Vanity  !  All  the  matter  is,  we  gay  people 
are  more  fincere  than  you  wife  folks  :  all  your  life's 
an  art — Speak  your  foul — Look  you  there — \Hanling 
her  to  the  glafs. ~\  Are  you  not  ftruck  with  a  fecretplea- 
fure,  when  you  view  that  bloom  in  your  look,  that 
harmony  in  your  lhape,  that  promptitude  of  your 
.mien  ! 

L.  Cb.  Well,  fimpleton,  if  I  am  at  nrft  fo  filly  a? 
to  be  a  little  taken  with  mvfelf,  I  know  it  a  fault, 
and  take  pains  to  correcl  it. 

L.  Ha.  Pfliaw4.  pihaw  !  talk  this  mufty  tale  to 
old  Mrs.  Fardingale,  'tis  too  loon  for  me  to  think  at 
that  rate. 

L.  Cb.  They  that  think  it  too  foon  to  underfrar.d 
themfelves,  will  very  foon  find  it  too  late — But  tell 
me  honeftlv,  don't  you  like  Campley  ? 

L.  Ha.  The  fellow  is  not  to  be  abhorred,  if  tne 
B  2  forwa.d 
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forward  thing  did  not  think  of  getting  me  fo  eafily— 
Oh,  I  hate  a  heart  I"  can't  break  when  I  pit-ate — 
What  makes  the  value  of  dear  china,  but  that  'tis 
fo  brittle  ! — were  it  not  for  that,  you  might  as  well 

have  Hone  mugs  in  your  clofet 

L.  Cb.  Hift,  hift,  here's  Fardingale. 

Enter  Fardingale. 

Far.  Lady  Harriot,  lady  Charlotte-Hi  entertain 
you  now  ;  I've  a  new  fong,  juft  come  hot  out  of  the 
poet's  brain.  Lady  Charlotte,  my  coufin  Campley 
writ  it,  and  it's  fet  to  a  pretty  air,  J  warrant  vou. 

L.  Ha.  'Tis  like  to  be 'pretty  indeed,  of  his  writ- 
ing. [Flings  away. 
^Fctr.  Come,  come,  this  is  not  one  of  your  tringham 
trangham,  witty  things,  that  your  poor  poets  write; 
no,  'tis  well  known  my  foufin  Campley  has  two 
thoufand  pounds  a  year — But  this  is  all  diflimulation 
in  you. 

L.  Cb.  'Tis  fo  indeed,  for  your  coufin's  fon  j's  very 
pretty,  Mrs.  Fardiugale.  [RnUi. 

Let  not  love  en  me  beftow, 
Soft  dillrefs,  and  tender  woe  ; 
1  know  none  but  fubilantial  blifles,  i 

Eager  glances,  folid  kifles; 
llsiii  I  know  not  what  the  lovers  fti?.;1. 

a;ri  ;.i.         Of  finer  pleafure  mi.x'd  with  pain  ;. 

Then  pr'ythee  gix  e  me,  gentle  bov  ,     ^ '  ^ 
None  of  thy  grief,  but  all  thy  joy. 
But  Hariiot  thinks,  that  a  little  unreatbnublc,    : 
peft  one  without  enduring  t'other. 

Enter  Strvant. 
S<->:  There's  your  cou;1n  Camplcy  to  wj^rt^n^u 

Far.  Lit  him  come  in we  ftiall  have  the  fbni; 

-ow 

Enter  Campley. 

Camp.   Ladies,   your  moil  obedient  fervant^-Your 
tit,  lady  Charlotte — ;Sjr\'ant,  lady  Harriot— ^[Har- 
j-iot  k-i,ks  %1-nrt:  uf>cn  him.}  What's  the  matter,  dear  tarly 
Harriot—Not  well  ?  1  rroteft   to  you  I'm  migrrtjly 
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cerned  —  \Pnlli  out  .a.  lottle.\  This  is  a  molt 
irpirit-fnuffitupiaiadani.^    '^^ 
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JU..  Pito-thc  familiar  caxcombfrets  me  ta,- 


'Camp.   'Twill  be  over,  I  hope,  immediately. 
L.  Cb.  Your  coufin  Fardiagale  has  fhewn  us  Tome 
of  your  poetry  ;   there's  the  fpinnet,  Mr.  Campley, 
I  know  you're  mufical. 

Ca>/ip.  You  mould  not  have  called  it  my  poetry. 
Far.  Who  waits  there  —  Pray  bring  my  lute  out  of 
.the  next  room—  {Enter  few  ant  with  a  lute.}  You  mull 
know  1  conn'd  this  fong  before  J  came  jn,  and  find  it 
will  go  to  an  excellent  air  of  old  Mr.  Lawn's,  \vhawas 
.  mother's  intimate  acquaintance:  my  mother's, 
it  do  I  talk  ofr  I  mean  my  grand-mother's—  Oh, 
e's  the  lute—  Coulin  Campley,  hold  the  fong  upon 
your  hat.  [JJide  to  bim.\  'Tis  a  pretty  gallantry  to  a 

IeLuion-  c.  ,    ..      „ 

S'ngs  an<t  /quails. 

Let  not  love,   Arc. 
Oh,   I  have  left  off  thefe  things  many  a  day. 

Camp.  No  ;  I  profefs,  madam,  you  do  it  admirably 
—  but  are  not  affured  enough  —  Take  it  higher  —  [In 
ter  own  fquall,\  —  Thus—  I  know  your  voice  will 
bear  it. 

L.Ha.  Oh,  hideous  !  Oh,  thegrofs  flatterer—  I  ftiall 
buril  —  Mrs.  Fardingale,  pray  go  on,  the  mufic  fits 
the  words  mod  aptly  —  Take  it  higher,  as  your  cou- 
fin advifes. 

Far.  Oh,  dear  madam,  do  you  really  like  it  —  I  <!o 
it  purely  to  pleafe  you  —  for  I  can't  fmg,  alas  ! 

L.  Cb.  We  know  it,  good  madam,  we  know  it— 
£ut  pray  - 

far.  Let  not  love,  and  fubftantjal  bliffes,  is  lively 
enough,  and  ran  accordingly  in  the  tune.  \Curtfits 
to  the  ctmpany.~\  Now  I  took  it  higher. 

L.  Ha.  Incomparably  done  !  nothing  can  equal  it, 
except  your  coufin  fang  his  own  poetry. 

Camp.  Madam,  from  my  lord  Hardy  —  [Delivers  a 
letter  to  Lady  Charlotte.]  How  do  you  fay,  my  lady 
Harriot,  except  I  fing  it  myfelf  !  then  I  aflure  you 
I  will. 

L.  Cb,  I  han't  patience,  I  muft  go  read  my  letter. 

[Exit. 
B  3  Camp. 
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GMW/.  [SV^.]  Let  not  love,  &c. 
Far.  Blefs  me,  what's  become  of  lady  Charlotte  > 

[£*/>. 

L.  Ha.  Mrs.  Fardingale,  Mrs.  Fardingale,  what, 
muft  we  lofe  you  ?  [Campley  runs  to  the  door,  takes  the 
key  out,  and  locks  her  ;'«.]  What  means  this  infolence  ? 
.a  p!ot  upon  me.  Do  you  know  who  I  am  ? 

Camp.  Yes,  madam,  you're  my  lady  Harriot  Love- 
ly, with  ten  thoufand  pounds  in  your  pocket ;  and  I 
;;:n  Mr.  Campley,  with  two  thoufand  a  year— of 
quality  enough  to  pretend  to  you— And  I  do  defign, 
before  I  leave  this  room,  to  hear  you  talk  like  a  rea- 
fonable  woman,  as  nature  has  made  you.  Nay,  'tis 
in  vain  to  flounce,  and  difcompofe  yourfelf  and  your 
drefs. 

L.  Ha.  If  there  are  fwords,  if  they  are  men  of 
honour,  and  not  all  daftards,  cowards  that  pretend 

to  this  injured  perfon [Running  round  the  room. 

Camp. .Ay,  ay,  madam,  let  'em  come — That's  put- 
tin'g  me  in  my  way,  fighting's.my  trade— but  you've 

ufed  all  mankind  too  ill  to  expeft  fo  much  ferrice 

in  mort,  madam,  were  you  a  fool,  I  mould  not  defire 

to  export ul ate  with  you [Seizing  her  band. 

L.  Ha.   Unhand  me,  raviOier — [Pulls  her  hand  from 
/•;«,   and  runs  round  the  room,  Campley  after  her. 
Camp.  But,  rrtadam,  madam,  madam,  why  madam  ! 
Pr'ythee,  Cynthia,  look  behind  you,     t  [Sr'^s. 

.  nd  wrinkles  will  o'ertake  you. 
L.  Ha.  Age,  wrinkles,  fmall-pox,  nay,  any  thing 
that'-,  mi  i  ;  hhorrent  to  youth  and  bloom,  were  wef- 
con/i  in  the  place  of  fo  detefted  a  creature. 

\f.  No  fuch  matter,  Lady  Harriot ;  I  would  not 
be  a  van  oxcomb,  but  I  know  I  am  not  deteftable, 
nay,  know  where  you've  faid  as  much  before  you  un- 
derftood  me  for  your  fervant.  Was  I  immediately 
tra;  formed  becaufe  I  became  your  lover  ? 

L.  Ha.  My  lover,  fir?  did  I  ever  give  you  reafort 
to  think  I  admitted  you  as  fuch  ? 

C-  mp.  Yes,  you  did  in  your  ufing  me  ill—  for  if  yon 
did  o  aflame  upon  the  fcore  of  my  pretending'  to 
you,  h  \v  do  vou  anfwer  yourfelf  fome  parts  of  your 
behaviour  to  me  as  a  gentfeman — 'Tis  trivial  all  rhis 
in  you,  and  derogates  from  the  good  fenfe  I  know  you 

miftrefs 
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miftrefs  of.     Do  but  confider,  madam,   I  hare  long 

loved  you— bore  whh   this  fantaltic  humour  through 

all  its  mazes— Nay,  do  not  frown— for  'tis  no  better  . 

I  fay,  I  have  bore  with  this  humour,  but  would 

nu  have  me  with  an  unmanly  fervitude  feed  it  ? — No, 
ove  with  too  fincere,  too   honeft  a  devotion,  and 
would  have  your  mind  as  faultlefs    as  your   perfon, 
which   'twould  be,  if  you'll   lay  afide  this  vanity  of 
being  purfued  with  fighs,  with  flatteries,  with  non- 

fcnfe. [She   'walks  about  hfs  violently,    tut  more 

coaftifed.]  Oh,  my  heart  akes  at  the  difturbahce  which 
1  ^ivc-  her,  but  file  muft  not  fee  it — {dfide.~\  Had  I 
not  better  tell  you  of  it  now,  than  when  you  are  in 
vr  ;  I  mould  be  then  too  generous  to  thwart 
your  inclination, 

L.  Ha.  That  is  indeed  very  handfomely  faid.  Why 

i  not  obey  reafon  as  foon  as  1  fee  it — [AJide.] 

;o,   Mr.    Cumpley,   I   can  as  ingenuoufly  as   I 

ihouIJ  chen,   acknowledge   that  I   have   been  in  an 

error.  [Loi&ing  do-iun  on  her  fan. 

Ca-?:p,  Nay,  that's  too  great  a  condefcenfion.'  Oh, 

excellence  !  I  repent !  I  fee  'twas  but  juftice  in  you  to 

demand    my  knees,   [Kneeling.]  my   fighs,  my   con- 

itant,  tendcreit   regard   and   fervice — And  you  mall 

have  'cm,  fince  you  are  above  'em • 

L.  Ha.  Nay,  Mr.  Campley,  you  wont  recal  me  to 

a  fault  you  have  fo  lately  fhewn  me 1  will  not  fuf- 

fi.'r  this no  more  ecftafies  I    But   pray,  fir,  what 

was't  you  did  to  get  my  filter  out  of  the  room  ? 

Camp.  You  may  know  it,  and  I  muft  defire  you  to 

affilt  my  Lord  Hardy  there,  who  writ  to  her  by  me^ 

For  he  is  no  ravifher,  as  you   called  me  juft  now. — 

—  He  is  now  in  the  houfe— : — And  I  would  fain 

gain  an  interview 

.  L.  Ha.  That  they  may  have — But  they'll  make 
]it:!c  ufc  of  it:  for  the  tongue  is  the  inftrument  of 
)  Ub  of  a  lower  form  ;  they  are  of  that  high. 
c .\i.-i-  or  lovers,  who  know  none  but  e,i  .;>c  (  filcnce, 
and  can  utter  themfelves  only  by  a  g<  .re  n..t  fpeaks 

their   paffion   inexpreflible and  whut  not   fine 

tlungs. 

Camp.  But  pray  let's  go  into  your  filler's  clofet, 
while  they  are  together. 

B  4  L.H*. 
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L.  Ha.  I  fwear  I   don't  know  how  to. fee  my  fitter 
— fhe'Il  laugh  me  to  dea:h  to  lee  me  out  of  "m\ 

touilcs,  and  you  and  1  thus  familiar However,  I 

kiiow  fheMI  approve  ir. 


her  ianlts— -Come,  msJam,  fiand  your  ground  bravely, 
Vvc'll  march  in  to  her  thus. 

[57v  lear.ing  an  Carripley. 

L.  Ha.  Who'll  believe  a  woman's  anger  more  ?  I've 
betray  :d  the  whole  ie:<  to  you,    Ivlr.  Campley. 

[Exfitat. 

Rt-e.itcr  Lord  Har^y  c.nd  Camplev. 
Clamp.   My  lord,  her  fiiter,  who  now  is  mine,  will 

immediately  fend  her  hither But  be  yourfelf — *— 

Charge  her  bravely '  I  wifli  Ihe  were  a  cannon- — 

*  An  eighteen-pounder  for  your  fake — Then  I  kn6w, 
'  were    there    cctaiion,    \ou'd    be  in    the  niouth  t)f 

'     fa'T    -  ' 

U  -1      "  ~~" 

L<i.  II.  I  long,  yet  fear  to  fee  her 1  know  I  am 


unable  to  utter  myfelf 


lamp.  Come,  retire  here  'till  fhe  appears. 
Enter  Lady  Charlotte. 

/,.  Ch.  Now  is  the  tender  moment  now  approach- 
ing. [Afide.}  There  he  is  [They  approach  and  falute 
each  other,  trembling, ,]  Your  lordfhip  will  pleafe  to  fit ; 
{.After  a  i'erj  long  }aufe,  Jiclen  glances,  and  irrefolute 
gcjiurcs.'}  your  lordftiip,  I  think,  has  travelled  thofc 
parts  of  Italy  where  the  armies  are- 

Ld.  II,   Ye*,   madam. 

I..  C'1'.  I  think  1  have  letters  from  you,  dated 
Mantua. 

Ld.  II.  I  hope  yoa  h«ve,  madam,  and  that  their 

L.  Cb.  My  lord  ?  [Looking  fcricus  a*J  ctafujnt. 

Ld.  II.  Was  not  your  ladyrtiip  going  to  fay  fomc- 
thing  ? 

L.  Cb.  I  only  attended  to  what  your  lordftiip  was 
going  to  fay  — That  is,  my  lord — But  you  wcre>  I 
believe,  going  to  fay  fomething  of  that  garden  of  the 
world,  I  a'y — I  am  very  forry  your  misfortunes  in 

England 
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England  are   fuch  as  make  you  juftly  regret    your 
leaving  that  place.  ,s 

Ld.  H.  There  is  a  perfon  in  England  may  make 
thole  lolTes  infenfible  to  me. 

L.  Cb.  Indeed,  my  lord,  there  have  fo  very  few 
of  quality  attended  his  majefty  in  the  war,  that  your 
birth  and  merit  may  well  hope  for  his  favour. 

Ld.  H.  I  have,  indeed,  all  the  zeal  in  the  world 
for  his  majelly's  fervice,  and  moil  grateful  affedion 
for  his  perfon,  but  did  not  then  mean  him. 

Z.  Ch*  But  can  you  indeed  impartially  fay  that 
our  fland  is  really  preferable  to  the  reft  of  the  world, 
or  is  it  an  arrogance  only  in  us  to  think  fo  I 

Ld.  H.  I  profefs,  madam,  that  little  I  have  feen 
has  but  more  endeared  England  to  me;  for  that 
medley  of  humours  which  perhaps  diftrafts  our  pub- 
lic affairs,  does,  methinks,  improve  our  private  lives, 
and  makes  conversion  more  various,  and  confe- 
quently  more  pleafmg — Every  where  elfe,  both  men 
aad  things  have  the  fame  countenance — In  France 
you  meet  with  much  civility  and  little  friendfhip ;  ia 
Holland,  deep  attention,  but  little  reflection;  in 
Italy,,  all  plealure,  but  no  mirth — But  here  witli  u^, 
where  you  have  every  where  pretenders,  or  matters  ia 
every  thing,  you  can't  fall  into  company,  wherein 
you  (hall  not  be  inftrucled  or  diverted. 

L.  Cv.  I  never  had  an  account  of  any  thing  from 
you,  my  lord,  but  I  mourned  the  lofs  of  my  brother, 
you  would  have  been  fo  happy  a  companion  for  him — 
With  that  right  fenfe  of  yours — My  lord,  you  need 
no:  bow  fo  obfequioufly,  for  I  do  you  but  juitice 
But  you  fe.nt  me  word  of  your  feeing  a  lady  in  Italy 
very  like  me Did  you  vifit  her  often  ? 

Ld.  H.  Once  or  twice,  but  I  obferved  her  fo  loofe 
a  creature,  that  I  could  have  killed  her  for  having 
your  perfon. 

L.  Cb.  I  thank  you,  fir;  Wt  Heaven  that  pre- 
/erves  me  unlike  her,  will,  I  hope,  make  her  more 
like  me— But  your  fellow-traveller — His  relations 
themfelves  know  not  a  juft  account  of  him. 

Lti.  H.  The  original  caufe  of  his  fever  was  a  violent 

pafuon  for  a  fine  young  woman  hs  had  net  power  to 

E  5  f 

c»  89/umokini  iwov    mos  -nur  a&  i— v'c  I 

"-     ' 


34  THE      FUNERAL. 

(peak  to  -but  I  told  her  his  regard  for  her  as  paf- 

fjonately  as  poflible. 

L.  C'h.  Yon  were  to  him,  what  Mr.  Campley  has 
been  to  you — Whirher  am  I  running — Poor— your 
friend -Poor  gentleman. 

L.1.-H.  I  hope,  then,  as  Campley's  eloquence  is 
greater,  To  has  been  his  fuccefs. 

L.Ch.  My  lord  ? 

Ld.  H.  Your  ladyfhip's. 

Enter  Lady  Harriot. 

/. ,  H.i.  Undone  !  undone  !  Tattelaid  has  found, 
by  forne  means  or  other,  that  Campley  brought  my 
Lofjd  Hardy  hither  ;  we  are  utterly  ruined,  my  lady's 
coming-  —  - — 

7.  I'll  Hay  and  confront  her. 

L.  Ch.  It  muft  not  be we  are  too  much  in  her 

power. 

Enter  Campley. 

Camp.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  we're  routed  horfe 
and  foot — Down  the  back  flairs,  and  io  ou.. 

[ftukari 

Ladies.   Ay,  ay  •••     •  - 

L.  Ha.  I  tremble  every  joint  of  me 

L,  Ch.  I'm  at  a  (land  a  little,  but  rage  will  recover 

me  ;  fhe's  coming  in 

Enter  Widow. 

'Wld.  Ladles,  your  fervant  —  I  fear  I  interrupt  you, 
have  you  company  ?  Lady  Harriot,  your  fervant,  Lady 
Charlotte,  your  fervant?  What,  not  a  \vord — Oh,  I 
beg  your  ladyfhip's  pardon — Lady  Charlotte  did  I  fay  ? 
My  ynungLady  Brumpton,  I  wilh  you  joy. 

L.  Ch.  Oh,  your  fervant,  Lady  Dowager  Brump- 
ton  That's  an  appellation  of  much  more  joy  to 


i  So  fmart,  madam  ;  but  you  fhould,  methinks, 
have  made  one  acquainted — Yet,  madam,  your  con* 
duel  is  fee"  through— — 

L.  Ch.   My  conduct,  Lad/  Brumpton  ! 
>»to.  Ycur  cohduft,  Lady  Charlotte! 

[Coming  up  to  each  other. 
L.  Ch.  Madam,  'tis  you  arc  feen  through  all  your 

thin  difgmlVs 

/.  I  feen  ?  By  whonx! 

L.Cb. 


THE     FUNERAL.  35- 

/,.  Cb.  By  an  all-piercing  eye;  nay,  by  what  you 

much  more  fear,  the   eye  of  the  xvorld — The   world 

,'u,  or  lhall  fee  you:  it  fhall  know  your  fecret 

jrance,  your  public   falling — Loofe  poems  in 

your  clofet,  an   homily  on  your  toilette — Your  eafy 

ikilful  pructiil'd  hypocrify,   by  which  you  wrought  on 

\our  hulbar.d  bafely  to  transfer  the  truft  and  ward  of 

us,  two  helplefs  virgins,  into  the  hands  and  care  of— 

I  cannot  name  it — You're  a  wicked  woman. 

L.  Ha.  [AfJe.~\  Oh,  rare  filter!  'Tis  a  fine  thing- 
to  keep  one  s  anger  in  ftock  by  one  ;  we  that  are 
angry  and  pleafed  every  half  hour,  have  nothing  at 
all  of  ti.is  high-Hown  fury  !  Why,  (he  rages  like  a 

piincefs  in  a  tragedy  !   Bleflings  on  her  tongue 

Wid.  Is  this  the  effect  of  your  morning  lectures,- 
your  felf-examination,  all  this  fury. 

L.  C/j.  Yes,  it  is,  madam  ;  if  I  take  pains  to  go- 
vern my  paflions,  it  lhall  not  give  licence  to  others  to 

govern  'cm  for  me 

Wid.  Well,  kdy  Charlotte,  however  you  ill  deferve 
it  of  me,  1  ihall  take  care,  while  there  are  locks  and 
bars,  to  keep  you  from  Lord  Hardy — From  being  a 
leger  lady,  from  carrying  a  knapfack. 

L.Cb.  Knapfack!  Do  you  upbraid  the  poverty 
your  own  wicked  arts  have  brought  him  to — Knap- 
tack !  Oh,  grant  -me  patience,  can  I  hear  this  of  the 
man  1  love  ?  Knapfack  !  I  have  not  words. 

[Stamps  about. the  room. 
Wid.  I  leave  you  to  cool   upon  it ;  love  and  anger 

are  very  warm  paflions [Exit. 

L.  Ha.   She  has  locked  us  in • 

L.  Cb.  Knapfack  !  Well,  I  will  break  walls  to  go 
to  him  — '  1  could  fit  down  and  cry  my  eyes  out  !  Dear 
'  filler,  what  a  rage  have  I  been  in  ?'  Knapfack  !  I'll 
give  vent   to  my  juft  refentment — Oh,  how   mall  I 
avoid  this    bafe   woman,    how    meet   that   excellent 
man  !  '  What  an  helplefs  condition  are  you  and  I  in 
now  ?  If  we  run  into  the  world,  that  youth  and  in- 
nocence, which  ihould  demand  afliftance,  does  but 
attract  invaders.     Will  Providence  guard  us  ?  How 
cio  I  fee  that  our  fex  is  naturally  indigent  of  pro- 
tection r' — 1  hope 'tis  in  fate  to  crown  our  loves; 
B  6  for 
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f«r  it  is  only  in  the  protefticfc  of  men  of  honour,  that 
vre-Jtre  naturally  truly  fare  ;      '    iti—tisansm  i> 
•«  -And  woman's  happinefs,  fer  all  her  fcorn, 
.q^Is  only  by  that  fide  whence  (he  was  bbro?-  A^ 
d'mhT  3*1  uoi(  oQ—  yjiflm^ivJ  orfsH  ^i^'fxfunt. 

.  -.••.. 
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—  njiiLam  iouaa  nsjta  ;j  -    •  <  t?Iiiaiqdi  b 

Enter  Lord  Hardy,  Campley,  and  Trim.    '.. 

I,/.  #.    '-TpHAT  jade  Tattelaid  faw  me  upon  the 

•  —  -)tiM.       A      ftairs,  for  I  had  not  patience  to  keep 
my-  concealment,  but  muft  peep  out  to  fee  what  was 
become  of  you. 

Camp.  But  we  have  advice,  however,  it  feems^  from 
the  garrifon  already  —  this  miftrefs  of  Trim's  is  a 
mighty  lucky  accident  -- 

Trim.  Ay,  gentlemen,  fhe  has  free  egrefs  and  re- 
grefs,  and  you  know  the  French  are  the  beft  bred 
people  in  the  world  —  flie'll  be  affiflant  —  but,  'faith, 
I  have  one  fcruple  that  hangs  about  me  —  and  that  is 

—  Look  you,  my  lord,  we  fervants   have  no  matters 
in  their  abfence  —  In  a  word,  when  I  am  with  made- 
rnoifelle,  I   talk  of  your  lordfhip  as  only  a  particular 
acquaintance,  that  I  do  bufmefs  indeed  for  you  feme- 
times—  I    mult  needs  fay,    cries  I,  that  indeed    my 
Lord  Hardy  is  really  a  perfon  I  have  a  great  honour 
for. 

-  Ld.  H,    Pilh  !    is  that   all?     J    underiland    you— 
your  miitrefs  does  not  know  that  you  do  me  the  ho- 
nour to  clean  my  fhoes  or  fo,  upon  occafion  —  Pr'y- 
thee,  Will,    make  yourftjlf  as    confideruble  as   you 
pleafe. 

.  'Trim.  Well  then,  your  leflbn  is  this  -  She  out 
of  her  refpecl  to  me,  and  underilanding  Mr.  Camp- 
icy  was  an  intimate  of  my  friend  my  Lord  Hardy, 
and  oondefcending  (though  (he  is  of  a  great  houfe  m 
J  rnnce)  to  make  mantua's  for  the  improvement  of  the 
Knglifli  --  which  gives  her  eafy  admittance  —  SI,  ,  I 
lay,  moved  by  thefe  promifes,  has  vouch  far"  u  to 
bring  a  letter  from  my  Lady  Harriot  to  Mr.  Car,.,  c>  . 
arid  came  tome  to  bring  her  to  him.  You  are  to  un- 
dcilland  alfo,  that  Ihe  js  drefled  in  the  lutdt  French 

6  cut  j 
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cut ;  her  drefs  K  the  model  of  their  habic,  and  herfelf 

of  their  manners— for  ihe  is— But  you  Hull  fe«  her— 

.qqsri  !  [Exit. 

Ld.  H.  This  gives  me  Come  life! — Cheer  up, 
Tom— rbut  behold  the  folemnity — Do  you  fee  Trim's 
gallantry  ?  I  fhall  laugh  out. 

Enter  Trim  leading  in  Mademoifelle. 

Trim.  My  dear  Lord  Hardy,  this  is  Mademoifelle 
d'Epingle,  whofe  name  you've  often  heard  me  figh— • 
[Lord  Hardy  falutes  her.]  Mr.  Campley — Made- 
moifelle d'Epingle.  [Campley._/2i/«/^/  btr* 

Mad.  Votre  fervante,  gentlemen,  votre'  fervante — 

Camp.    I  proteit  to  you,  I  never  faw  any  thing  fo 

becoming  as  your  drefs — (hall  I  beg  the  favour  you'd 

condefcend  to  let  Mr.  Trim  lead  you  once  round  the 

room,  that  I  may  admire  the  elegance  of  your  habit— 

[Trim  leads  her  rt**</. 

LJ.  H.  How  could  you  afk  fuch  a  thing  ? 

Camp.  P(haw,  my  lord,  you're  a  balhful  Englifll 
fellow — You  fee  (he  is  not  furprifed  at  it,  but  thinks 
me  gallant  in  de(iring  it — Oh,  madam,  youh  air  ! — 
The  negligence,  the  difengagement  of  your  manner  ! 
Oh,  how  delicate  is  your  noble  nation — '  I  fwear, 
*  there's  none  but  the  clumfy  Dutch  and  Engliih 

'   would    oppofe    fuch   polite    conquerors' When 

mall  you  fee  an  Englifh  woman  fo  drefled  ? 

Mad.  De  Englife!  poor  barbarians,  poor  favages, 
dey  know  no  more  of  de  drefs,  but  to  cover  dere  na- 
kednefs  [Glides  along  the  room.~\  Dey  be  cloded,  -but 
no  dreiTed — But,  Monfieur  Terim,  which  Monfieur 
Campley  ? 

Trim.  That's  honeft  Tom  Campley- 

Camp.  At  your  fervice,  mademoifelle 

Mad.  I  fear  I  incur  de  cenfure,  [Pulling  out  the  let- 
ter ,  and  recolletfing  as  loth  to  deliver  it.}  but  Mr. 
Terim  being  your  intimate  friend,  and  1  dcfigning  to 
honour  him  in  de  way  of  an  huiband — So,  fo,  how  do 

I  run  away  in  difcourfe 1  never  make  promife  to 

Mr.  Terim  before,  and  now  do  it  par  accident 

Camp.  Dear  Will  Trim  is  extremely  obliging  in 
having  prevailed  upon  you  to  do  a  thing,  that  the  fe- 
verity  of  your  virtue,  and  the  greatnefs  of  your  qua- 
lity, *  (though  ailranger  in  the  country  you  now  bo- 
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*  nour  by  your  duelling  in  it)'  would   not  let  yotr 

otheYwiiV  co-.iddcei.d  ttr-~ 

Mad.  Oh,  moniieur!  Oh,  monfieur  !  you  fpeak 
my  very  thoughts—  Oh,  I  don't  know  how!  Pardon 
me  to  give  a  billet  —  it.fo  look  !  Oh  fy  !  I  cr.nr 
::!tv.-r  it  —  [Drops  />,  runs  ajfcttedly  to' the  ciksr-tnl  cf 
the  raan,  then  quite  out,  re-fr.ten.~\  I  beg  teh  thoiifund 
paruons  forgo  io  mal-a-propos.  \_Cu,-'ji-s  at  g>>ing. 

Ld.  H,  Your  fervant,  good  madam  -  Mr.  Tnm, 
you  know  you  command  here — • — pray,  if  Maci.-.me 
d'Epingle  will  honour  our  cottage  with  longer  ftuy, 
wait  on  her  in  and  entertain  her— Pray,  fir,  be 

Trim.  My  lord,  you  knew  your  power  over  me,  I'm1 

ill  compliance \Lfads  her  c;:t. 

Camp.  Now  to  my  dear  epiftle 

"   Sir, 

"  There  is  one  thing  which  you  were  too  £jenrrous 
to  touch  upon  in  our  la  ft  converfation  —We  have 
reafon  to  fear  the  widow's  practices  in  relation  to  our 
fortune,  if  you  are  not  too  quick  for  her — I  afk  lady 
Charlotte  whether  this  is  not  her  fenfe  to  Lord  Hardy — 

She   fays   nothing,  but   lets   me  write  on- Thefc 

people  always  have,  and  will  have  admittance  every 
where,   therefore  we  may  hear  from  you. 
I  am,  Sir, 

Your  mod  obedient  fervant, 

HARRIOT  LOVELY." 

My  obedient  fervant !  Thy  obedience  {hall  ever  be  as 
voluntary  as  now — ten   thoufand  thoufand   kifles  on 

thee Thou  dear  paper — • — Look  you,   my    lord 

— — What  a  pretty  hand  it  is  ? 

LJ.  H.  Why,  Tom,  thou  doft  not  give  me  leave 

to  fee  it you  fnatch  it  to  your  mouth  fo- you'll 

ftifle  the  poor  lady 

Camp.  Look  you,  my  lord,  all  along  the  lines,  here 
went  the  pen,  and  through  the  white  intervals  her 

fnowy  fii«gers.     Do  you  fee,  this  is  her  name 

Ld.  H.   Nay,   there's  lady  Charlotte's  name  too  in 

the  midft  of  the  letter Why,  you'll  not  be  fo  un  . 

confcionable you're  fo  greedy,  you'll  give  me  one 

kifs  fure        »  •  . 
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Camp.  Well,  you  Jhill,  bat  you're  fo  en^er— don't 
bite  me — for  you  ihan't  have  it  in  your  own  h;;. 

there,  there,   there— Let  po  my  hand- • 

Let.    H.      What  an  cxquhite  pieafur«.  there  is   in. 

this  fboifry.*— • Lv't  what  ihnll  we  do  ? 

'.  1  have  a  thought ;  pr'ythee,   my  lord,   call 

Ld.  H.    Ha,  Trim • 

Cttmp.  Hold,  Mr.  Trim — You  forget  his  miilrcis  is 
there. 

Ld.  H.  Gra'mercy  — Dear  Will  Trim,  tfep  in  hi- 
ther. 

Camp.  Ay,  that's  fomething [£ 

Trim,  have  not  I  Teen  a  young  woman  lometimes 
carry  Madame  d'Epingle's  trinkets  for  her,  coming1 
from  my  lady  Brumpton's. 

Trim.  Yes,  you  might  have  feen  fuch  a  one,  me 
waits  for  her  now. 

Camp.  Do  you  think  yoa  could  not  prevail  for  me 
to  be  d  re  fled,  in  that  wench's  clothes  and  attend  your 
miltrefs  in  her  Head  thither  ?  They'll  not  Jream  \ve 
fhould  fo  foon  attempt  again. 

Trim.   Yes,  I'll  engage. 

Camp.  Then,we'll  truft  the  reft  to  our  good  genius  y 

I'll  about  it  inftantly Harriot  Lovely 

[ExtuKf,  kijjl'ng  tbe  letter* 
Enter  Widow  and  Tattleaid. 

Wid.  This  was  well  done  of  you  ;  be  fare  you  take 
care  of  their  young  lady  (hips ;  you  mall,  I  promile 
you,  have  a  fnip  in  the  fale  of  them. 

Tat.  I  thank  your  good  ladyihip. 

If 'id.  Is  that  the  porter's  paper  of  how-d'yc's  ? 

Tat.  Yes,  Madam,  he  juit  lent  it  up  ;  his  general 
anfwer  is,  that  you  are  as  well  as  can  be  expecled  in? 
your  condition  ;  but  thr.t  you  fee  nobody. 

Wid.  That's  right-  {Reading  names]  Lady  Riggle. 
Lady  Formal—  Oh,  th.it  Riggie  !  a  pert  ogler — an^in- 
difci  eet,  fiily  thing,  who  is  really  known  by  no  man, 
yet  for  her  carriage  jaftly  thought  common  to  all  ; 
and  as  Formal  has  only  the  appearance  of  virtue,  fo 

fhe  has  only  the  appearance  of  vice '  What 

'  chance,  I  wonder,  put  thefe  cont,  -uiidions  to  each 
'  ocher  into  the  fame  coach,  as  yoa  lay  they  ca! led.* 

—Mrs. 
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—-Mrs.  France*  and  Mrs.  Winuifred  Glebe,  who  are 

they? 

Tat.  They  are  the  country  great  fortunes,  have 
been  out  of  town  this  whole  year  j  they  are  thofe 
whom  your  ladyfhip  faid  upon  being  very  well-bom, 
took  upon  them  to  be  very  ill  bred. 

WU.  Did  I  fay  fo  ?  Really  I  think  it  was  apt 
enough;  now  I  remember  them  --  Lady  Wrinkle  : 
Oh,  that  fmug  old  woman  !  there  is  no  enduring  her 
affeftation  of  youth  ;  but  I  plague  her  ;  I  always  allc 
whether  her  daughter  in  Wiltfhire  has  a  grandchild 
yet  or  not  —  -  '  Lady  Worth  :  I  can't  bear  her 

*  company,  me  has  fo  much  of  that  virtue  in  her 
<  heart,  which  I  have  in  my  mouth  only.     \_AJide.  ^ 

-  --Mrs.  After-day  :   Oh,  that's  me   that  was   the 
great  beauty,  the  mighty  toaft  about  town,  that's  juft 
come  out  of  the  fmall-pox  ;  fhe  is  horribly  pitted, 
they  fay  ;  I  long  to  fee  her,  and  plague  her  with  my 
condolence.     'Tis  a  pure  ill-natured  fatisfaftion   to 
fee  one  that  was  a  beauty  unfortunately  move  with 
the   fame   languor,  and  foftnefs  of  behaviour,   that 
pnce  .was  charming  in  her  ;  to  fee,  I  fay,  her  mortify^ 
that  ufed  to  kill  ;  ha,  ha,  ha  !  --  The  reft  are  a  ca- 
talogue of  mere  names  or  titles  they  were  born  to  ; 
a»  infipid  croud  of  neither  good  nor  bad.     Bur  you 
are.fure  thefe  other  ladies  fufpeft  not  in  the  leaft  that 
I  know  of  their  coming  ?  *juur       «. 

Tat.  No,  dear  Madam  ;  they  are  to  afk  for  me. 

Wid.  1  hear  a  coach  -  [Exit  Tat.]  I  have  no\yr 
an  exquifite  pleafure  in  the  thought  of  furpa'fllng  my 
Lady  Sly,  who  pretends  to  have  out-grieved  the  whole 
town  for  her  hufliand.  They  are  certainly  coni'in<».'  Oh, 
no  !  here  let  me—  thus  let  me  fit  and  think  —  [Widow 
yt  far  couch  ;  ivbile^Jhe  is  raving,  as  to  Itrfdf,  Tuttle- 
9l<\.  fifth  introduces  the  ladies.]  WrMC'icd,  diftonfo- 
late  as  IT  am  !  Oh,  welcome,  welcom,  ,  dcrtr,  killing 

gliiAi  !  Oh,  that  I  could  lie  down  and  die  in    my 

eient  heavinefs  !  But  what  —  how  ?  Nr.y,  my  dear, 

haftly  at  me  ? 


lord,  Why  do  you  look  fo  pale,  fo  gha 
VoUoo,  Wottoo  !  fright  thy  own  trembling,   fhiver- 
jj^  wife-  - 

V;..-.   Nay.  'good  Madam,  be  comforted. 

•         .Thou  Huh  not  have  me—    \Pufies  Tat. 

* 
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Nay,,  good .Midam,   'tis  1,  'cis  I,  your  ' 
Jhip's  o\ya  woman.     ,'Tis  I,  Madam,  th:tt  drefb  you, 
r.iik  to  you,   and  tell  you  all  that's  done  in  the  houfe 
c\  ery  day  ;    'ti;  I  — 

-  Wid..  Is  it  then  pofiible  r  Is  it  then  poflible  th^t  I 
am  left  r  Speak  to  me  not,  hold  me  not ;  I'll  break 
the  lifteniug. walls  with  my  complaints.  [Looks  fur- 
frij  e  d  at  feeing  the  company,  then  Jewcly  at  Tatlleaid.j 
Ah  Tattleaid  ! 

i  La.  Nay,  Madam,  be  not  angry  at  her;  we 
uould  come  in  fpite  oi  her  ;  we  are  you*  friends,  and 
are  as  concerned  as  you  are. 

„  Wid.  Ah,  Madam,  Madam,  Madam,  Madam,  I 
am  an  undone  woman  !  Oh,  me  !  ala$,  alas  !  Oh,  Oh  ! 
\Alljtin  in  her  notes.]  I  fwoon  !  I  expire  !  [Faints. 
.  2  La.  Pray,  Mrs.  Tattleaid,  bring  fomething  that 
is  cordial  to  her.  [Exit  Tattleaid. 

•}  La.  Indeed,  Madam,  you  mould  have  patience; 
his  Jordmip  was  old.  To  die  is  but  going  before  in 
a  journey  we  muft  all  take. 

"Enter  Tattleaid,  loaded  ivitb  tattles  ;    ^d  Lady  takes  a 
bottle  from  her  and  drinks. 

4  La.  Lord,  how  my  Lady  Fleer  drinks  !  I  have 
heard,  indeed,  but  never  could  believe  it  of  her. 

[Drinks  alfi. 

1  La.  But,  Madam,  don't  you  hear  what  the  town 
fays  of  the  jilt,  Flirt,  the  men  liked  fo  much  in  the 
Park  ? Hark  ye was  feen  with  him  in  a  hack- 
ney coach '  and  filk  (lockings' key-hole — 1£- 

his  wig — on  the  chair \Wbifptn  ly  interruption. 

2  La.  Impudent  flirt,  to  be  found  out ! 


3  La.  But  I  fpeak  it  only  to  you. 

:.  \Whifp, 
5  La.  I  can't  believe  it ;  nay,  I  always  thought  it, 


4Z,«.NorI,buttoone  more.  \Whifpers  next  nvoma*. 


M  ad  am .  [  Wbifpers  the  Widow. 

Wid.  Sure  'tis  impoflible !   the  demure,  prim  thine: 

—Sure  all  the  world  is  hypocrify Well,   I  thank 

niy  ftars,  whatfoever  fufferings  I  have,  I  have  none^ui 
reputation.  I  wonder  at  the  men  ;  I  could  never 
think  her  handfome.  She  has  really  a  good  fhape 
;md  complexion,  but  no  mien  ;  and  no  woman  hai 
the  ufe  of  her  beauty  without  mien.  Her  chaYms 
are  dumb,  they  want  utterance.  But  whither  does 
diftra&ion  lead  me  to  talk  of  charms  ?  i  La. 
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1  La.  Charms  !  a  chit's,  a  girl's  charms  ! Come, 

let  us  widows  be  true  to  ourfelves,  keep  our  counte- 
nances and  our  characters,  and  a  fig  for  the  maids,  I 
mean  the  unmarried. 

2  La.   Ay,  fince  they  will  fet  up  for  our  knowledge, 
why  Ihould  not  we  for  their  ignorance  ? 

3  La.   But,  Madam,  o'  Sunday  morning  at  church, 
I  curtfied   to  you,   and  looked   at   a  great  fufs  in  a 
glaring  light  drefs,   next  pew.     That   ilrong,   maf- 
culine  thing  is   a  knight's  vvife^  pretends  to  all  the 
iendcrnefs  in  the  world,  and  would  fain  put  the  un- 
weildy  upon  us,  for  the  foft,  the  languid.     She  has  of 
a  fudden  left  her  dairy,  and  fets  up   for  a  fine  town 
lady  ;  calls  her  maid  Cifly,  her  woman,  fpeaks  to  her 
by    her   furname  of  Mrs.  Cherryfift,  and    her   great 
foot  boy  of  nineteen,   big  enough    for    a  trooper,  is 
Stripped  into  a  laced  coat,  now  Mr.  Pftge,  foi-Jooth. 

4  La.   Oh,   1  have  feen  her — Well,  I  heartily  pity 
fome  people  for  their  wealth  ;   they  might  have  been 

unknown  elfe You  would  die,  Madam,  to  fee  her 

and  her  equipage  :  I  thought  the  honeft  fat  tits,  her 
horfes,  were  afhamed  of  their  finery ;  they  dragged 
en,  as  if  they  were  all  at  plough,  and  a  great  bam- 
ful-look'd  booby  behind,  grafp'd  the  coach,  as  if  he 
had  held  one. 

5  La.  Alas  !  fome  people  think  there  is  nothing 
but  being-  fine  to  be  genteel  :  but  the  high  prance  of 
the  horfes,  and  the  brifk  infolence  of  the  fervants  in 
an  equipage  of  quality,  are  inimitable  :   '  but  to  our 
'-own  bealts  and  fervants.' 

I  La.  Now  you  talk  of  an  equipage,  I  envy  this 
lady  the  beauty  me  will  appear  in  in  a  mourning 
coach,  it  will  fo  become  her  complexion  ;  I  confefs  I 
myfelf  mourned  for  two  years  for  no  other  reafba. 
Take  up  that  hood  there.  Oh,  that  fair  face  with  a 
veil  1  [They  take  up  her  hood. 

IVid.  Fie,  fie,  ladies? But  1  have  been  told, 

indeed,  black  does  become 

i  La.  Well,  I'll  take  the  liberty  to  fpeak  it,  there 
is  young  Nu-tbrain  has  long  had  (I'll  be  fworn)  a  paf- 
fion  for  this  lady  :  but  I'll  tell  you  one  thing  I  fear 
flie'll  diflike,  that  is,  he  is  younger  than  ihe  is; 

3   Z,*k. 
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5  La.  No,  that's  no  exception  ;  but  I'll  tell  you 
ene,  he  is  younger  than  his  brother. 

ffit1.  Ladies,  talk  not  of  fuch  affairs.  Who  could 
love  fuch  an  unhappy  relicl  as  1  am  ?  But,  dear  Ma- 
dam, what  grounds  have  you  for  that  idle  ilory  ? 

4  La.  Why,  he  toalls  you,  and  trembles  where  you 
are  fpoke  of.  It  muft  be  a  match. 

ll'id.   Nny,  nay,  you  rally,  you  rally  ;   but  I  know 
you  mean  it  kindly. 
I  La.  I  fwear  we  do. 

[Tattleaid  nubi/pers  the  Widow. 
Wid.  But  I  mult  befeech  you,  ladies,  fince  you 
Lave  been  fo  compaflionate  as  to  vifit  and  accompany 
my  forrow,  to  give  me  the  only  comfort  1  can  now 
know,  to  fee  my  friends  chearful,  and  to  honour  an 
entertainment  Tattleaid  has  prepared  within  for  you. 
If  I  can  find  itrength  enough,  I'll  attend  you  ;  but  I 
wim  you  would  excufe  me,  for  I  have  no  relifh  of 
food  or  joy,  but  will  try  to  get  a  bit  down  in  my  own 
chamber. 

I  La.  There  is  no  pleafure  without  you. 
Wid.  But,  Madam,   I  muft  beg  of  your  ladymip 
not  to  be  fo  importune  to  my  frefh  calamity,  as  te 
mention  Nutbrain  any  more.     I  am  fare  there  is  no- 
thing in  it.     In  love  with  me,  quoth-a  \      [It  led  off. 
[Exeunt  Ladles,  tsc. 
Enter  Mademoifelle,  and  Campley  •m-vjtimn's  clothes , 

carrying  her  things. 

Mad.  I  am  very  glad  to  be  in  de  ladies  anticham- 
bcr;  1  was  mamed  of  you,  you  yon   fuch  impudent 
look  :   befides,  me  wonder  you  were  not  feized  by  the 
con  liable,  when  you  palhed  de  man  into  de  kennel. 
Camp.  Why,   mould  I  have  let  him  kitted  me  ?     • 
Mad.  No  ;    but  if  you  had  hit  him  wit  fan,  and  fay, 
why,  fure,  faucy-box,  it  been  enough ;   befide,  what 
you  bitted  de  gentleman  for  offer  kilfe  me  ? 

Camp,  I  beg  pardon,  I  did  not  know  you  were 
pleafed  with  it. 

Mad.  Pleafe  !  no  ;  but  me  rader  be  kiffe  den  you, 
Mr.  Terim's  friend  be  found  out.  Could  not  you 
fay,  when  he  kiffe  me,  fure,  fauce-box,  dat's  meat 
for  your  mailer.  Befides,  you  take  fuch  Itrides  when 

yott. 
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you  walk—  Oh,  fie  !  defe  little  pette  tiny  bits  a  wo- 
man flepV^^1  ^  [Shewing  herjlfp. 


Camp.  But,  pr'ythee,  Mademoifelle,  why  have  you 
loft  your  Englifh  tongue,  all  of  a  fudderi  ?  Methought, 
when  the  fellow  called  us  French  whores,  as  we  came 
along,  and  faid  we  came  to  ftarve  their  Own  people, 
you  gave  hrm  pretty  plain  Englifh  ;  he  was  a  dog,  a 
rafcal,  you'd  fend  to  the  flocks  -- 

Mad,  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  was  in  a  paffion,  arid  betray- 
ed myfelf  ;  but  you  are  my  lover's  friend,  and  a  man 
of  honour,  therefore  know  you  will  do  nothing  to 
injure  us.  Why,  Mr.  Campley,  you  mult  know  I 
can  fpeak  as  good  Englifh  as  you  ;  but  I  don't,  for 
fear  of  lofing  my  cuftomers  :  the  Engitlh  will  never 
give  a  price  for  any  thing'  they  underftand.  Nay,  1 
have  known  fome  of  your  fools  pretend  to  buy  with 
good-breeding,  and  gi\;e  any  rate,  rather  than  DOC 
be  thought  to  have  French  enough  to  know  what 
they  are  doing  ;  '  flrange  and  far-fetched  things  they 
'  only  like  ;  don't  you  fee  how  they  (wallow  gallons 
•  of  the  juice  of  tea,  while  their  own  dock-leaves  are 
'  trod  under  foot.'  Mum  —  my  Lady  Harriot.  [En- 
ter Lady  Harriot.]  Madame,  vocre  fervante,  fer- 

L.  Ha.     Well,  Mademoifelle,  did  you  deliver  my 


^  •  j; 

Mad.  Oui  -- 

L.  Ha.    Well,  and  how  ?  Is  that  it  in  your  hand  ? 

Mad.   Oui  -- 

L.  Ha.  Well,  then,  why  don't  you  give  it  me  ? 

Mad,  Oh,  fie,  lady  !  dat  be  fo  right  Englife  ;  de 
Englife  mind  only  de  words  of  de  lovers,  but  de  words 
of  de  lovers  are  often  lie,  but  de  aflion  no  lie. 

L.  Ha.  What  does  the  thing  mean  ?  Give  me  my 
letter. 

Mad.  Me  did  not  deliver  your  letter. 

L.H*.  No! 

Mad.  No,  me  tell  you  me  did  drop  it  to  fee  Mr. 
Campley,  how  cavalier  take  it  up.  As  dele  me  did 
drop  it,  fo  Monfieur  run  to  take  it  up. 

[They  both  run  to  take  it  up,  Mad.  takes  it  up. 

Dus  he  do  --  dere  de  letter  -  Very  well, 
very  well.  Oh,  1'amour!  You  aft  de  manner  Mr. 

Campley 
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Campley  —  take  it  up  better  than  I  ;  do  you  no  fecit  t 
[They  both  run,  Harriot  tetifa 
L.IIa.  [Reads.]  .;.) 

"   Madam, 

I  am  glad  you  have  mentioned  what 
did  not  at  that  time  think  of,  nor  if  I  had,  ihuuld  I 
have  known  how  to  have  fpoken  of.  But  blefs  Hie 
more  than  fortune  can,  by  turning  thole  fair  'eyes 
upon,  Madam  , 

•:fl    fl9 

Your  moft  faithful,  ;<  ~\o 

Moft  obedient  humble  fervant, 

THOMAS   CAMPLET." 

What  does  he  mean  ?  —  But  blefs  me  more,  by  turn- 
ing --  Oh,  'tis  he  himfelf!  [Looking  about,  objer-vet 
Camp,  /mile.]  Oh,  the  hoyden  !  the  romp  !—  I  did 
not  think  any  thing  could  add  to  your  native  confi- 
dence ;  but  you  look  fo  very  bold  in  that  drefs,  and. 
your  arms  fall  off,  and  your  petticoats,  how  they 
hang  - 

Camp.  Mademoifelle  voulez  vouz  de  falville  1'eau 
de  Hongrie,  chez  Monfieur  Marchant  de  MontpeHtr, 
—  Dis  for  your  teet.  [Stewing  his  trinkets]  '  J)Q 
1  cfU:nce,  a  little  book.  French  tor  teach  de  elder  bro- 
*"  ders  m.'ike  compliments.  Will  you,  I  lay,  ha\  , 
'  thing  that  I  have?  Will  you  have  all  I  have,  ?>la- 


'  ;     sfi 

'  '  L.  Ha.    Yes,  and  for  the  humour's  fake, 

'  verjKirt  with  this  box  while  I  live.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I' 

Camp.  But,  Lady  Harriot,  we  mu  ft  not  itand  laugh- 
ing ;  as  you  oblerve  in  your  letter,  delays  an-  d.. 
o'Us'in  this  wicked  woman's  cuilody  of  you  \  theu-lor^ 
1  nui  it,  Madam,    befeech  you,   and  pr.iy,    ilav  /lot^oa 

,  but  be  advifed. 

L.  Ha.   Mr.  Campley,  I  have   no  will  hut  your/.  * 

Camp.  Thou  dear  creature  !—  "But  [Higher  '<*a»'J.*\ 

ha:k'e,  then  you  muft  change  drciles  widi  JVIaufUibi- 

felle,  and  go  with  me   inftantly.  .   ,tfn£^ 

L.  Ha.   What  you  pleafe.  .    qoih 

Catnf.   Madatfie  d'Epingle&  I   muH  c!t>fire    yovf   to 

C&h  fly  wi'th  A  humour  of  gallantry  'of  6'iirs  ;    you  may 

be  f  ure  I'll  have  an  eve  over  the  ueaunent  you  luye 

upon 
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upon  my  account  — only  to  change  habits  with  Lady 

Harriot,  and  let  her  go  while  you  (lay. 

Mad,  Wit  all  my  heart.       {Offers  to  undrefs  berfelf. 

L.  Ha.  What,  before  Mr.  Campley  ? 

Mad.  Oh,  Oh,  very  Anglaife  !  Dat  is  fo  Englife  ; 
all  women  of  quality  in  France  are  drefs  and  undrefs 
by  a  valet  de  chumbre,  de  man  chamber-maid  help 
complexion  better  den  de  woman.  [slpart  to  Har. 

L.  Ha.  Nay,  that's  a  fecret  in  drejs,  Mademoi- 
felle,  I  never  knew  before  ;  and  am  fo  unpolilhed  an 
Englilh- woman,  as  to  reiblve  never  to  le.:rn  even  to 
drefs  before  my  hulband.  Oh,  indecency  !  Mr, 
Campley,  do  you  hear  what  Mademoifelle  fays  ? 

Mad.  Oh,  hilt ! Bagatelle. 

L.  Ha*  Well,  we'll  run  in,  and  be  ready  in  an  in- 
ftant.  [Exeunt  La.  Harriot  and  Mademoifelle. 

Camp.  Well,  1  like  her  every  minute  better  and 
better.  What  a  delicate  chalHty  fhe  has  !  '  There  is 
'  foinething  fo  grofs  in  the  carriage  of  fome  wives, 
'  (tho*  they  are  honeft  too)  that  they  lofe  their  huf- 
'  bands'  hearts  for  faults,  which,  if  they  have  either 
'  good-nature  or  good-breeding,  they  know  not  how 
*  to  tell  them  of.  But,'  how  happy  am  1  in  fuch  a 
friend  as  Hardy,  fuch  a  millrefs  as  Harriot  ! 

Continue,  Heav'n,  a  grateful  heart  to  blefs 

With  faith  in  friendfhip,  and  in  love  fuccefs. 

[Exit. 


ACT        IV. 

Enter  Widow  and  Trufly. 

_ 
Widow . 

T\  /I  R.  Trufty,  you  have,  I  do  affurc  you,  the  fame 
j  y  J[  place  and  power  in  the  management  of  my  Lord 
Erumpton's  eltate,  as  in  his  life-time.  I  am  reduced 
to  a  neceflity  of  trufting  him.  [AfedeJ\  However  Tat- 
tleaid  diflenvbles  the  matter,  Ihe  mult  be  privy  to  lady 
Harriot's  efcape,  and  Fardingale  is  as  deep  as  them 
both,  and  I  fear  will  be  their  ruin,  which  it  is  my 
5  care 
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care  and  duty  to  prevent.  Be  vigilant,  and  you  (hall 
be  rewarded.  I  fhail  employ  you  wholly  in  lady 
Charlotte's  affairs,  me  is  able  to  pay  fervices  done  for 
both.  You  have  fenfe,  and  underlland  me. 

[Exit  Widow. 

Truf.  Yes,  I  do  indeed  underlland  you,  and  could 
•vvifli  another  could  with  as  much  delegation  as  1  iio  ; 
but  my  poor  old  lord  is  fo  itrangely,  ib  bewitchedly 
enamoured  of  her,  that  even  after  this  difcovery  of 
her  wickednef  ,  I  l.ee  he  could  be  reconciled  to  her; 
r.nd  though  hj  is  afhamtd  to  confefs  to  me,  I  know 
he  longs  to  fpeak  with  her.  Jf  I  tell  loru  Ilaj-dy  all, 
to  make  his  fortune,  he  would  not  lee  his  father  be 
difhonoured  by  a  public  way  of  feparation.  If  things 
are  afted  privately,  I  know  me  will  throw  us, all; 
there  is  no  middle  way  ;  I  mull  expofe  her,  to  make 
a  re-union  impra&icable.  Alas,  how  is  honeit  truth 
baniihed  the  world,  when  we  muft  watch  the  feafons 
and  foft  avenues  to  men's  hearts,  to  gain  it  entrance, 
e\-en  for  their  own  good  and  intereil.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lord  Hardy,  Oampley,  and  Trim. 

Ld.  //.  I  forget  my  own  misfortunes,  dear  Cam- 
pley,  when  I  reflect  on  your  fuccefs. 

Camp.  I  afore  you  it  moderates  the  fwell  of  joy 
that  I  am  in,  to  think  of  your  difficulties.  I  hope  my 
felicity  is  previous  to  yours  :  my  lady  Harriot  gives 
her  iervice  to  you,  and  we  both  think  it  but  decent 
tofufpendour  marriage,  till  your  and  lady  Charlotte's 
affairs  are  in  the  fame  pofture. 

Ld.  H.  Where  is  my  lady  ? 

Camp.  She  is  at  my  aunt's,  my  lord.  But,  my 
lord,  if  you  don't  interpofe,  I  don't  know  how  I  mall 
adjuft  matters  with  Mr.  Trim,  far  leaving  his  miitrefs 
behind  me  ;  I  fear  he'll  demand  fatisfadhon  of  me. 

Trim.  No,  Sir  ;  alas,  I  can  know  no  fntisf.clion 
while  me  is  in  jeopardy  !  therefore  would  rather  be 
put  in  a  way  to  recover  her  by  itorming  the  cattle,  or 
other  feat  of  arms,  like  a  true  enamoured  fwain  aslam. 

'  Camp.  Since  we  are  all  three  then  expecting  lo- 
'  vers,  my  lord,  pr'ythee  let  us  have  that  fpng  of 
*  your's  which  fuits  our  common  purpofe. 

•  Ld.  H. 
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*  U.  H.  Call  in  the  boy. 

'  Enter  a  Boy,  ivbojings  the  followin 
Ye  minutes,  bring  the  happy  hour, 
And  Chloe  blufhing  to  the  bower; 
Then  mall  all  idle  flames  be  o'er, 
Nor  eyes  or  heart  e'er  wander  more  ; 
Both,  Chloe,  fix'd  for  e'er  on  thee  ; 
For  thou  art  all  thy  fex  to  me. 

A  guilty  is  a  falfe  embrace  ; 
Corimna's  love's  a  fairy-chace  ; 
Be  gone,  thou  meteor,  fleeting  fire, 
And  all  that  can't  furvive  defire. 
Chloe  my  reafon  moves  and  awe  ; 
And  Cupid  fhot  me  when  he  faw. 

*  Trim.  Look  you,  gentlemen,  fmce,  as  you  are 
pleafed  to  fay,  we  are  all  lovers,  and  confequently 
poets,  pray  do  me  the  honour  to  hear  a  little  air  of 
mine.     You  muft  know,  then,  I  once  had  the  mil- 
fortune  to  fall  in  love  below  myfelf;    but  things 
went  hard  with  us  at  that  time,  ib  that  my  paffion, 
or,  as  I  may  poetically  fpeak,  my  fire,  was  in  the 
kitchen  :  it  was  towards  a  cook-maid  ;   but  before  I 
ever  faw  Mrs.  Deborah. 

'  Ld.  H.  Come  on  then,  Trim,  let  us  have  it. 
'  Trim.  I  muft  run  into  next  room  for  a  lute.  [Exit. 

*  Camp,  This  mult  be  diverting.     Can  the  rogue 
<  play  r 

'  Re-enter  Trim,  with  a  pair  of  tongs. 
'  Trim,  Dear 'Cynderaxa  herfelf  very  well  under- 

•  flood  this  inftrument,  I  therefore  always  fung  this 

•  fong  to  it,  as  thus  : 

'  Cynderaxa,  kind  and  good, 

'  Has  all  my  heart  and  llomach  too  ; 

«  She  makes  me  love,  not  hate  my  food, 
«  As  other  peevifh  wenches  do. 

'  When  Venus  leaves  her  Vulcan's  cell, 
«  Which  all  but  I  a  coal-hole  call, 

'  Fly,  fly,  ye  that  above  ftairs  dwell, 
*  Her  face  is  waih'd,  ye  vanifli  all. 

'  And 
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*  And  as  (he's  fair,  fhe  can  impart 

'  That  beauty  to  make  all  things  fine  ; 

'  Brightens  the  floor  with  wond'rous  art, 
'  And  at  her  toach  the  diib.es  fliinc. 

'  Ld.  H.  1  proteft,  Will,  thou  art  a  poet  indeed. 
*  And  at  her  touch  the  dimes  mine — — And  you  touch 
'  your  lute  as  finely.' 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  There  is  one  Mr.  Truity  below,  would  fpeak 
with  my  lord. 

Ld.  //.  Mr.  Trufty,  my  father's  ileward  !  What 
can  he  have  to  fay  to  me  ? 

Camp.  He  is  very  honeft,  to  my  knowledge. 

Ld.  H.  I  remember,  indeed,  when  I  was  turned  out 
of  the  houfe,  he  followed  me  to  the  gate,  and  wept 
over  me,  for  which  I  have  heard  he  had  like  to  have 
loll  liii  place.  But,  however,  I'muft  advife  with  you 
a  little,  about  my  behaviortr  to  him.  Let  us  in. 
Boy,  bring  him  up  hither  ;  tell  him  I'll  wait  on  him 
prefently.  [Exit  Boy.]  I  (hall  want  you,  I  believe,  here 
Trim.  [Exeunt. 

Re-enttr  Boy  and  Trufty. 

Boy.  My  lord  will  wait  on  you  here  immediately. 

[Exit  Boy. 

Truf.  'Tis  very  well.  Thefe  lodgings  are  but 
homely  for  the  earl  of  Brucipton.  Oh,  that  damned 
ilrumpet  !  that  J  fhould  ever  know  my  mailer's  wife 
for  fuch.  How  many  thoufand  things  does  my  head 
run  back  to  .'  After  my  poor  father's  death,  the  good 
lord  took  me,  becaufe  he  was  a  captain  in  his  regi- 
ment, and  gave  me  education.  J  was,  I  think,  three- 
and-t\venty  when  this  young  lord  was  chriftened  — 
What  ado  there  was  about  calling  him  Francis  ! 
[Wife;  his  ej'es.]  Thefe  are  but  poor  lodgings  for  hiai. 
I  cannot  bear  the  joy,  to  think  that  I  (hall  favc  the  fa- 
ir, ily  from  which  I  have  had  my  bread. 

Enter  Trim. 
Trim.  Sir,  my  lord  will  wait  on  you  immediately. 

Ti-itf.  Sir,  'tis  my  duty  to  v/ait  on  him [As  Trim 

So:nt-}  Biu,  fir,  are  not  you  the  young  man  that 
C  attend- d 
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attended  him  at  Chriit-church  in  Oxford,  and  have 

followed  him  ever  iince  ? 

Trim.  Yes,  fir,  I  am. 

Truf.  Nayf  fir,  no  harm  ;  but  you'll  thrive  the  bet- 
ter for.it.  ,, 

Trim*  I  like  this  old  fellow  ;  I  fmell  more  money. 

\Mde.  Exit. 

Tritf.  I  think  it  is  now  eight  years  fince  I  faw  him; 
he  was  not  then  nineteen,  when  I  followed  him  to  the 
$te,  and  gave  him  fifty  guineas,  which  I  pretended 
is  father  lent  after  him. 

^  Eater  Lord  Hardy. 

Ld.  ff.  Mr.  Truity,  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  ; 
you  look  very  hale  and  jolly  ;  you  wear  well  ;  I  am 
glad  to  fee  it — But  your  commands  to  me,  Mr. 
Trufty  ? 

Truf.  Why,  my  lord,  I  prefuroe  to  wait  upon  your 

lordfliip My  lord,   you  are  ftrangely  grown  ;  you 

are  your  father's  very  picture  ;  you  are  he,  my  lord  ; 
you  are  the  very  man  that  looked  fo  pleafcd  to  fee  me 
look  fo  fine  in  my  laced  livery,  to  go  to  court.  I  was 
his  page,  when  he  was  juit  fuch  another  as  you..  He 
kifled  me  afore  a  great  many  lords,  and  faid  I  was  a 
brave  man's  fon,  that  had  taught  him  to  exercife  his 
arms.  J  remember  he  carried  me  to  the  great  win- 
dow, and  bid  me  be  fure  to  keep  in  your  mother's 
fight  in  all  my  finery.  She  was  the  fineit  young  crea- 
ture ;'  the  maids  of  honour  hated  to  fee  her  at  court.' 
My  lord  then  courted  ;ay  good  lady.  She  was  as  kind 
to  me  on  her  death- bed  ;  ihe  faid  to  me,  Mr.  Truity, 
take  care  of  my  lord's  fecond  marriage,  for  that  child's 
fake  :  file  pointed  as  well  as  the  couid  to  you  ;  you 
fell  a-crying,  ard  faid,  ihe  llicuid  not  i'ie  ;  but  ihe 
did,  my  lord ;  (he  left  the  world,  and  no  one  like  her 
in  it.  Forgive  nie,  my  honoured  mailer,  [Ifetfs, 
runs  to  iiij  Itrd,  and  '.Mtgi  bini.~\  I've  often  carried  you 
in  thele  .irr.is  that  graip  you,  they  were  llronger  then; 
but  if  I  die  to-morrow  you're  worth  five  thoul'aud 
pounds  by  my  gift  ,  'tis  what  I've  got  in  the  family, 

and  i  return  it  to  you  with  thanks but  alas,  do  I 

live  to  fee  yoa  want  it  ? 

LJ.  IJ.  You  confound  me  wish  all  this  tendcrnefs 
aid  generofity. 
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'   ffruj.  I'll  trouble  you  n6  longer,  my  lord— but 

Ld.  II.   Call  it  not  a  trouble;  for 

Tntf.  My  .good  lord,  I  will  not,  I  fay,  indulge 
mvfdf  in  talking  fond  tales  that  melt  me,  and  inter- 
rupt my  rlory  :  my  bufmefs  to  your  lordlhip,  in  one 
void,  ii  this  j  I  am  in  good  confidence  atprefent  with 
my  Ir.dv  Dowager,  and  I  know  fhe  has  fome  fenrs 
upon  her,  which  depend  upon  'the  natufe  of  the  fet- 

rLjment  to  your  disfavour ;   and  under  the  rofe 

he  yourfelf 1  fear  your  father  haS  not  had  fair  play 

for  his  life  — be  compoied,  jny  lord.  What  is  to  be 
done  in  this  ?  We'll  not  apply  to  public  juitice  in  this 
cafe,  till  we  fee  farther  ;  'twill  make  it  noify,  \, 
we  muft  not  do,  if  I  might  advife.  You  fhall,  v.ith 
a  detachment  of  your  company,  feize  the  corpfe  as  it 
QOCS  out  of  the  houfe  this  evening  to  be  interred  in  the 
country,  'twill  only  look  like  taking  the  admitliltra- 
tion  upon  yourfeif,  and  commencing  a  fuit  for  the 
eftate ;  me  has  put  off  the  ly-iv*  in  ftate,  and  lady 
Harriot's  efcape  with  Mr.  Campiey  makes  her  i- 
\vill  prove  a  powerful  friend,  both  to  the  young  la- 
«.!;?>  and  your  lordlhip.  •'  She  cannot  with  decency 
•  be  fo  bufy,  as  when  the  corpfe  is  out  of  the  houfe, 
'  therefore  iiaftens  it.'  I  know  your  whole  affair; 
leave  the  care  of  lady  Charlotte  to  me,  I'll  pre-ac- 
ouaint  her,  that  fhe  may'n't  be  frightned,  and  difpofe. 
of  her  fafely  to  obferve  the  iil'ue. 

LJ.  H.  I  wholly  underitand  you,  it  {hall  be  dor.e. 

Truf.  I'm  fare  I  am  wanted  this  moment  for  your 
intereit  at  home.  This  ring  mail  be  the  paflport  of 
intelligence,  for  whom  you  fend  to  afTault  us,  '  and. 
'  the  remittance  of  it  fealed  with  this,  lhall  be  au- 
'  thentic  from  within  the  houfe.' 

Id.  H.   'Tis  very  well. 

'/>«/  Hope  all  you  can  wifh,  my  lord,  from  a  cer- 
tain fccret  relating  to  the  eftate,  which  I'll  acquaint 
you  with  rexc  time  I  fee  you.  [£•*''".'. 

Ld.  H.  Your  (errant— —  1'hU  fellow's  ftraugely  ho- 
neft— Ha!  Will. 

Enter  '  Campiey  and'  Trim. 

Will,  don't  the  recruits  wait  for  me  to  fee  them  at 
rh*ir  parade  before  this  houfe? 

'-Trim.  Yes,  and  have  waited  thefc  three  hour?. 

c  a  id-  //: 
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r  Ld.  H.  Go  to  them,  I'll  be  there  myfelf  immedi- 
ately: we  muft  attack  with  them,  if  the  rogues  are 
ftardy,  this  very  evening. 

Trim.  I  guefs  where— I'm  overjoyed  at  it.  I'll 
warrant  you  they  do  it,  if  I  command  in  chief. 

Ld.  H.  I  defign  you  fhall.   [Trim  runs  out  jumping. 

<  Camp.  You  feem,  my  lord,  to  be  in  deep  medi- 
'  tation. 

'  Ld.  II.  I  am  fo,  but  not  on  any  thing  that  you 
'  may  not  be  acquainted  with.'  [Ex. 

Enter  Trim,  *with  a  Company  of  ragged  Fel/nvs,  'with 
a  Cane. 

\  Sol.  Why  then  I  find,  Mr.  Trim,  we  fhall  come 
to  blows  before  we  fee  the  French 

Trim.  Hark'ee,  friend,  'tis  not  your  affair  to  guefs 
or  enquire  what  you  are  going  to  do,  'tis  only  for  us 
commanders 

2  Scl.  The  French  !  pox,  they  are  but  a  company  of 
Scratching  civet-cats — They  fight  ? 

Trim.  Hark'ee,  don't  blufter— were  not  you  a  little 
miftaken  in  your  facings  at  Steenkirk  ? 

2  So/.  I  grant  it ;  you  know  I  have  an  antipathy 

to  the  French 1  hate  to  fee  the  dogs Look  you 

here,  gentlemen,  I  was  fhot  quite  through  the  body 

Look  you. 

— frhn.  Pry'thee,  look,  where  it  entered  at  your 
back. 

2  Sol.  Look  you,  Mr.  Trim,  you  will  have  your 
joke,  we  know  you  are  a  wit  —  But  what's  that  to  a 
lighting  man  ? 

Enter  Kate. 

Kate.  Mr.  Trim, Mr.  Trim 

Trim.  Things  are   not   as  they  have  been,    Mrs. 

Kate,  I  now  pay  the  company- and  we  that  pay 

money  exjpecl  a  little  more  ceremony 

Kate.  Will  your  honour  pleafe  to  tafte  fome  right 
French  brandy? 

Trim.  Art  thou  fure,  good  woman,  'tis  right  ? 
[Drinks.]  How— French — pray — nay,  if  I  find  you 
deceive  me,  who  pay  the  men \_Drinks. 

Kate.  Pray,  good  mafler,  have  you  fpoke  to  my 
lord  about  me? 

Trim.  I  have,  but  you  fhall  fpeak  to  him  yourfelf 

——thou 
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been  a  true  campaigner,  Kate,  and  we 

mull  not  negleft  thee Do  you  fell  grey  peafe  yet 

of  an  evening Mrs.  Matchlcvk {Drinks  again.  ' 

Kate.  Any  thing  to  turn  the  penny;  but  I  got  more 
by  crying  pamphlets  this  year,  than  by  any  thing  I 

have  done  a  great  while Now  I  am  married  into 

the  company  again,  I  defign  to  crofs  the  feas  next 
year.  But,  mailer,  my  hufband,  a  Temple  porter, 
and  a  parliament-man's  footman,  lall  night  by  their 
talk  made  me  think  there  was  danger  of  a  peace  ; 
why,  they  faid  all  the  prime  people  were  againll  a 
war. 

Trim.  No,  no,  Kate,  never  fear,  you  know  I  keep 
great  company  ;  all  men  are  for  war,  but  fome  would 
have  it  abroad,  and  fome  would  have  it  at  home  in 
their  own  country. 

Kate.  Ay,  fay  you  fo  ?  drink  about,  gentlemen, 
not  a  farthing  to  pay  ;  a  war  is  a  war,  be  it  where -it 
will ;  '  .I  but  pray,  Mr.  Trim,  fpsak  to  my  lord, 
that  when  thefe  gentlemen  have  Ihirts  I  may  wafb  for 
them. 

Trim.  I  tell  you,  if  you  behave  well  to-n;ght,  you 
mall  have  a  fortnight's  pay  each  man  as  a  reward  ; 
but  there's  none  of  you  induftrious :  there's  a  thoafand 

things  you  might  do  to  help  out  about  this  town 

as  to  cry puff puff  pies.   Have  you  any  knives 

or  fciflars  to  grind or  late  in  an  evening,  whip 

from  Grubllreet  ftrange  and  bloody  news  from  Flan- 
ders   votes  from  the  Houfe  of  Commons buns, 

rare  buns old  filver  lace,  cloaks,  fuits,  or  coats 

- —  old  fhoes,  boots  or  hats.     But  here,  here,-  here's 

my  lord  a  coming here's  the  captain  ;  fall  back 

into  the  rank There  move  up  in  the  center. 

Enter  Lord  Hardy  and  Campley. 

Ld.  H.  Let  me  fee  whether  my  ragged  friends  are 
ready  and  about  me. 

Kate.  Enfign,  Campley,  enfign  Campley,  I  am 
overjoyed  to  fee  your  honour ;  ha  !  the  world's  furely 
altered,  ha  ! 

Camp.  It  is  fo,  'faith,  Kate  ;  why,  art  thcu  true  to 
the  caufe,  with  the  company  Hill,  honeft  Amazon  ! 

Kate.  Dear  foul,  not  a  bit  of  pride  in  him  ;  but 
C  3  won't 
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wrth't  your  honour  help  me  in  my  bufinefs  with  my 

lord  ?  Speak  for  me,  noble  enfign',  do. 

Canf.   Speak  to  hira  yourfdr',  I'll  fecond  you. 

Kate.  Noble  captain,  my  lord,  I  fuppofe  Mr.  Trim 
has  told  your  honour  about  my  pecition  :  I  have  been 
a  great  fufiercr  in  the  lervke  ;  'tis  hard  for  a  poor 
Wo  .nan  to  lofe  niae  hulbands  in  a  war,  and  no  notice 
taken  ;  nay,  three  of  them,  ah;-,  in  the  fame  cam- 
paign ;  here  rhe  woman  Hands  that  lavs  Jt,  I  never 
Gripped  a  man  'till  1  fir  it  tritd  if  he  could  £and  on 
his  legs,  and  if  not,  I  think  'twas  fair  plunder,  <•:•:- 
cept  our  adjutant,  and  he  was  a  p.'.ippv  tb;.t  made  rny 
eighth  hulfaand  run  the  gauntlet  lor  not  turning  his 
Ices  out. 

Lei.  H.  Well,  we'll  fonfidrr  thee,  Kate  ;  but  fall 
Kt-:k  into  the  rear.  A  roll  of  what  f  gentlemen  fol- 


'Trim,  to  Bumpkin.}  Do  you  hear  that,  my  lord 
himfelf  can't  deny  but  we  are  all  gentlemen  as  much 
as  his  honour  --- 

Ld.  H.  reacting^  Gentlemen  foldiers  quartered  in 
and  about  Guy-Court  in  Vinegar  Yard,  in  Ru(fel- 
Court  in  Drury-Lane  ;  belonging  co  the  honoarabie 
captain  Hardy's  company  of  foot  -  So,  anfw«r  to 
your  names,  and  inarch  off  from  the  left  --  Corporal 
'Swagger,  march  eafy  tha-t  I  may  view  fO«  as  you  p»fe 
by  me  ;  drums,  Simon  Ruffle,  Darby  Tatoo  --  •• 
there's  a  Shilling  for  you  --  Tatoa>  be  always  fo 
light  :  ho\v  docs  he  keep  him&lf  fo  clean  ? 

7  rim.  Sir,  he  is  a  tragedy-drum  to  one  of  the  play- 
houfes. 

Lti.  H.  Private  gentlemen  -  Alexander  Cowitch, 
Humphrey  Mundungus,  William  Faggot,  Nicholas 
Scab,  Timothy  Megrim,  Philip  Scratch,  Neheraiah 
Dull,  Humphrey  Garbage,  Nathaniel  Matchlock. 

Camf.  What,  is  Matchlock  come  back  to  the  com- 
rany  r-  that's  the  fellow  that  brought  me  off  at  Steen- 

/.</.  H.  No,  Sir,  'tis  I  am  obliged  to  him  for  that  : 
[Offering  to  give  him  money\  there,  friend  j  you  lh»H 
Want  for  nothing,  I'll  give  thre  a  halbert  too. 

Kate.  O  biave  n\3  \  ik-dl  1  be  a  fcrjeant's  l.idv— 
innY'  .  i'faith 
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i-' faith  -I'll  make  the  drums,  and  the  corporals  wives, 
and  company- keepers  know  their  diltance. 

Gawp.  How  far  out  of  the  country  did  you  com?  to 
Jilt  ?  Don't  you  come  from  Cornwall  ?  How  did  you 
bear  your  charges  ? 

Match.   I  was  whipt  from  confiabie  to  conftab!e — 

Trim.  Ay,  my  lord,  that's  due  by  the  courtety  of 
England  to  all  that  want  in  red  coats ;  befuu^,  there's 
an  aft  that  makes  us  free  of  all  corporations,  and 
that's  the  ceremony  of  it. 

G**np.  But  what  pretence  had  they  for  ufing  you 
fo  ill,  you  did  not  pilfer  ? 

Match.  I  was  found  guilty  of  being  poor. 

Carnf.  Poor  devil  ! 

Ld.  H.    Timothy  Ragg— Oh,   Ragg  I    I   thought 
when  I  gave  you  your  difcharge  juft  before  the  j 
we  mould  never  have  had  you  again  ;  how  came  yea 
to  lift  now  ? 
•Ragg.  To  pull  down  the  French  king. 

Ld.  H.  Bravely  rcfolvei! '   but  pull  your  fliir£ 

'  into  your  breeches,'  in  the  mean  time — JeorFrey 
Tatter — what's  become  of  the  fkirts  and  buttons  or 
your  coat  ? 

Tatter.  In   our  lad  cloathiug,  in   the   regiment    I 
ferved  in  before,  the  colonel  had  on.e  flcirt  before,  the 
agent  one  behind,  and  every  captain  of  t 
a  button 

Ld.  H.  Hufh,  you  rogue,  you  tal'<  mir.iny.  [&«///#£•. 

Trim.  Ay,  firrah,  what  have  vou  to  do  \vi:h  more 
knowledge  than  that  of  your  right  hand  from  your 
left  ?  [Hi is  him  a  bbia  on  tbc  I.eiut. 

Ld.  II.   Hugh  Clump Clump,  tiiou  gro.vel;   a 

little  too  heavy  for  marching. 

Trim.  Ay,  my  lord,  but  if  we  don't  allow  h;ra  the 
pay,  he'll  Jtarve,  for  he's  too  larae  to  get  into  Jthe  hof- 
pital. 

Ld.  H.  Richard  Bumpkin  :  Ha  !  a  perfect  coun- 
try hick  —  how  came  you,  friend,  to  be  a  foldier  ? 

Bump*  An't  pleafe  your  honour,  I  have  been  crofled 
in  love,  and  am  willing  to  feelc  my  fortune. 

Ld.  H.   Well,  I've  fecn  eno«gh  of  them:  ,if  you 

mind  your  affair,  and  fiCt  like  a  wife. general,  .thefe 

fellows   may  do — —come,  take  your  orders.  [Trim 

C  4  /«" 
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puts  bis  bat  on  bisjlick,  'while  my  lord  is  giving  him  tbi 
ring,  and  nv  hi/per s  orders.]  Well,  gentlemen,  do  your 
T>aunefs  manfully,ahd  nothinglhail  be  too^ood  for  you, 

All.  Blefs  your  honour.  \jExe.  Lord  H.  aWCaropley. 

TV://:.  No\v,  my  brave  friends  and  fellow- foldiers 

\_af>fc>~\  I  mud  fellow-foldier  them  juft  before 

battle,  like  a  true  officer,  though  I  cane  them  all  the 
yc-iir  round  bdide — \Strutting  about.]  Major- General 
"Trim,  no,  pox,  Trim  founds  fo  very  mort  and 

priggiCi that  my  name  ihould  be  a  monofyllable  ! 

But  the  foreign  news  will  write  me,  I  fuppofe,  Mon- 
fieur  or  Chevalier  Trimont.  Seigneur  Trimoni,  or 
count  Trimuntz,  in  the  German  army,  I  fliall  perhaps 
be  calkd  j  ay,  that's  all  the  plague  and  comfort  of  us 

great  men,  they  do  fo  tofs  our  names  about But, 

gentlemen,  you  are  now  under  my  command - 

Huzza  !  thrice faith,  this  is  very  pleafing,  this 

ert-ndeur !  why,  after  all,  it  is  upon  the  neck  ef  fuch 
fccundrels  as  thefe  gentlemen,  that  we  great  captains 

Luild  our  renown A  million  or  two  of  thefe  fei- 

lovvs  make  an  Alexander,  and  as  that  my  predeceflbr 
jtiia.  in  th.c  tragedy  cf  him  on  the  very  fame  occafion., 
l.oiiig  to  ilcrin  for  his  Scatira,  i'a  do  1  for  my  duur 
ieaipllrefs,  madam  d'Epingle. 

When  I  rulh  on,  fure  none  will  dare  to  ftay  j 

'Tis  beauty  calls,  and  glory  leads  the  way. 

^Extunt' 

.  A  C  T    V.    Enter  Trufty  and  Lord  Brumpton. 
Tut.  Q  H  E  knows  no  moderation  in  her  good  for- 
i  ?  tune  ;  '  me  has,   out  of  impatience  to   fee 

•  h^rfilfin  her  weeds,  ordered  her  mantua-woman  to 

«  flicch  up  any  thing  immediately* You  may  hear 

her  and'Tattleaid  laugh  aloud me  is  fo  wantonly 

Id.  B.  But  this  of  Lady  Charlotte  is  the  very  utraoft 
cf  all  ill '  Pray  read— but  I_muft  lit— my  late 

•  fit  of  the  gout  makes  me  aft  'with  pain  and  con- 

•  ftcaint let  me  fee ' 

"  Truf.  She  writ  it  by  the  page,  who  brought  it  me, 
as  I  had  wheedled  him  to  do  all  their  paflagcs. 

*!»V«I 

C  ^ 
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U<  B.    [reads.] 

"  You  muft  watch  the  occafion  of  the  fervanta 
being  gone  out  of  the  houfe  with  the  corpfe  ;  Tattle- 
aid  lhall  conduct  you  to  my  Lady  Charlotte's  apart- 
ment— away  with  her — and  be  Cure  you  bed  her 

Your  affectionate  fitter,  Mary  Brumpton." 

Brumpton  !  The  creature — She  called  as  Frank's 
mother  was  ?  Brumpton  !  the  fuccuba  !  What  a  devil 
incarnate  have  I  had  in  my  bofom  r  Why,  the  com- 
mon abandoned  town-wsmen  would  fcruple  fuch  aa 
a£Uon  as  this '  Tho'  they  have  loft  all  regard  to 

*  their  own  chaftity,  they  would  be  tender  of  ano- 

*  ther's why  fure  (he  had  no  infancy She  ne- 

*  ver  had  virginity,  to  have  no  compaffion  through 

'  memory  of  her  own  former  innocence' This  is 

to  forget  her  very  humanity her  very  fex 

Where  is  my  poor  boy  ?  there's  Frank  ?  does  not  he 
want !  how  has  he  lived  all  this  time  ?— not  a  fervant, 

1  warrant,  to  attend  him what  company  can  he 

keep  ?  what  can  he  fay  of  his  father  ? 

Tr*/.  Though  you  made  him  not  your  heir,  he  is 

ftill  your  fon and  has  all  the  duty  and  tendernefs 

in  -the  world  for  your  memory  

Ld.  B.  It  is  impofiible,  Trufty,  it  is  impofiible-r-1— — 
I  will  not  rack  myfelf  with  the  thought.  That  one  I 
have  injured  £an  be  fo  very  good — Keep  me  in  coun- 
tenance— tell  me  he  hates  my  very  name wou'd 

not  affume  my  title,  becaufe  it  defcends  from  me—- 
What's his  company  ? 

Truf.  Young  Tom  Campley,  they  are  never  afunder. 

Ld.  B.  1  am  glad  he  has  my  pretty  tattler— — the 

thearful  innocent Harriot 1  hope  he'll  be 

good  to  her — he's  good-natured  and  well-bred 

Truf.  But,  my  lord,  fhe  was  very  punftual  in  or- 
dering the  funeral me  bid  Sable  be  fure  to  lay 

you  deep  enough  me  had  heard  fuch  ftories  of 

the  wicked  fextons  taking  up  people but  I  wifli, 

my  lord,  you  would  pleafe  to  hear  her  and  Tauleaid 
once  more 

Ld.  B.  I  know  to  what  thy  zeal  tends but  I  tell 

you,  fmce  you  cannot  be  convinc'd  but  that  I  have 

ilill  a  foftnefs  for  her T  fay  thoThad  fo,  it  mould 

never  make  me  tranfgrefs  that  fcrupulous  honour  that 
C  5  becomes 
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becomes  a  peer  of  England if  I  could   lorry. 

•J-: :.•-?  myfelf  thus  grofs — -I  never  will    thofe 
friends — You  knew  Charlotte's  worthy  father 

— no- there's  no  need  pf  my  feeing  more   of  this 

woman 1  behold  h;r  now   with   the  fair. c  eyes 

i  .1  ,oa  • — : — there's  a  meannefs  in  all  fhe  fays  or 
doe% L'.IZ  has  a  great  wit  but  a  little  mind  —  fame- 
thing  ever  wanting  to  make  her  appear  my  Lady 

Bru.npton me  has  nothing  natively  great.  You 

fee  I  love  her  not 1  talk  with  judgment  of  her — 

Truf,  I  feo  it,    my  good  Lord,  with  joy  I    fee  it — 

nor  care  how  few  things  I  fee  more  in  this  world 

my  fatisfaftion  is  compleat welcome  old  age 

welcome  decay — 'tis  not  decay,  but  growth"  to  a  later 
being.  [Exit,  hading  Ld.  13. 

Re-enter  T  nifty  meeting  Cabinet. 
Yrvf.  I  have  your  letter,  Mr.  Cabinet. 
Cab.  I  hope,  Sir,  you'll  believe  it  was   not  in  my 
nature  to  be  guilty  of  fo  much  bafenefs  ;  *  but  being 
'   born  a  gentleman,   and  bred  out  of  all  road  ofin- 

*  duitry  in  that  idle  manner  too  many  are,  I  foon  fpenc 

*  a  fmall  patrimony  ;  and  being  debauched  by  luxury, 
'    I  fell  into  th-i  narrow  mind  to  dread  no  infamy  Irke 

*  poverty— which  nmde  me  guilty,  as  that  paper  tells 
«   you' — and  had  I  not  writ  to  you,  I  am  furc  I  never 
coiild  have  told  you  of  it. 

*T'ruf.   It  is  an  ingenuous,  pious  penitence  iu  you  — 

"my  Lord  HarJy (to  whom  this  fecrt-t  is  incftima- 

ble)  is  a  noble-natured  man a^d  you  IhalL  find 

him  fuch 1  give  you  my  word 

dib.   I  know,   Sir,   your  ii;tcgrity : 

7'iuf.   Bur  pray  be  there — ail  that  you  have  to  do 
is  to  aik  for  the  g;ntlc-.voi:ian  at  uic  houfe  at  my  LcrJ. 

H  -r-dy's (he'll  take  c.ire  of  you A:id  pray  'have 

patience,  where  fhe  places  you,  'till  you  fee  me. — 
[Exit  Cab.]  My  Lord  Hardy's  being  a.t  an  houfe 
where  they  revive  lodgers,  has  allowed  me  conve- 
nience to  place  every  body  I  think  r.cccflory  to  be  by 

at  her  difcovcry Thus  prodigious   welcome    fe- 

cret !  I  fee,  however  impracticable  hondtaftions  may 
appear,  we  may  go  on  with  juft  hope. 

All 
Lo*'»Jun  Y>4' 
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All  that  is  ov.TS'y  is  to  be  juflly  ber.f> 
And  Heav'n  in  its  own  caufe  will  Wcfs  th'  event. 

[Exit. 
f  Enter  Trim  and  bif  Party. 

'  Trim,  March  up,  march  up — • Now  we  ar* 

near  the  citadel — and  halt  only  to  give  the  neceftary 
orders' for  the  engagement — Ha!-  Chimp,  Clump, 
When  we  come  to  Lord  BrumptonVdoor,  and  you 

fee  u>  conveniently  difpofed  about  the  houfe 

you  are  to  wait  till  you  fee  a  corpfe  brought  out  of 

the  houfe then  to  go  up  to  him  you  obferve  the 

director,  and  afk  importunately  for  an   alms  to  a 

poor   fcldier for  which    you   may  be    fure  you 

ihall  have  a  good  blow  or  two but  if  you  have 

not',  be  faucy  'till  you  have Then  when  you  fee 

a  fiLe  of  men  got  between  the  houfe  and  the  body 
—  A  file  of  mefl,  Bumpkin,  is  fix  men  — I  fav,  when 
you  fee  the  file  in  fuch  ?.  poilure,  that  half  the  file 

may  face  to  the  houfe,  half  to  the  body you  are 

to  fail  down,  crying  murder,  that  the  half  file  faced 
to  the  body  may  throw  it  and  themfelves  over 

you — —  I  then    march   to   your  refcue Then, 

Swagger,  you  and  your  party  fall  in  to  f«cure  my 

rear,  while  I  march  off  with   the  body Thefe 

are  the  orders and   this,  with  a  little  improve- 
ment of  my  own,  is  the   fame  difpofition  Villeroy 
and-Catinat  raade  at  Chiari,     {JMarcbes  of  with  bit 
'   f>any.^ 
Lm.-r  Widow  in  deep  meaniing,  n-;l;h  a  dead  fqairrel  on. 

her  arm,  and  Tattleaid. 

U'ld.  It  muit  be  fo— It  mult  be  your  carelefinefs  — 
What  had  the  page  to  do  in  my  bed-chamber  ? 

l\it.  Indeed,  Madam,  I  can't  tell— But  I  came  i a 

itch'd  him- wringing  round  his  neck • 

(Fid.  Tell  the  rafcal  from  me— he  fhall  romp  with, 

the  footmen  no  more No I'll  fend   the  rogue 

in  a  frock  to  learn  Latin  among,  the  dirty  boys  that 
come  to  good — I  will— But  it  is  ever  fo  among  thefe 
ticaturcs  that  live  on  one's  fuperfluous  affe&ions  ;  a 
i;uiy:s  woman,,  page,  and  fquirrel,  are  always  rivals. 

J'our  harmiefs  r.nimal pretty  ev'n  in  death. 

Death  might  have  over-look'd  thy  little  life— — 
How  could'it  ihcu,  Robin,  leave  thy  nuts  and  me  ? 
C  6  How 
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How  was't,  importunate  deareft,  thou  fliould'ft  die  ? 
Thou  never  didft  invade  thy  neighbour's  foils  : 
Never  mad'ft  war  with  fpecious  mews  of  peace  : 
Thou  never  haft  depopulated  regions, 
But  chearfully  didft  bear  thy  litle  chain, 
Content — So  I  but  fed  thee  with  this  hand.' 
Tat.  Alas !  alas !    we   are  all    mortal :    confider, 
Madam,  my  Lord's  dead  too. 

Wid.  Ay,  but  our  animal  friends  do  wholly  die  ; 
an  hufband  or  relation,  after  death,  is  rewarded  or 

tormented that's  fome  confolation I  know 

her  tears  are  falfe,  for  me  hated  Robin  always 
[ajjde.']     But  fhe's  a  well-bred  difhoneft  fervant,  that 

never  fpeaks  a  painful   truth But  I'll  refolve  to 

conquer  my  affliction Never  fpeak  more  of  Robin 

Hide  him  there But  to  my  drefs How 

foberly  magnificent  is  black — and  the  train — I  won- 
der how  widows  came  to  wear  fuch  long  tails  ! 

Tat.  Why,  Madam,  the  ftatelieft  of  all  creatures 
has  the  longeft  tail,  the  peacock,  nay't  has  of  all  crea- 
tures thefineft  mien  too— — except  your  ladyfhip,  who 

are  a  phoenix 

Wid.  Ho !  brave  Tattleaid But  did  not  you  ob- 

ferve  what  a  whining  my  Lady  Sly  made,  when  fhe 

had   drank  a  little  ?  Did    you  believe  her  ?  Do  you 

think  there  are  really  people  forry  for  their  hufbands  ? 

Tat.  Really,   madam,  fome   men    do   leave  their 

fortunes  in  fuch  diftracYion,  that  I  believe  it  may 

foe —  [Speaks  with  pins  in  her  mouth. 

Wid.  Bat  I  fwear  I  wo^iler  how  it  came  up  to  drefs 

us  thus 1  proteft,  when  all  my  equipage  is  ready, 

and  I  n;pve  in  full  pageantry,  I  (hall  fancy  myfelf  an 
atnbaffadrefs  from  the  commonwealth  of  women,  the 

diftrefled  ftate  of  Amazonia to  treat  for  men 

But  I  proteft  I  wonder  how  two  of  us  thus  clad  can 
meet  with  a  grave  face  — methinks  they  mould  laugh 
out  like  '  two  fortune-tellers,  or'  two  opponent  law- 
yers that  know  each  other  for  cheats. 

Tat.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  I  fwear  to  you,  madam,  your 

ladyfhip's  wit  will  choke   me  onetime  or  other 

I  had  like  to  have  fwallowed  all  the  pins  in  my 
mouth — - 

•  JfiJ.  But,  Tatty,  to  keephoufe  fix  weeks,  that's 

«  another 
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'  another  barbarous  cuftom  ;  but  the  reafon.  of  it,  I 
'  fuppofe,  was,  that  the  bafe  people  fhould  not  fee 
'  people  of  quality  may  be  as  affti&ed  as  themfelves^-r 

'  Tat.  No  ;  'tis  becaufe  they  fhould  not  fee  them 
'  as  merry  as  themfelves. 

•  Wid.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !   hufley,   you  never  faid  that 

•  you  fpoke  laft why    'tis  jell 'tis  fatire — I'm 

'  fure  you  faw  it  in  my  face,  that  I  was  going  to  fay 
'  it — 'twas  too  good  for  you — Come,   lay  down  that 
'  fentence  and  the  pin-cufhion,  and  pin  up  my  fhoulder 
'  — Hark'ye,    hufley,  if  you    ihou'd,  as  I  hope  you 
'  won't,  outlive  me,  take  care  I  an't  buried  in  flan- 
'  nel,  'twould  never    become   me,    I'm   fure — -That 

*  they  can  be   as   merry  :  well,  I'll   tell  my  new  ac- 
'  quaintance — What's   her  name  ? — me  that  reads  fo 
'  much,  and  writes  verfes — her  hufband  was  deaf  the 
'  firft   quarter  of  a  year — I  forget  her  name — That 
'  expreffion  fhe'll  like — Well,  that  woman  does  divert 
'  me   ftrangely. — I'll   be    very  great   with  her — me 
'  talk'd  very   learnedly  of  the   ridicule,  'till  She  was 
'  ridiculous — then  fhe   fpoke  of  the  decent— of  the 

'  agreeable— of  the  infenfible fhe  defigns  to  print 

'  the  difcourfe — but  of  all  things  I  like  her  notion  of 

•  the  infenfible. 

'  Tat.  Pray,  madam,  how  was  that  ? 

'  Wid.  A  moft  ufeful  difcourfe  to  be  incukated  in 
«  our  teens — the  purpofe  of  it  is  to  difguife  our  ap- 
'  prehenfion  in  this  ill-bred  generation  of  men,  who 
'  fpeak  before  women  what  they  ought  not  to  hear-j— 
'  As  now,  fuppofe  you  were  a  fpark  in  my  company, 

'  and  you  fpoke  fome  double  entendre 1  look 

'  thus  !  but  be  a  fellow,  and  you  (hall  fee  how  I'll 

*  ufe  you fT'he  infenfible  is  u&ful  upon  any  occa- 

1  fion,     where    we  feemingly    negledl,    and   fe.cre.tly 

'  approve,  which  is  our  ordinary  common   cafe 

'  Now,   fuppofe   a  coxcomb  dancing,   prating,    and 

'  playing   his    tricks  before  me   to   move  me 

'  without  pleafure  or  diilaile  in   my   countenance  I 
'  look  at  him — juft  thus — but — Ha  !   ha  !  ha  !  I  have 
'  found  out  a  fupplement  to  thij>  noiion  of  the  infcn- 
'  fible,   for  my  own  ufe,  which  is  infallible,  and  that 
'  is,  to  have  always  in  my  head  all  that  they  can  4y 

'  or 


62  THE     FUNERAL. 

'  or  do  to  me — ib  never  be  furprifed  with  laughter, 

•  the  occafion  of  which  is  always  fudden 

' ti(?{¥*t<  Oh,  my  Lady  Bnunpton  [Tattleaid  fcws 

•  and  ci  inges.]  My  lady,  your  moll  obedi',*  it  fervant—r- 

'  Wid.  Lcok  you,  wench,  you  fee,  by  the.  arc  of 
'  inferu  :i!ity,  I  pur  you  ouc  of  countenance,  though 
'  you  were  prepared  for  an  ill  reception — 

'  Tat.   Oh  !   madam — • — how  juitiv  are  you  formed 

•  for  what  is  now  fallen  to  you,  the  empire  of  man.- 

•  kind— 

'  Wid.  O  fir,  that  puts  me  outof  all  my  infenfibility 

•  at  once — that  was  fo  gallant — '    [A  noife  within.— 
Bring  him  along,  being  him  ahng.^   tfa  !   what  noife  is 
that — thai    roife  of  righting — Run,  I  fav — Whitluir 
are.  you  going — Whi",  are  you  mad — Will  you  Jeeve 

me  alone Can't   you  Hi r — What,     -ou  can't  take 

your  melTage  with  you     Whatever  'tis,   i  fuppole  you 
are   not  in  the  plot  ;    nor  you — Nor  th*-  now  they're 

breaking  open  my  houfe  !>.-  Charlotte Not  you  — 

Go  fee  what's  the  matter,  I  Jay— I  have  noboay  J  c;;n 
trult— One    {Exit    Tattleaid.]    minute   1    think   this 
wretch  honelt,  and  the  next  falfe — — Whither  ihall  I 
turn  me  ?' 

Tat.   Madam Madam  !  [Re-eat crjng. 

Wid..  Madam,  madam,  will  you  fvvalkw  me  gap- 
ing— 

Tat.  Pray,  good  my  lady,  be  not  fo  out  of  humour 
—But  there  is  a  company  of  roguca  h;ive  fci 
our  fervants  and  the   burial  man's,  while  others  ran 
away  with  the  corpfe 

Wid.  How,  what  can  this  mean  ?  what  can  they 
do  with  it  !  '  Well,  'twill,  fave  the  charge  of  inter - 
'  meat— But  to  what  end  ?' 

Enter  Trully,  and  a /truant  bkady  and  dirty,  hauling  In 
Clump  and  Bumpkin. 

Ser.  I'll  beach  you  berter  manners — I'll  poor  foldicr 
you — You  dog  you,  1  will-  Madam,  here  are  two  of 
the  rafcals  mat  were  in  ihe  gang  of  rogues  that  car- 
ried away  the  corpfe — 

Wid.  We'll  examine  thorn  apart — Well,  fimib, 
what  arc  you  ?  whence  came  you  ?  what's  your  name  ? 
firrah.  •  rjL?lumpvwtf,?«v  ftgns  as  a  dumb  nan. 

Ser.  O,  you  dcg^  you  tculd  fp^ak  loud  enough  jutt 
bavail  r.w, 
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now,  firrah,  when  your  brother  rognes  man-Jed-  Mr. 
Sable we'll  make  you  fneak,  firrah — 

W'i<t.  Bring  the  other  fellow-  hither— 1  fuppofe  you 
will  own  you  knew  that  man  before  you  fa«r  him  at 
my  door  ? 

Clump.  I  chink  I  have  feen  the  gentleman's  face. 
[Bowing  to  Bumpkin. 

Wiet.  The  gentleman's  !  the  villaia  mocks  me  — 
But,  friend,  you  look  like  an  honeit  man,  what  are 
you  ?  whence  come  you?  What  are  you,  friend  ? 

Bump.  I'fe  at  prefent  but  a  private  gentleman,  but 
1  was  lifted  to  be  a  ferjeant  in  my  lord  Hardy's  com- 
pany— I'fe  not  afhamed  of  my  name,  nor  of  my  kop- 
tin 

ff-'id.  Leave  the  room  all.  [Exeunt  all  but  Trufty 
WTatcleaid.]  —  Mr.  Trufty— Lord  Hardy  !  O  that 
impious  young  man — thus,  with  the  facrilegious  hands 
of  ruffians  to  divert  his  father's  afhes  from'their  urn, 
and  rell-I  fufpeft  this  fellow.  [JJfJe.]  Mr.  Truily, 
I  muft  defire  you  to  be  ftiM  near  me- -I'll  know  the 
bottom  of  this,  and  go  to  lord  Hardy's  lodgings-,  ,':<,  I 
a:n,  initantly — 'Tis  but  th'e  backfide  of  this  itreet,  I 
riiink — Let  a  coach  be  called — Tattleaid,  as  fooii  as 
I  am  gone — conduit  my  brother  and  his  friei 
ladv  Charlotte,  awav'with  her — bring  Mademoi^ei'ie 
a.v:.y  to  me— th:U  ihe  may  not  be  a  wittiefs — Come, 
good  Mr.  Trufty.  [Exeunt. 

2?>;/;-r   Lord   Haixly,  leading  Harriot  ;  Campley  and 
Trim. 

L.  Ha.  Why  then  I  find  this  Mr.  Trim  is  a-perfeft 
gene:-:;! — '  but  I'll  ailun;  you,  iir,  I'll  nevtr  allow 
'  you  an  hero,  who  could  leave  your  miilrefs  behind 

•  you  ;  you    fsiould  have  broke  the  houfe  tfmvn,   but 

*  yo-i  Ihould  have  brought  Mademolfelie  with  you. — 
'   Trim.    No,   really,    madam,    I   have   feen    fuch 

'  uranje  fears  come  into  the  men's  heads,  and  fuch 
'  ftrangc  refolu.tions  into  the  women's,  upon  the  oc- 
'  cafion  of  ladies  following  a  camp,  that  I  thought 
'  it  more  difcreet  to  leave  her  behind  me — my  fuccefs 
'  will  naturally  touch  her  as  much  as  if  fhe  Were 

«  here 

L.    Ha.     'A   gool   intel'igent    a-ch   fellow    this. 
\afidt. ]*'  But  were  not  you  f^}"ing,  roy-lord,  yew-be- 
lieved 
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lieved  lady  Brumpton  would  follow  hither  ?— if  fo, 

pray  let  me  be  gone 

Ld.  H.  No,  madam  ;  I  muft  befeech  your  ladyfhip 
to  ftay,  for  there  are  things  alledged  againil  her 
which  you,  who  have  lived  in  the  family,  may,  per- 
haps, give  light  into,  and  which  I  caa't  believe  even 
ihe  co.uld  be  guilty  of.  ^at^  *mtat 

L.  Ha,  Nay,'  my  lord,  that's  generous  to  a  folly, 
for  even  for  her  ulage  of  you,  (without  regard  to  my- 
felf)  I  am  ready  to  believe  me  would  do  any  thing 
that  can  come  into  the  head  of  a  clofe,  malicious, 
cruel,  defigning  woman. 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  My  lady  Brumpton's  below——— 

L.  Ha.  I'll  run  theu 

Camp.  No,  no,  Hand  your  ground ;  you're  a  fol- 
dier's  wife.  Come,  we'll  rally  her  to  death. 

Ld.  H.  Pr'ythee  entertain  her  a  little,  while  I  go 
in  for  a  moment's  thought  on  this  occafion.  [Exit. 

L.  Ha.  She  has  more  wk  than  us  both 

Camp.  Pihaw,  no  matter  for  that Be   fure,  as 

foon  as  the  fentence  is  out  of  my  mouth,  to  clap  in 
with  fomething  elfe — and  laugh  at  all  I  fay  ;  I'll  be 
grateful,  and  burft  myfelf  at  my  pretty  witty  wife — 
We'll  fall  in  flap  upon  her — She  ihan't  have  time  to 
fay  a  word  of  the  running  away.  [Enter  Lady  Brump- 
ton and  Truity.J  O,  my  lady  Brumpton,  your  lady- 
/hip'a  mofl  obedient  fervant.  This  is  my  lady  Har- 
riot Campley Why,  madam,  your  lady  (hip  is  im- 
mediately in  your  mourning — Nay,  as  you  have 
more  wit  than  any  body,  fo  (what  feldom  wits  have) 
you  have  more  prudence  too — Other  widows  have 
nothing  in  readinefs  byt  a  fecond  hufoand — but  you, 
1  fee,  had  your  very  weeds  and  drcfs  lying  by  you — 

La.  H.  Ay,  madam  ;  I  fee  your  lauyihip  is  of  the 
order  of  widowhood,  for  you  have  put  on  the  ha- 
bit   :  j*i 

Wid.  I  fee  your  ladyfhip  is  not  of  the  profeffion  of 
virginity,  f9r  you  have  loll  the  look  on't 

Camp.  You're  in  the  habit — That  was  fo  pretty  ; 
nay,  without  flattery,  lady  Harriot,  you  have  a  gicat 
deal  of  wit,  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  oliog  1O  .V(^H 

La.  H.  No,  my  lady  Brumpton  here  is  the  woman 

df 
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of  wit ;  but  indeed  me  has  got  but  little  enough, 
considering  how  much  her  ladymip  has  to  defend. 
Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Witl.  I'm  lorry,  madam,  your  ladyfliip  has  not 
what's  fufricient  for  your  occafions,  or  that  this  pretty 
gentleman  can't  fupply  them — [Campley  dancing 
about  and  trolling.}  Hey-day,  I  find,  fir,  your  heels 
are  a  great  help  to  your  head — They  relieve  your  wit,  I 
fee  ;  and  I  don't  queftion  but  ere  now  they  have  been 
as  kind  to  your  valour  ;  ha  !  ha  ! 

Camp.  Pox,  I  can  fay  nothing,  'tis  always  thus 
with  your  endeavours  to  be  witty.  [A/ide.}  I  faw,  ma- 
dam, your  mouth  go,  but  there  could  be  nothing  of- 
fered in  anfwer  to  what  my  lady  Harriot  faid— 'Twas 
home — 'Twas  cutting  fatire 

La.  H.  Oh,  Mr.  Campley  !  But  pray,  madam,  has 
Mr.  Cabinet  vifited  your  ladyfliip  fmce  this  calamity 
— How  itands  that  affair  now  ? 

//".</.  Nay,  madam,  if  you  already  want  infractions 
— I'll  acquaint  you  how  the  world  itands,  if  you  are 
in  diilrefs — but  I  fear  Mr.  Campley  overhears  us. 

Camp.  And  all  the  tune  the  pipers  played,  was  toll- 
toll-doroli — I  fwear,  lady  Harriot,  were  I  not  already 
yours,  I  could  have  a  tendre  for  this  lady. 

Wid.  Come,  good  folks,  I  find  we  are  very  free  with 
each  other — What  makes  you  two  here  ?  Do  you 
board  my  lord,  or  he  you  ?  Come,  come,  ten  millings 
a  head  will  go  a  great  way  in  a  family — What  do 
you  fay,  Mrs.  Campley,  is  it  fo  ?  Does  your  ladyftiip 
go  to  market  yourfelf  f — Nay,  you  are  in  the  right 
of  it — Come — can  you  imagine  what  makes  my  lord 
ftay  ? — He  is  not  now  with  his  land  fteward — not 
figning  leafes,  I  hope  ;  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Camp.  Hang  her,  to  have  more  tongue  than  a  man 
and  his  wife  too —  [A/ide. 

Enter  Lord  Hardy. 

Ld.  H.  B«caufe  your  ladyfliip  is,  I  know,  in  very 

much  pain  in  company  you  have  injur'd I'll  be 

fliort— Open  thofe  doors — there  lies  your  hulband's, 
jny  father's  body,  and  by  you  Hands  the  man  accufe; 
you  of  poifoning  him  ! 

Wid.  Of  poifoning  him  ! 

Truf.  The  fymptoms  will  appear  upon  the  corpfc. 
9  Z,.  H*. 
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Ld.  H.  But  I  am  feized  by  nature — Ho\v  flinll  I 
view  a  brcathlefs  lump  of  cfoy—  Him  whofe  high 
veins  conveyed  to  me  this  vital  force  and  motion. 

I  cannot  bear  this  fight 

I  am  as  fix'd  and  motionlefs  ns  he 

[They    open    the   cvjfin,   out    cf  which  jamft 

Lady  Ch.trfouc. 

Art  thou  thegh*ftly  mape  rr.y  mind  had  form'd  ! 
Art  thou  the  cold  inanimate — Bright  maid  ! 
Thou  grv'ft  new  higher  life  to  ail  around. 
Whither  does  fancy,  fir'd  with  love  convey  me  '. 

*  Whither  tranfported  by  my  pleating  fury  ! 
'  The  feafon  vanishes  at  thy  approach  ; 

'  'Tis  morn,  'tis  fpring 

'  Daifies  and  lilies  ftrow  thy  flow'ry  way.' 
Why  is  my  fair  unmov'd — My  hcav'niy  fair ; 
Does  fhe  but  fmile  at  my  exalted  rapture  ? 

L.  Ch.  Oh,  fenfeof  praife  to  me  unfelt  before, 
Speak  on,  {peak  on,  and  charm  my  attentive  ear  : 
How  fweet  applaufe  is  from  an  honeft  tongue ! 
«  Thou  lov'ft  my  mind — Haft  well  affedlion  plac'd  ; 
'  In  what,  nor  time,  nor  age,  nor  care,  nor  want  can 

alter.' 

Oh,  how  I  joy  in  thee — My  eternal  lover;     .b'tuj/u 
'  Immutable  as  the  object  of  thy  flame  \ 

*  I  love,  I'm  proud,  I  triumph  that  I  love, 

'   Pure  I  approach  thce  — Nor  did  I  with  empty  fhowa 
'  Gorgeous  attire,  or  itudied  negiigertce, 

*  Or  fong,  or  dance,  or  ball,  allure"  thy  foul ; 

*  Nor  want,  or  fear,  fuch  arts  to  keep  or  loie  it  :' 
Nor  now  with  fond  reluctance  doubt  to  enter 

My  fpacious,  bright  abode,  this  gallant  heart. 

[Reef hie i  en  Hardy. 

L.  Ha.  Ay,  marry — thcfe  are  high  doir.^  indeed  } 
the  greatnefe  of  the  oecafion  has  burit  their  pad-on 
into  fpeech— Why,  Mr.  Caraptey,  when  we  are  near 
thefe  fine  folks,  you  and  I  arc  but  mere  fweet-hearta 
— I  proteft—  I'll  never  be  won  fo  ;  you  mail  begin 
again  with  me. 

Camp.  Pr'ythee,  why  doft  name  us  pror  animals  ! 
They  have  forgot  there' are  any  fuch  creatures  as  their 
old  (acquaintance  Tom  aud  Harriot. 

Ld.  II.  So  we  did  indeed,  but  you'll  pardon  us. 

7  Camf. 
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Camp.  My  iord,  I  never  thought  to  fee  the  minute 
wherein  I  Ihouid  orejoice  at  your  forgetting  me,  but 
now  I  do  heartily.  [Embracing. 

L.  Cb.    Harriot.       )     P    T 

L.Ha.   Charlotte.    \    Eml™«n£- 

ft'tti1.  Sir,  you're  at  the  bottom  of  all  this  — I  fee 
your  (kill  at  clofc  conveyances — I'll  know  the  mean- 
ing inftantly  of  thcie  intricaciej;  'tis  BOt  your  feem- 
jug  honefty  and  gravity  (hall  iave  you  fVom  your  de- 

ferts My    huiband's    death    was    fiuiden — Ycu 

and  the  burial  fellow  were  obferv'd  very  familiar-*— • 
Produce  my  huiband's  body,  or  I  11  try  you  for  his 
murder  ;  which  I  find  you'd  put  on  me,  thou  hellilh 
engine ! 

Trm/.  Look  you,  madam,  I  could  anfwer  you,  but 
1  fcorn  to  reproach  people  ia  mifery — you're  undone 
—  madam  -*••-. — 

Wid.    What  does  the  dotard  mean  ?  Produce  the 

l»ody,  villain,  or  the  law  ihall  have  thine  for  it 

(Trufly  Exit  kaftily.}  Do  you  delign  to  let  the  villain 
efcape  ?  How  ^ultly  did  your  father  judge,  that  made 
you  a  beggar  with  that  fpirit — You  mentioned  juil 
now,  yoiTcGukl  not  bear  the  company  of  thofe  you'd 
injur'a. 

Ld.  H.  You  are  a  woman,  madam,  and  my  fa- 
ther's wrdow-rBw  fore  you  think  you've  highly  in- 
jured me. 

[Htre  ny  Lord  <WTrufty  half  tnter  foul  sbfer-ve. 

WtJ.  No,  fir,  I  have  not,  will  Hot  injure  you--— I 
mult  obey  the  will  of  my  deceafed  lord  to  a  tittle — • 
1  muft  juftly  pay  legacies.  Your  father,  ia  confide- 
ratien  that  you  were  his  blood,  would  not  wholly 
alwnace  you— He  left  you,  fir,  this  milling,  with 
which  eltate  you  now  are  earl  of  Brumpton.  .,1 

Ld.  H.  Infolent  woman— It  was  not  me  my  good 
father  difinherked,  'twas  him  you  reprefen ted.  The 
guilt  was  thine,  he  did  an  aft  of  jufticc. 

Lord  Brumpton  entering  ivitb  Trufty. 

Ld.  S.  Oh,   unparalleled  goodnefs! 
•  [Tattelaid  and  Mademoifelle  at  ihe  ttber  Jnr  /** 
'  taring. } 

'  Truf.  Oh,  Tattelaid  -His  and  ouathour  is  come  P 

HE£ 


a  H  T 

*8  THE      FUNERAL. 

Wid.  What  do  I  fee,  my  lord,  my  mailer,  hufoand 
living  ! 

Ld.  B.  [Turning  from  her,  running  to  kit /on.]  Oh, 
my  boy,  my  fon— —Mr.  Campley — Charlotte  — 
Harriot — [All  kneeling  to  bim.~\  Oh,  my  children  — 
'  Oh,  Oh,  thefe  paffions  are  too  ftrong  for  my  old 

'  frame Oh,  the  fweet  torture,  my  ion,  my  fon  1' 

I  (hall  expire  in  the  too  mighty  pleafure  !  my  boy  ! 

Ld.  H.  A  fon,  an  heir  !  a  bridegroom  in  one  hour! 
Oh,  grant  me  Heaven,  grant  me  moderation  ! 

Wid.  A  fon,  an  heir  !  Am  I  negleded  then  ? 
What !  can  my  lord  revive,  yet  dead  to  me  r 

Only  to  me  deceafed to  me  alone, 

Deaf  to  my  fighs,  and  fenfelefs  to  my  moan  ? 

Ld.  E.  'Tis  fo  long  fince  I  have  feen  plays,  good 
madam,  that  I  know  not  whence  thou  doit  repeat, 
nor  can  I  anfwer. 

Wid.  You  can  remember  though  a  certain  fettle- 
ment,  in  which  I  am  thy  fon  and  heir — great  Noble, 
that  I  fuppofe  not  taken  from  a  play,  that's  as  irre- 
vocable as  law  can  make  it,  '  that  if  you  fcorn  me  — 
'  your  death  and  life  are  equal— — Or  I'll  itill  wear 
'  my  mourning,  'caufe  you're  living.' 

Truf.  Value  her  not,  my  lord  ;  a  prior  obligation 
made  you  incapable  of  fettling  on  her,  your  wife. 

Ld.  B.  Thykindnefs,  Truity,  doss  diftraft  thee— 
I  would  indeed  difengage  myfelf  by  any  honeft  means, 
but,  alas,  I  know  no  prior  gift  that  avoids  this  to  her 
— '  Oh,  my  child.' 

Truf.  Look  you,  madam,  I'll  come  again  imme- 
diately— Be  not  troubled,  my  dear  lords [Exit. 

Camp.  Truily  looks  very  confident,  there  is  fome 
good  in  that, 
ir.iq  JJBL-  L     Re-enter  Trufty  with  Cabinet.         ,39f(T 

Cab.  What  !  my  lord  Brumpton'  living  ? nay 

Trw/.  Hold,  fir,  you  muft  not  fUr,  nor  can  you, 
fir,  retrad  this  for  your  hand-writing — My  lord, 
this  gentleman,  fmce  your  fuppofed  death,  has  lurked 
about  the  houfe  to  fpeak  with  my  lady,  or  Tattlcaid, 
who,  upon  your  deceafe,  have  Ihunned  him,  in  hopes, 
1  fuppofe,  to  buy  him  off  for  ever — Now,  as  he  was 
prying  about,  he  peep'd  into  your  clofet — where  he 
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faw  your  lordfhip  reading — {truck  wrth 'horrc. ,  and 
believing  himfelf  (as  well  he  might)  the  diltiTRbej1  of 
your  ghofl  for  alienation  of  your  fortune  frohi  your 
family — he  writ  me  this  letter,  wherein  he  acknow- 
ledges a  private  marriage  with  this  lady;  half  a  year 
before  you  ever  faw  her. 

All.   How  !  [All  turn  upon  bcr  difitu  nfidly . 

Wid.  No  more  a  widow  then,  but  flill  a  wife. 

[Recovering  from  her  corifufion, 
I  am  thy  wife — thou  author  of  my  evil. 
'  Thou  muft  partake  with  me  an  homely  board, 
'  An  homely  board  that  never  ihall  be  chearful  ; 
'  But  ev'rymeal  embitter'd  with  upbraidings/ 
Thou  that  could'il  tell  me,  good  and  ill  were  words, 
When  thou  could'ft  bafely  let  me  to  another, 
Yet  could'ft  fee  fprights,  great  unbeliever  ! 
Coward  !  bugg-bear'd  penitent 
'  Stranger  henceforth  to  all  my  joys,  my  joys. 
'  To  thy  difhonour;  defpicable  thing, 
'  Difhonour  thee  !'  Thou  voluntary  cuckold  ! 
Thou  difgrace  to  thy  own  fex,  and  the  whole  human 
May  fcorn  and  beggary  purfue  thy  name,          [race  ! 
And  dark  defpair  clofe  up  a  life  of  fhame. 

[Cabinet  fneakj  off'.       Widow  fiingi  after   him, 
'  Tattleaid  following.' 

Ld.  B.   I  fee  you're  allconfufed  as  well  as  I Ye 

are  my  children— I  hold  you  all  fo.  And  for  your 
own  ufe  will  fpeak  plainly  to  you,  I  cannot  hate  that 
woman  :  nor  (hall  me  ever  want.  Though  I  fcorn  to 

bear  her  injuries yet  had  I  ne'er  been  roufed 

'  from  that  low  paffion  to  a  worthlefs  creature 

*  but  by  difdain  of  her  attempt  on  my  friend's  child.' 
I  am  glad  that  fcorn's  confirmed  by  her  being  that 
fellow's— whom  for  my  own  fake  I  only  will  contemn. 
Thee,  Trufty,  how  mail  we  profecute  with  equal  praife 
and  thanks  for  ftiis  great  revolution  in  our  houfe. 

Truf.  Never  to  fpeak  on't  more,  my  lord. 

'  Ld.  S.  You  are  now,  gentleman,  going  into  cares 
'  at  a  crifis  in  your  country. 

'  And  on  this  great  occafion,  Tom I'll  mount 

'  Old  Campley  which  thy  father  gave  me,  iuoxJjs 
'  And  attend  thee  a  chearful  gay  old  man,  ,oihv 

«  Into 
.'•*— felofo   UK>X0*U  b'q**J  ;  . 
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«  Into  tlie  fiekl  to  reprefent  our  country. 

'  My  rough  Plebeian  Britons,  not  ye  flaves 

*  To  France,  mail  mount  thv  father's  fon 

'  Upon  their  moulders.     Echo  loud  their  joy— 
'  While  I  and  Trufty  follow  weeping  after; 

*  But  be  thou  honelrr  lirm,  impartial, 

'  Let  neither  love,  nor  hate,  nor  faction  move  thce, 
'  Diiiinguiih  words  from  things,  and  men  from  crimes ; 
'  Punctual  be  thou  in  payments,  not  bafely 
'  Screen  thy  faults  'gaiuit  kw,  behind  the 

'  Law  thou  makeir. - 

«  But  thou,  again  ti  my  death,   muft  learn  a  fupm-ro- 
'  gatory  morality.  [ 7 'o  Lord  Hardy. 

*  As  he  is  to  be  juft,  be  generous  thou  : 
'  Nor  let  thy  reafonable  foul  be  ftruck 

'  With  founds  and  appellations ;  title  is 

«  No  more,  if  not  fignificant 

'  Of  fomethirig  that's  fuperior  in  thyfclf 

*  Toother  men,  of  which  thou  may'it  be 

'  Confcious,  yet  not  proud But  if  you  fwerve 

'  From  higher  \irtue  than  the  crowd  poflefs, 

'  Know  they  that  call  thce  honourable  mock  thee. 

'  You  are  to  be  a  peer  by  birth,  to  judge, 

'  Upon  your  honour,   others  lives  and  fortunes  ; 

'  Becaufe  that  honour's  dearer  than  your  own. 

*  Be  good,  ray  fon,  and  be  a  worthy  lord  : 

'  For  when  our  mining  virtues  blefs  mankind, 
'  We  difappoint  the  livid  malccontents, 
'  Who  long  to  call  our  noble  order  ufelefs. 

*  Our  all's  in  danger,  fir,  nor  fliall  you  dally 
'  Your  youth  away  with  your  fine  wives. 

'  No,  in  your  country's  caufe  you  (hall  meet  death, 
'  While  feeble  we  with  minds  refignod  do  wait  it. 
'  Not  but  I  intend  your  nuptials  as  foon  ~s  pofiiblc,  to 
'  draw  intails  and   fettlements.     How  necelf;u-y  fuch 
'  things  are,  I  had  like  to  have  been  a  fatal  inlkance. 

'  Camp.  Bat,  my  lord,  here  are  a  couple  that  need 
'  not  wait  fuch  ceremonies.  Pleafe  but  to  fit  ;  you 
'  have  been  extremely  moved,  and  mult  be  tircci, 
'  You  fay  we  mult  not  fpend  our  time  in  dalliance  : 
'  you  will  fee,  my  lord,  the  entertainment  reminds 
'  us  alfo  of  nobler  things  ;  and  what  I  dcfigned  for 
•  my  own  wedding,  I'll  compliment  the  general  with. 

«  The 
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«  The  bride  dances  finely Trim,  will  you  dance 

*  with  her  ? 

'  Trim.   I  would,  but  I  can't — There  is  a  country- 
'  man  of  hers  without  by  accident, 
'  Camp.   Ay,  but  is  he  a.  dancer  ? 

*  Trim.  Is  a  Frenchman  a  dancer?  Is  a  Welfhman 
'  a  gentleman  ?  I'll  bring  him  in- 

'   [Here  a  dunce,  and  tbt  following  ftngs. 

SONG      r. 

'  On  yonder  bed  fapinely  laid, 

*  Behold  thy  lov'd  expecting  maid  ; 
'  In  tremor,   blufties,   half  in  tears, 

'  Much,  much  fhs  wiihes,  more  fhe  fears. 
'  Take,  take  her  ro  thy  faithful  arms, 

*  Hymen  beftows  thee  all  her  charms. 
'  Heav'n  to  thee  bequeaths  the  fair, 

'  To  raife  thy  joy,  and  lull  thy  care  ; 
'  Heav'n  made  grief,  if  mutual,  ceafe, 

*  But  joy  divided,  to  increafe  : 

*  To  mourn  with  her  exceeds  delight, 

*  Darknefs  with  her,  the  joys  of  light. 

SONG        IT. 

*  Arife,  arife,  great  dead,  for  arms  renown'd, 

'  Rife  from  your  urn.-;,  and  fave  your  dying  ftery, 
4  Your  deeds  will  be  in  dark  oblivioo  drown'd, 
'  For  mighty  William  feizes  all  your  glory. 
'  Again  the  Britiih  trumpet  founds  ; 

'  Again  Britannia  bleeds  ; 
'  To  glorious  death,  or  comely  wounds, 

'  Her  godlike  monarch  leads. 
'  Paj  us,  kind  fate,  the  debt  you  owe  ; 

'  Celefaal  minds  from  clay  untie. 
'  Let  coward  fpirits  dweil  below, 

'  And  only  give  the  brave  to  die.' 
Ld.  B.  Now,  gentlemen,  let  the  miferies  which  I 
have  but  miraculoully  efoaped,  admonim  you  to  have 
always  inclinations  proper  for  the  rtage  of  life  you  are 
in.  '  Don't  follow  love,  when  nature  feL'ks  but  eafe, 
'  other \vi:e  you  will  fall  into  a  lethargy  of  your  dif- 
'  honour,  when  warm  purfuits  of  glory  are  over  with 

•  you ;  for  fume  and  reft  are  utter  cppofites.'        ^ 
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You  who  the  path  of  honour  make  your  guide, 
Muft  let  your  paflion  with  your  blood  fubfide. 
And  no  untim'd  ambition,  love,  or  rage, 
Employ  the  moments  of  declining  age; 
Elfe  boys  will  in  your  prefence  lofe  their  fear, 
And  laugh  at  the  grey  head  they  ftiould  revere. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

EPILOGUE. 

T  OPE,   hope,  and  fear,  defere,  aver/ion,  rage,       "\ 
All  that  can  move  the  foul,  or  can  affuage,  > 

Are  drawn  in  miniature  of  life,  the  ft  age.  j 

Here  you. can  vietv  yourfelves ,   and  here  is  Jhown, 
To  iv hat  you're  born,  in  fufferings  not  your  (nun. 
The  ft  age  to  wifdom's  no  fantaftic  way, 
Athens  herfelf  learn' d  virtue  at  a  play. 
Our  author  me  to-night  a  foldier  drew ; 
But  faintly  writ,  'what  warmly  you  purfue  : 
To  his  great  purpofe,  had  he  equal  fire, 
He'd  not  aim  to  pleafe  only,   but  infpire  ; 
He'd  /ing  what  hovering  fate  attends  our  ijle, 
And  from  bafe  pleafure  roitfe  to  glorious  toil. 
Full  time  the  earth  /'  a  new  decifeon  brings, 
While  William  gives  the  Roman  eagle  wings  : 
With  arts  and  arms  foall  Britain  tamely  end, 
Which  naked  Piciifo  bravely  could  defend', 
The  painted  heroes  on  th'  invaders  prefs, 
And  think  their  wounds  addition  to  their  drefs  : 
In  younger  years  we've  been  with  conqueft  bleft, 
And  Paris  has  the  Britijh  \oke  confefs'd  \ 
Js't  then  in  England,    in  blefs'd  England,   known. 
Her  kings  are  nam'd from  a  revolted  throne  ? 
But  tve  offend  You  no  examples  need\ 

In  imitation  ofyourfelves  proceed  j 
'Tis  you  your  country's  honour  muft  Jf  cure  ; 
Be  all  your  aflions  worthy  of  Namur  : 
With  gentle  Jires  your  gallantry  improve ; 
Courage  is  brutal,  if  untouch'd  with  love. 
If  foon  our  utmoft  bravery's  not  difplay'd, 
Think  that  bright  circh  muft  be  captives  made  ; 
Let  thoughts  of  faving  them  our  toils  beguile, 
And  they  reward  our  labours  with  a  fmile. 
FINIS. 
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